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Mr. Beech was too shocked to speak. His wife
was exactly where he had expected to find her, lying on a massage
table in a corner of the spa. He had certainly not expected to find
a gorgeous young blonde woman kneeling over her, slowly rubbing her
crotch over his wife's eager mouth and tongue! To complete the
incredible scene, a very cute dark haired girl was standing at the
foot of the table, completely naked and slowly fucking his wife
with two very wet fingers. He could hear his wife's sighs, slightly
muffled by the ample thighs either side of her face, and knew from
experience that all this attention was bringing her to orgasm. He
stood there open mouthed, stunned into inactivity before Eve
noticed him, turning to smile as she squeezed her full breasts,
adding to the pleasure his wife was giving her.

'Oh hello Mr. Beech. I hope you don't mind me
monopolizing your wife!' She paused for a moment, but he was too
shocked to respond. 'I won't keep her long. In fact, the way she's
licking my clitty …. oooh yes honey, just there…' Eve closed her
eyes and sighed deeply, releasing one of her boobs to reach below
her thighs, making sure Jo's busy tongue hit the spot. 'Oh yes,
that's it …. ooooh!'

'I think she's coming!' smiled Mary, her
fingers still slipping in and out of Jo's sopping pussy. His wife
was coming too, her bottom lifting up off the table to meet the
fingers probing her, as well as the thumb that had found a resting
place on her throbbing clitoris. Mr. Beech looked again at the dark
haired girl pleasuring his wife. As well as a pretty face, she was
blessed with a body that was full of curves, and she was
undoubtedly a very sexy girl. His eye was drawn towards her ample
bosom, dark nipples poking stiffly to attention. Her boobs jiggled
a little as she finger fucked his wife, and he found himself
getting increasingly turned on by the sight.

'I think he's enjoying the show, Eve!' The
blonde had quietly come over Jo's face and she now turned to look
at the newcomer again.

'Oh yes, I think something is stiffening in
those shorts!' Eve clambered off the table and he saw his wife turn
to smile at him, her sleepy post orgasmic smile a familiar sight,
but the thin sheen of pussy juice over the lower part of her face a
new development.

'Hi honey, I hope you don't mind - we got a
bit carried away!'

'Course not, babe…' He struggled to find any
more to say, and Eve filled the silence.

'Of course he doesn't mind Jo, we're only
having a bit of fun! In fact, I think it would be nice if he joined
in - it seems only fair!' He looked at his wife again and the happy
smile she responded with reassured him.

'Go on Tom, let these ladies treat you - you
are on holiday! I'll just relax and watch, if that's okay.' Eve
knelt in front of him, and Mary was quick to join her. Both girls
dexterously unzipped his shorts, popped a button to open them up
and helped his swelling cock into the light, feminine fingers
fluttering over it.

'Christ!' was all he could manage to say as
two beautiful fallen angels smiled up at him, each one with a hand
on his straining member.

'I don't think it's a massage he's hoping
for, Eve!' giggled Mary as she planted a delicate kiss on the shaft
of his cock. Eve's lips followed suit, before both mouths made a
slow journey to the swollen head, kissing and licking as they
travelled. Jo was an avid spectator, happy to share the unexpected
thrill of being serviced by these two beautiful women with her
husband.

'Are you enjoying that, honey?' she asked,
though his broad smile and rigid cock answered for him. 'He loves
having his cock sucked, but then doesn't every man?' Mary and Eve
turned to look at her before Eve responded.

'Yes, but there are so many different ways to
give a blow job, aren't there!' Tom groaned again, just wishing the
girls would get back to it. 'Some men like it deep and fast…' Eve
continued, before taking his whole length deep into her mouth, her
lips softly encircling the base. She immediately began pulling her
mouth up and down on him, cheeks hollowing slightly as she sucked,
her lips tight round him and delivering a delightful friction that
sent him wild.

'Oh yes baby, like that! Fuck, that's good!'
Abruptly, Eve stopped and released him. Mary grabbed her chance to
take over.

'Well, he certainly seemed to like that! I do
think a lot of men like a nice slow, wet and warm style though.'
She used one hand to grasp the base of his cock, letting her mouth
fill with saliva a little, looking up at him with big brown eyes.
'Tell me what you think of this, darling.' Opening her mouth, she
let her tongue wetly slide over the head of his cock before drawing
it into her mouth. Her tongue continued to bathe it as her lips
softly caressed, opening and closing over it. She turned her head
slightly, using the inside of her cheek to provide him with a
further warm caress, and the sight of the side of her face bulging
to accommodate his engorged tool was a turn on for everyone in the
room, especially Tom!

'Oh fuck, that is incredible!' He was
hypnotized by the sight of this beautiful, sexy young woman
worshipping his cock, but his wife was keen to join in too!

