
        
            [image: cover]
        

    


Sex In The Sun 5 - Keep On Coming!

By Rory Hitch

 


Published by Rory Hitch at Smashwords

Copyright 2012 Rory Hitch

 


Smashwords Edition, License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If
you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com
and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work
of this author.

 


After her exploits with the three soldiers
that evening, Eve was happy to shower and get an early night, ready
for her morning shift in the kitchen. It was very late when Mary
returned from her final trip to the airport and by then Eve was
fast asleep, lying naked on the bed, the heat of the night making
her much more comfortable without a sheet over her.

Anyone watching would have found the scene
incredibly erotic, one beautiful woman lying naked, the other
watching her with lust in her eyes as she slowly stripped. As Eve
slept, each breath she took made her wonderful full breasts shift
slightly as her ribcage rose and fell. Her blonde hair was like a
golden halo around her head and her closed eyes, slightly parted
lips and flawless complexion made Mary imagine her as a fallen
angel, the air of innocent vulnerability about her so strong. If
Mary had seen Eve enjoying three fat cocks spunking in her a few
hours ago, the angelic image would have been a lot less likely to
have entered her mind!

Mary undressed carefully, not wanting to make
a noise and wake her sleeping friend. She unbuttoned her shorts,
letting them fall to the floor before slipping off her T shirt too.
Her bra and panties were soon off as well and she stood there naked
for a moment, unsure which bed she wanted to lie on. Should she
return to her own, or cuddle up to Eve and see what happened? After
a moment's hesitation, Mary carefully sat on Eve's bed, letting a
hand rest on the sleeping girl's hip. She didn't want to wake her,
but felt she saw a brief smile flicker over Eve's face and wondered
if a small part of the sleeping girl had sensed her presence. She
thought about the girl on the beach, and could still picture her
pussy as the girl crouched over her. She had enjoyed her first
lesbian experience, but knew spending the night making love with
Eve would be a far more intense experience than briefly licking a
stranger's cunt as part of an adventurous but brief encounter.

Mary lay behind Eve, spooning the sleeping
blonde and sliding an arm around her, letting her hand settle on
the soft skin of her tummy. Eve murmured contentedly in her sleep
and moved back a little, snuggling up to Mary, the dark haired
girl's boobs squashing up against her back. Mary could smell Eve's
perfume as she planted a little kiss on the nape of her neck,
drawing another sigh from her. She let her hand wander from Eve's
tummy, up over a warm breast, feeling the nipple stiffen against
her palm, Eve's hand moving up to cover Mary's and keep it on her
bosom.

Mary briefly wondered how things would
develop, but she had been awake for almost twenty-four hours and
the comfort of letting her eyes close and dreams come was too great
to resist. Within moments she was fast asleep and Eve, who had
woken a little, was happy to join her, both girls now comfortable
in their intimacy and knowing they would soon be lovers too but
content for now to enjoy the anticipation of their future
pleasures.

 


When Eve's alarm went off at six o'clock the
next morning she turned it off quickly, not wanting Mary to wake.
Reluctantly she slid off the bed, grabbing the shorts she had worn
the day before. As she tugged them on, she looked down at Mary. The
temptation to take one of her dark nipples into her mouth was
almost too much, but Eve knew that once she started making love to
Mary, it would be impossible to stop. Grabbing a T shirt, she
headed for the door. Soon, she thought to herself, soon…

 


As Eve hurried to the kitchen she slipped her
mobile phone into a pocket and was surprised to find a scrap of
paper there. She tugged it out to find a mobile phone number and
one word written on it - 'Jon'. She smiled to herself - she had no
idea how he'd found the time, but the soldier she had sucked last
night had obviously been able to leave her his number. As she
waited for the lift she quickly stored it in her phone. You never
know, she thought.

 


After a busy morning in the kitchen Eve
headed to the office to find Alex. She hadn't forgotten Mrs.
Beech's eleven o'clock appointment, but she wasn't sure where she
should meet her! Alex quickly put her mind at rest.

'I thought it would be easiest to open up the
spa. Everything you need is there.'

'Okay, I'll go and set everything up. The
hotel's really getting busy now, isn't it?'

'Yes, but not really busy enough, I'm
afraid.'

'What do you mean?'

'For the hotel to survive it must make enough
money to last the winter. No-one comes here after September when it
gets colder, so all we make then are losses.'