'Let me show you what he really likes!' She
knelt with the girls, Mary releasing her husband's dick as she
squeezed in between them. Eve and Mary moved in close and he felt
their soft boobs against his legs as his wife prepared to take his
manhood into her mouth.

'Why don't you show these two young ladies
how you fuck my mouth, baby?' He groaned again as she enveloped his
cock with her lips, sliding them half way down it. Tony pulled his
hips back and the girls watched as his cock, shiny from their
mouths, began to slide into the light. Before it emerged completely
he moved forward again, only stopping when he was completely in his
wife's warm and accommodating mouth. He pulled back again and it
became clear what Jo had meant. She kept completely still, but his
strokes became more and more vigourous, his shaft a shining blur as
his passion rose.

Inevitably, he couldn't resist his orgasm for
long, and when he came he buried his cock deep in his wife's mouth.
The girls were impressed by her ability to take him so deep, and
she seemed quite able to accommodate the thick wads of come he was
undoubtedly squirting down her throat.

'Wow!' exclaimed Eve. She had never seen
anyone actually take a cock into her throat like that, and as Jo
released her husband's sagging member she slipped an arm around
her. 'You must show me how you do that!'

'We saw it in a porn film, and I found a
website that shows you! You have to position your mouth and neck
just right, as well as learn to relax the muscles.'

'She's quite the sword swallower', smiled
Tom, now a little more composed after enjoying an amazing blow
job.

'I thought she was some sort of magician!'
commented Mary, and they all laughed, before Eve interjected.

'That's a magic show I'd love to see!'

Tom began to make himself respectable, and
the three women started looking for their clothes as he spoke
again, now sounding like the confident professional he was.

'We're here for a few more days and I was
wondering whether the four of us could get together again at some
point.' Eve had pulled her knickers up and was clipping her bra
back on.

'Well, we are both very busy, but it would
certainly be nice! Let me have your mobile number. If I can I'll
text you. It would have been nice to feel that fat cock of yours in
my pussy!'

'You can talk', exclaimed Mary, 'I'm the only
one here that hasn't come!'

'Don't worry sweetheart', replied her
roommate, 'I plan to take care of that right now!' Pausing for a
moment to peck Tom on the cheek and briefly kiss Jo, Eve took Mary
by the arm and led her out of the spa, heading back to their
room.

 


'I wanted you from the moment I saw you,
Mary. I can't wait…'

'It's taken me a while to realize, but I want
you too!' The girls had to pass reception to get back to their
room, where they saw Alex chatting to James. The girls tried their
best to slip by unnoticed, but Alex called them back.

'Eve, wait please!' They reluctantly walked
over to the reception desk, James watching Eve hungrily as they
approached.

'Hello again, ladies. I popped in to ask Alex
how you were both getting on. He tells me that you're settling in
wonderfully!' Before the girls could respond, Alex spoke again.

'Yes, I don't know how I managed without
them! Eve, I need you to help me on reception now. I need to check
the hotel's financial papers again.'

'Can't it wait? Mary and I were just in the
middle of something.' Alex's face answered for him and Eve
reluctantly slipped her arm from Mary's, the two girls sharing a
glance, both understanding the frustration the other felt.

'I did want to chat to the girls too Alex,
just to make sure everything was okay with them.' The way his eyes
wandered over Eve's body made it obvious he had been hoping for
more than a chat.

'Well, you could speak to Mary now, and Eve
later, perhaps? I'm sure they're both happy here but I understand
you want to see them.' James had obviously visited in the hope of
getting intimate with Eve again, but the frustrated young man
quickly began to consider seeing how accommodating Mary might be.
Luckily for him, she was so turned on that James seemed like a gift
from heaven. If she couldn't have Eve, he would certainly do! She
looked at her friend and found no jealousy in her smile. Eve
instinctively understood what Mary and James were thinking and the
dark haired girl could see that she was obviously happy to let
James take her place, at least for the moment. James saw her smile,
and understood Eve didn't mind him spending time with Mary. He
didn't realize Mary wasn't the girl she had seemed when they first
met, however! When he turned to speak to Mary, her friendly smile
gave him no clue to what she was imagining.

'Okay Mary, if you're free we could have a
quick chat, and then if Eve's free later I could catch up with her
then.' You won't have the energy for Eve when I've finished with
you, thought Mary, as she smiled before responding.

'That's fine. I just need to pop back to my
room though. Why don't you walk with me? We can catch up as we go!'
She linked arms with James and set off, winking at Eve as she left.
Alex had already disappeared to his office, and Eve waved Mary off,
happy to wait for their chance to be together and make love for the
first time.

 




'You don't mind coming to my room, do you? I
thought it would be easier.'