'Oh - so it's not going well then?'

'No, it will be so difficult…' Alex looked so
forlorn, Eve sat on the edge of his desk, trying to think of some
comforting words.

'I'm sure something will come along. Perhaps
I can think of some way to encourage more people to visit. Now I'm
the hotel masseuse, perhaps I could give guests a foot rub?' Alex
smiled up at her, happy to accept her attempt to cheer him up.

'I think people would want a little more than
having their feet rubbed', he smiled.

'Oh no, you've misunderstood!' Eve slipped
her sandals off before continuing. 'I don't rub their feet, I use
my feet to rub them!' She slid one dainty foot along Alex's thigh.
'See?'

'Ah yes, now I think I understand', he
grinned, enjoying the feel of Eve's warm little foot stroking his
inner thigh. He leant back in his chair and Eve was gratified to
see a bulge forming where his legs met. She let her toes slip over
it, applying a gentle pressure as they stroked.

'Of course, I wouldn't normally give you a
foot rub through your clothes…' Alex didn't say anything in
response, but simply smiled confidently up at Eve as he unbuckled
his belt before slowly easing the zip of his trousers down. Eve let
her big toe slide over Alex's straining briefs as he pushed his
trousers down his thighs, before covering the outline of his cock
with the sole of her foot and rubbing gently. Even using her foot,
Eve could tell Alex was big down there and she found herself
suddenly impatient to see if it looked as big as it felt. She soon
got her wish, moving her foot away so she could watch as Alex
slowly pushed his briefs down. Eve's heart missed a beat as a long
fat dick sprang free, standing firm and looking very inviting. No
wonder you're so confident, thought Eve, that's a really handsome
cock!

Watching Eve's face, Alex stroked along the
shaft with one hand, knowing he had something she wanted. Eve slid
off the desk and knelt by him, his shaft even more impressive up
close. Her adventure the previous night meant she didn't have a
desperate need driving her on, so she simply knelt and let Alex
take the lead.

'Why don't you try stroking it, Eve? You have
to massage Mrs. Beech soon, so it would be a good idea to make sure
you're comfortable touching a naked body.'

'I don't think that will be a problem', she
responded, eyes still on the rigid shaft, 'and I'm pretty sure Mrs.
Beech hasn't got one of those hidden away! Still, I can't see any
harm in keeping my hand in…' Her fingers gently curled around the
base of his erection and Alex drew in a breath, enjoying the
contact. Eve let her fingers slide up his pole, only softly
brushing against his skin, teasing as well as arousing. 'Mary said
you were a good lover. She must have enjoyed you pushing this into
her pussy. Was she wet for you?'

'Yes, she seemed shy, but …. Oh God, your
fingers…' Eve knew her words were as much of a turn on as her hand,
so she pressed on.

'I thought she was shy too, but being here
seems to have changed her. One minute she's got this lovely big
dick in her mouth, the next she's cuddling up to me in bed…' Alex
gasped and Eve decided to be frank. 'Oh yes, she's never been with
a girl but I'm sure she wants me.' A drop of moisture had emerged
from the tiny hole at the tip of Alex's cock and Eve used a
forefinger to slowly lubricate his glans with it. 'I can't wait to
watch her lick me out.'

'My God, you English girls…' Eve could see he
was close to coming now.

'Perhaps the three of us could get together?'
She moved her head closer to his now throbbing cock, her fingers
sliding along its length again. 'Imagine, two pink little tongues,
licking your nice big knob! Mmm…'

'Oh, oh, oh…' Alex came, thick white spunk
oozing from his erection before sliding down the shaft, coating it
and wetting Eve's nimble fingers, the pretty young blonde smiling
at the warm wetness.

'Very nice, Alex! Thank you for letting me
wank you, I enjoyed that!' She grabbed some tissues from a box on
his desk and quickly wiped her hands. 'I suppose I'd better rush
off to the spa - I can't keep a guest waiting!' Alex didn't respond
and Eve smiled to herself. He wasn't as cool as he was five minutes
ago, she thought.

Alex grabbed some tissues too, still thinking
about what Eve had said. Now he knew from experience just how wild
these two English girls were, the fantasy of a threesome was one
they both knew he would be desperate to fulfill.

 


Eve was glad to get into the spa with some
time to spare. She tidied everything up, prepared oils, neatly
folded some towels and lit some candles in preparation for her
guest. She even found a uniform, a short white dress that buttoned
down the front and after a moment's hesitation she decided to wear
it. It seemed so much more professional than shorts and a T shirt,
and when she put it on it gave her the confidence to think she
might be able to pull off the role of professional masseuse after
all! Looking at herself in the mirror she almost fooled herself,
but was unhappy with the fact that her bra and knickers were
visible through the uniform. On impulse, she stripped naked before
putting it back on, now much happier with a look that managed to be
both classier and sexier. To complete her new look she tied her
long blonde hair up, completing a transformation from sexy blonde
bombshell to elegant, sleek beautician. With immaculate timing,
Mrs. Beech arrived.

'Hello, anyone home?'

'Hi Mrs. Beech. Welcome, come on in!'

'Please call me Jo. Wow, it's nice in here,
isn't it? Very relaxing atmosphere.' Jo had obviously come straight
from the poolside. She had wrapped a semi transparent sarong around
her body, but her red bikini was still visible through it. She had
pushed a pair of sunglasses up into her hair and was carrying a bag
stuffed with a towel, paperback, lotion and various other
sunbathing accessories.

'So, where do you want me?' She smiled at
Eve, friendly and confident. The younger girl found herself
surprised by how pretty Jo was. Eve had found her attractive the
previous evening, but now she realized just how gorgeous she was.
Perhaps it was the more relaxed environment, but as she looked into
those big dark eyes and admired Jo's perfect smile her mind turned
again to giving this sexy mum much more than a massage. Trying to
remain as professional as she could, Eve patted the massage table
behind her as she spoke.

'If you'd like to slip your things off and
lie face down on the table for me, I'll pop out to give you some
privacy while you undress. You can use one of the towels to cover
your bottom once you're comfortable.' Jo responded by placing a
warm hand on Eve's forearm.

'Don't be silly, stay and chat. I'd rather
have the company than the privacy! As long as you don't mind…'

'Oh no, that's fine', replied Eve, suddenly
wondering if Jo was flirting with her. What she did next removed
all doubt. Dropping her bag, she swiftly untied her sarong and
pulled it away from her body, smiling as she realized Eve was
watching her.



'That's better. I do love to sunbathe, but I
often wish I could do it naked.' She reached behind herself slowly
to unclip her top, arching her back a little in the process and
pushing her ample boobs forward. Eve was aware she was staring at
the perfect golden orbs but couldn't stop herself, though she had
the presence of mind to continue the conversation before the
silence became awkward.

'There are some very quiet beaches on the
island where you can sunbathe nude…' Eve felt hypnotized as Jo held
her top to her chest with one forearm, using her free hand to slip
the straps off her shoulders.

'It would be nice to do that. Perhaps you
could take me - we could be naked together…' As she spoke, Jo
pulled her bikini top away from her bosom, revealing full round
breasts, the skin a perfect golden shade, dark nipples so inviting
to Eve. The blonde hesitated, the urge to take Jo into her arms
competing with uncertainty about the dark haired woman's motives.
Eve didn't want to lose her job, but she wanted Jo so much too!

Just as Eve was deciding to take a chance and
embrace the sexy mum, Jo moved to the massage table, quickly lying
down on it. Eve pulled herself together and grabbed a bottle of
oil, now thoroughly turned on but happy that her dilemma had been
resolved, at least for the moment. However, Jo was keen to keep the
flirtation going!

'Oh, I've forgotten to take my panties off!'
Turning to catch Eve's eye again, she smiled at the uncertainty she
saw there before speaking again. 'Could you take them off for me?'
She lifted her bottom, Eve's tummy doing a back flip as she took in
the perfect curves of Jo's full, firm ass. Eve slipped her
fingertips under the straining red fabric, and as she tugged Jo's
panties down she sighed to herself at the beautiful round bottom
that she revealed. She quickly pulled the little piece of red cloth
over Jo's shapely legs, putting them to one side before grabbing
the oil again, keen to put her hands on this sexy woman.

'Ready, Jo?'

'Oh yes!' Eve's hands slid up Jo's back and
over her shoulders, where they began to massage the muscles
there.

'Oh, that's nice …. very relaxing. Have you
been doing this long?'

'Not too long', replied Eve, who was keen to
change the subject as quickly as possible. 'What is your family up
to today?'