'No, that's fine. I'd planned to buy you a
drink at the bar, but we could still do that anyway.'

'Not trying to get me drunk, are you? I guess
that's how you got your way with Eve on our first night here!'

'Oh, she told you did she? No, I'm not like
that, I just wanted to make sure you'd both settled into your jobs
alright.' Mary smiled at his obvious half truth.

'So you weren't hoping Eve was in the mood
for some more fun?'

'No …. well, maybe!' he laughed.

'I do feel sorry for you, all frustrated!'
They arrived at the girls' room and Mary opened the door. 'You
might as well come in.' Once they were inside James sat on the edge
of the bed, waiting for Mary. 'Thanks for being so patient, I just
wanted to change out of these clothes.' Their eyes met for a moment
and Mary saw a little uncertainty in James' look. He'd obviously
come to the hotel hoping to fuck Eve, and had not even considered
Mary. The shy girl next door he'd taken her for seemed to have
disappeared, and he wasn't yet sure who had taken her place.

Mary quickly tugged off her T shirt, her bra
showing off her full boobs splendidly. James couldn't keep his eyes
off them, the flesh so soft and inviting to him.

'Are you sure you don't want me to wait
outside?'

'Oh no, I know you're a man of the world, and
I've decided I like to show my body off! You do like my figure,
don't you?' Mary dropped her shorts to the floor, and James' eyes
danced over her curves.

'Christ, yes! You're really hot!'

'Thanks!' she grinned. 'I was a bit worried
you'd be able to see a wet patch on my panties - Eve was massaging
this pretty young mum in the spa and I ended up fucking her with my
fingers! When her husband turned up we sucked his cock together, so
I got really turned on…'

Suddenly James stood and took her in his
arms. He was not a man that would let a woman tease him, and he had
decided to take charge. Their mouths met in a passionate kiss, both
gasping for breath, mouths open and tongues seeking each other
urgently. His hands were on her, down her back, into her knickers,
caressing and squeezing with strong fingers. Their kiss ended,
their need for breath briefly more pressing than their need for
contact. Their eyes met again, James needing to know his passion
wasn't unwanted, and he found his answer in Mary's upturned face,
lips seeking his. As they kissed again his hands returned to her
bottom, rudely pushing her panties off her buttocks so he could
feel her round bottom again as his lips moved over her neck.

'My, aren't you forward!' she gasped. He
lifted his head to smile wolfishly at her.

'You're the one with your tongue in my mouth,
and your knickers half way down your legs!' It was Mary's turn to
smile before replying.

'True …. come on then!' Her hands were busy
on the buckle of his belt, hungry for the stiff cock she knew must
be inside his jeans. His hands were equally busy, roughly tugging
the straps of her bra off her shoulders and helping free her creamy
tits, grunting as his fingers felt the stiffness of her dark
nipples. She instinctively realized that James wasn't like any
lover she'd had before - he was a man used to being in charge, used
to getting what he wanted. As if to confirm her thoughts, he pushed
her back onto the bed, just before she got the chance to unzip him
and touch the dick she wanted so much. She groaned in frustration
as she fell on her back, but he was kneeling between her legs in an
instant, impatiently tugging at her knickers. She wasn't sure
whether he had pulled them off or torn them from her, but as his
strong hands parted her thighs she knew that she didn't care.
Suddenly his mouth was on her sex, tongue expertly working her
clitoris and making her gasp, before it delved deep inside her.

'Christ, you are wet!'

'I know, just don't stop - go on, lick me,
lick my clit, oh God!' She looked down as he devoured her,
skillfully bringing her close to orgasm. She put a hand on the back
of his head, fingers in his blonde curls as she urged him on, dimly
aware that her had put his fingers in her, quickly finding her G
spot. It was enough to tip her over the edge and she groaned with
animalistic pleasure as she came, pushing his face onto her and
lifting her bottom off the bed to take every last drop of
stimulation from him.

Eventually the moment passed and she relaxed
back onto the bed, dimly aware that he had moved away from her but
too lost in bliss to see where he had gone. Suddenly, she felt her
pussy fill, the unmistakable sensation of stiff cock entering her
making her gasp again as her eyes opened. He was over her now,
hands either side of her chest taking his weight as he began a
vigourous fucking, probing deeply as his mouth descended over a
stiff nipple.

Mary had never been taken with such
relentless passion before, and as he feasted on her she felt the
wave of a second orgasm beginning to overtake her. She'd never come
like this before, her gasps and sighs only serving to drive him on,
his shaft seeming to swell even more, filling her more completely
and deeply than she thought possible and giving her the glorious
sensation of lying back on her bed and being overwhelmed by an
incredible orgasm, pussy juices soaking his dick as he roughly
fucked her.