'We brought the twins here as a treat for
their eighteenth birthday, and they both wanted to go scuba diving,
so Chris has taken them somewhere in the hire car to do that. I
decided I deserved some 'me' time …. mmm ….I made the right
decision.' Eve's hands were gently kneading the small of Jo's back,
but her eyes were on that lovely round bottom. She wasn't quite
brave enough to slide her hands down over it, but she really wanted
to! Moving down the table, she took the safer option of working on
Jo's calves.

'Your muscles are quite firm, Jo. Do you use
a gym?'

'Yes, I try to go three times a week if I
can. I love to keep fit, but I want to look good too! Someone told
be ages ago that if you've got big boobs, keeping toned helps stop
them sagging.'

'Well, yours are lovely!'

'Oh thanks!' They both laughed, the tension
between them gone now, though there was still an air of
anticipation in the room. 'Yours look really nice, though of course
I haven't seen them properly yet.' Eve was getting really turned on
now and Jo's comment only helped to raise her desire. Was this cute
stranger hoping to see her naked, or just teasing? Part of her
wanted to strip her uniform off and show Jo what she wanted to see,
but the dark haired woman was very hard to read and the feeling
that she was only flirting still nagged in Eve's mind. She began to
rub Jo's thighs, wishing she had a free hand to rub her own pussy,
an insistent heat there becoming increasingly difficult to ignore.
Jo's legs were still close together, and the object of Eve's
fevered imagination was still out of view as she swept her hands
over the golden skin.

'Would it help if I opened my legs a little?
Just so you can get to the rest of my thighs?'

'Oh, yes', replied Eve, too shocked to say
more. Jo's thighs parted and Eve felt her nipples stiffen at the
sight. A shadow of dark hair failed to hide a dark line, the outer
lips of her pussy. Her view didn't satisfy her curiosity and Eve
was now keen to see more, her hands delving between the parted
legs. Taking a deep breath, Eve slid her hands up over Jo's legs,
then onto her naked bottom, squeezing gently, stroking then
squeezing again.

'Oh, that's good.' Eve thought Jo had parted
her thighs a little more, though she wasn't sure. As she rubbed she
caught a glimpse of Jo's tiny arsehole, and Eve let one finger
slide a little deeper into the crevice to brush over it.

'Oooh…' Emboldened now, Eve's hands returned
to Jo's legs, each stroke venturing a little higher until the side
of Eve's hand brushed against the soft flesh of her warm pussy. 'Oh
my!' Jo had lost her cool for a moment, and Eve felt certain that
she had pushed her body down the table a little in an instinctive
attempt to prolong the intimate contact. Eve smiled, knowing now
that her desire was shared and suddenly her old confidence in her
own desirability was back. She kept a steady rhythm as she massaged
Jo's inner thighs, occasionally letting her fingers brush up to the
spot where her legs met, and each time Jo responded with a little
gasp, before she finally spoke, trying a little too hard to keep
her voice cool and relaxed.

'I love getting a massage. I always find them
so relaxing … and a bit of a turn on too.'

'Why don't I help you with that?' Eve let her
hand rest on Jo's pussy and as there was no protest, she began to
caress her there. The need they had for each other, up to now
unspoken, was now obvious to them both and the need for pretence
was gone.

'Pull your knees up under you, just to lift
your bottom up a bit.' Jo happily complied, keeping her face and
shoulders relaxed on the bed but kneeling up on the table, pushing
her bottom up into the air and keeping her knees parted a little.
Eve wasted no time, slipping two fingers along the outer lips of
Jo's pussy, rewarded by another sigh of pleasure. As Eve's fingers
caressed, the two lips parted a little and she could see the space
between them glistening with love juice.

'You're very wet, Jo', whispered Eve as she
let a finger move between the pink lips, sliding along the
opening.

'Ooooh…' Eve smiled, happy to be in charge
now. She let her finger go deep, surprised a little at how easily
it slipped inside the warm and very wet pussy.

'Wow, you really are sopping! Let's try
two…'

'Oh God!'

'Nice?' Eve's fingers were now sliding back
and forth, slowly fucking the horny young mum. A rhythmic
squelching sound filled the room.

'Oh God, yes… mmmm… if you'd just rub my clit
too… it'll make me come…' Eve decided to tease a little, keeping
her fingers inside but ignoring the request, waiting for the
brunette to speak again. 'Eve…' The dark haired woman gasped again,
before recovering enough to continue. 'Could you? Oooh… I need to
come… please, just touch me there…' Eve reached up with her free
hand, placing two fingertips over Jo's clitoris.