Just as she felt her orgasm begin to subside
he suddenly withdrew and before she realized what was happening he
had effortlessly turned her onto her front, lifting her up by her
hips so her bottom was in the air, her face and shoulders still
resting on the bed. The mattress shifted as it took James' weight
and his incredible cock was in her again, the angle of his
thrusting enabling him to go even deeper and stretch her sopping
pussy even more.

'Oh…'

'Does that feel okay?' There was a slightly
smug tone to James' voice, as he knew he was a very good lover, but
Mary was much too far gone to notice.

'Just …. fuck me, fuck me again, please ….
oooh!' He kept thrusting relentlessly into her, his fat long member
withdrawing almost completely before sinking in to stretch her
again. Mary gasped once more as the wave of pleasure she felt had
passed began to reignite in her and she realized she was
experiencing a rolling multiple orgasm, something she had heard
about but never had, alone or with a lover. James reached down with
one hand to rub her clitoris and suddenly she was coming all over
again, with an intensity that scared her. She could feel nothing
but his fucking and the breathtaking pleasure he was giving her,
her breath hot on the white linen of the bed as she surrendered her
body to him. She became aware of a probing between her buttocks,
the fingers of James' other hand exploring there, one pushing
against the little hole.

'Do you like it up the arse? Do you want it
there?' Mary groaned again. Never had she felt so completely taken,
so possessed by a man. The idea of him taking this second virginity
was so arousing, but her fear won out.

'No … I've never done it.'

'Okay. I'm sure you'd like it, though.' She
felt the tip of a finger slip inside her and gasped. She knew he
was right, but her silence told him he had pushed the beautiful
young girl as far as she could go and his fingertip reluctantly
withdrew. Instead, he redoubled his efforts, pounding into her with
a ferocity that helped keep the sensations of intense pleasure
coursing through her body, his shaft a blur as he held her in place
with strong hands on her hips.

Without warning, he released his grip and
Mary collapsed onto the bed, unable to support herself without his
help, her pussy reluctantly releasing his magnificent member, still
hard as iron and shining with her juice. She turned onto her back
and looked up at him kneeling above her, his chest glistening with
perspiration as it rose and fell, regaining his breath after his
exertions, his cock still stiff and throbbing wantonly in
rhythm.

'Oh my God, you really are a sex machine!'
James didn't respond, his eyes closed, lost in a world of his own
for a moment as he recovered. Mary sat up a little, taking his dick
in one hand. 'James?' His eyes opened to see Mary's dark eyes
gazing up at him, her face flushed with lust, her full lips parting
to softly encircle the head of his manhood. The moment he felt the
wet heat of her lips on his dick, James came. He spent copiously
into Mary's mouth and, rather than swallow, she opened her mouth a
little to let the spunk slide over her bottom lip and onto her
chin, her big dark eyes gazing up at him with a look that somehow
combined wantonness with innocence and inspired him to drain every
last squirt of spunk into her mouth.

Eventually he too was spent and he sank onto
the bed. Mary swallowed the sperm in her mouth and grabbed a tissue
to wipe her face clean, not forgetting to catch the few droplets
that had dripped onto her boobs. She lay down and James' arms
enveloped her.

'Thanks handsome! That was truly
wonderful!'

'Mmm, wasn't it! You inspired me - you're a
very sexy little thing!' They rested for a few moments, completely
satisfied and enjoying a mutual feeling of utter contentment.

'This is my first summer here, but I'm
dreading going home. I just want this life to go on forever.'

'The summers go by so fast love, you've got
to enjoy them while you can. Let's face it, we might not even get
the chance to come back next year.' Mary hadn't thought about that,
and she cuddled up closer to him for some comfort. Unknown to both
of them, Eve was about to give them the endless summer they wished
for.

 


'What do you think, Alex?'

'Sex holidays? I don't know Eve, would it
work?'

'I don't know either if I'm honest, but it's
got to be worth a try! If the hotel stays open longer, even if it's
just a few weeks, it might be enough to keep it going. If it takes
off, it might last through the winter and then you'd really start
to see some profit!'

'It's an interesting idea', mused Alex, 'but
where would we start?'

'Well, that's the easy part. I'll contact a
few friends, we can invite some of the people we've …. met over the
summer so far - it'll be fun! They might start inviting people they
know and then we'll be in business! You might need a new website
though…'

'That's fine, I created the hotel's site so
if I made a different one for winter …. but what will I call
it?'

'Why don't we try "The Love Hotel"?' It'll
mean people can check it all out and book online.'

'I'll start now', said Alex, turning to the
office computer.

'And I'll start thinking about a guest
list!

 


If you want to know what happens next, look
out for 'Sex in the Sun 7' - it will be available to buy in Winter
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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