'I'd love to make you come, honey. Just let
me try this…' Her fingertips began to rub, and Jo gasped.

'Oh yes, like that, faster, don't stop! Fuck,
oh …. yes, yes!' As Jo gasped and sighed through her orgasm Eve
leant down a little, burying her face between Jo's buttocks and
lapping gently at the wrinkled hole there.

'Oh Eve, what …. ooooh!' Eve smiled to
herself as she felt Jo's juices almost squirting from her as she
came, wetting Eve's fingers and hands.

Suddenly, Mary slipped through the
doorway.

'Hi, sorry to interrupt, but I…' Her voice
trailed away and her eyes widened in shock as she took in the
scene. Eve smiled, enjoying watching the confusion in Mary's face
and the unmistakable curiosity as she stared at Eve's fingers, now
slowly pumping in and out of Jo as she continued to come,
glistening wetly each time they emerged.

'Hi Mary, this is Jo. I was just giving her a
…. massage.' Jo raised her head to take in the startled newcomer,
and she obviously liked what she saw.

'Hello Mary! Would you like to join us?' Mary
smiled at the beautiful stranger, face flushed from her recent
moment of ecstasy, and found herself nodding. She couldn't believe
what she was agreeing to, but this new version of herself obviously
had no boundaries, and no fear! She moved closer to Eve, who had
already decided what would be happening next.

'I'll let you play with this lovely wet
pussy, Mary. I want to show Jo something.' Eve moved to stand at
the other end of the table where Jo could see her and Mary found
herself staring at another stranger's sex. Still not understanding
what was driving her, she raised her right hand and placed two
fingertips on the wet folds of flesh that so intrigued her. She
slowly probed, the wetness and heat surprising her as she pushed
them in, making Jo sigh again.

'Oooh, that feels so nice! Please, fuck me
with your hand!' Mary continued where Eve had left off, feeling her
own pussy begin to throb in response as her slick fingers slid in
and out of Jo's needful sex.

Meanwhile, Eve was smiling down at Jo as the
brunette looked up with the distracted passion of a woman riding an
incredible multiple orgasm. Eve's uniform buttoned down the front
and she slowly, deliberately, tore it open, letting her full golden
boobs fall free, then revealing the womanly curve of her tummy
before exposing the blonde curls of her quim. Jo didn't hesitate, a
hand snaking out to dip between Eve's curvaceous legs, exploring
there. Eve's nipples were noticeably stiff, but they hardened
further as Jo used the moisture she found to begin to lubricate and
massage her clitoris.

Mary watched on, her pussy on fire inside her
shorts, and she wished she could touch Eve, or have Eve touch her.
She quickly slipped off her shorts, T shirt and underwear before
putting her two fingers back into Jo, using a free hand to squeeze
her own ample boobs before beginning to play with herself, needing
to feel the same pleasure as Jo and Eve.

Eve knew she would come very quickly after
such a long tease, but she was determined that Jo would do
something more for her before that happened.

'Turn over Jo, lie on your back for me.' Mary
helped the brunette to move before pushing two fingers back inside
her again. Eve climbed up onto the broad table and without any
hesitation sat on Jo's face. An eager tongue quickly found her clit
and Eve's eyes closed as she groaned, her orgasm close.

'Oh God Mary, she's licking my pussy - it's
so nice!'

'She's a lucky girl', replied her friend, her
dark eyes ablaze with lust, 'I'd love to do that to you!' Eve was
surprised and overjoyed to hear this confession and as she began to
come, she imagined that it was Mary's tongue inside her.

It was at that moment that Jo's husband
walked in.

 


 


If you want to know what happens next, look
out for 'Sex in the Sun 6' - it will be available to buy in autumn
2012 - look out for announcements on Facebook! If you can't wait,
why not try one of my other stories? I have lots of other hot tales
available to buy from the same website you purchased this one
from.

 


I have new stories coming out all the time,
so if you'd like keep up to date with new stories as they appear,
search for Rory Hitch on Facebook – I post messages to let everyone
know what's coming soon and when they're published. If you have any
comments, suggestions or observations I'd love to hear from
you!

 


Thanks for reading my story - Rory
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