
Elena’s Lovers

by Lizbeth Dusseau

ISBN: 978-1-938897-57-3

A Pink Flamingo Ebook Publication

Copyright © 2014, All rights reserved

With the exception of quotes used in reviews, no part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form, by any means, including mechanical, electronic, photocopying recording or otherwise without prior written permission of the publishers.

For information contact:

Pink Flamingo Publications

www.pinkflamingo.com

P.O. Box 632 Richland, MI 49083

USA

 

 

Elena’s Lovers


Chapter One

They played along the shore as if they’d been lovers for a long time—shedding their clothes to each other’s eyes showing what intimacy was possible. Feasting on the sun-washed, wind-burned skin of thighs and undulating bellies, and well defined hips and shoulders that crooked at the neck where there were places for first kisses, the two found themselves matched, a destined pair of souls uniting in the simplest of touches, until it was clear there would be profound peace taking this union to an erotic conclusion.

She forgot how it began, how he’d descended on her as she looked out across the wet, salt sand to the azure blue sea and the sky beyond. His eyes drifted to her, lifted her to her feet so she could take his hand and move to the water’s edge where magical things would happen.

It must have been the eyes that lured her: dark, deep-set, cavernous places where there were the stories of centuries locked inside. With the glint of their odd hues, he colored the world for her in vibrant and brilliant shades so she’d never feel empty again. 

Once she was naked and he cupped her pubis in his steady hand, she was drifting with him, clenching him tightly as their arms intertwined. Did it matter that there were others on this beach? It seemed they were alone even amidst a crowd of passing sun-worshippers. Perhaps they were simply in another dimension, or perhaps their love was too pure for anything but the eyes of those that could understand unpretentious passion.

He took her at the water’s edge, while his eyes peered into her squinting ones, as she tried again to make out more of his astounding face. She saw the depth there once more; and it reached her between her thighs where she was aroused. Drawing her down to the sand with him, he was entering her with a stiff erection, and riding her along the sand. So hard the surface of their bed, and yet it felt as if she were floating on a cloud being in his arms. Something unrehearsed and unexpected resulted when his organ swelled inside. The climax shook every atom in her body, making it spark with celebration fireworks.

She drifted in his embrace until it seemed that he was vanishing, the sight of his body disappearing from her, as consciousness was drawing her away, so all she’d remember was the eyes, the cavernous, dark eyes.

***

“Miss, the drink you ordered.” She heard the sound of a man’s voice, and woke to see the waiter at her side. Such a pleasant expression on his face. She loved Spanish men, how they moved with such ease.

“Yes. Thank you,” Elena replied to him kindly. I guess I dozed off.”

“Sorry to disturb you.”

“Oh, that’s okay, I think my dream was over,” she said. Though her meaning was incomprehensible to the man, he smiled anyway and left her with the tall, cold glass of liquid.

“Are you planning to stay here all day, Elena Merino?” A blonde bikini-clad woman stood over her looking down, for an instant blocking the sun.

“This is my vacation,” the reclining woman with the flawless bronze skin and the wealth of brunette hair answered her friend. “And I was just having the most wonderful dream. If you let me, I think I could close my eyes and return to it.” There was a dreamy expression on her lips.

“Tell me, what did he look like?” Sandra asked.

“You think it was a man I was dreaming about?” Elena answered.

“Well, it was wasn’t it?”

“So, if it was. Wouldn’t you be dreaming about men, if you could.”

“I’d be doing something about them, not dreaming.” Sandra’s message oozed with sarcasm. “So was he gorgeous?”

“I can’t really say. It was one of those dreams where the faces are so fuzzy it’s hard to tell. But I will know him when I find him.” Elena’s brown eyes twinkled lustfully as she watched the blonde sit down on the chaise lounge next her, the sensuous fair-skinned beauty appearing to melt into the easy sensuousness of the well-aroused, as she laid herself out, offering nearly every gift of her body to the Mediterranean sun. She was wearing the tiniest bathing suit Elena had ever seen, three triangles of cloth, each barely covering the appropriate space of womanly flesh; it made Elena’s small bikini look like nun’s garb. 

“Why do you bother wearing anything at all?” Elena asked her. It seemed to her the fluorescent pink of Sandra’s suit screamed to be noticed, of course, that was all purposeful too.

Sandra’s blue eyes danced for her, her lip turned up with a devious intent. “Scandalous, isn’t it?” she said. “You see, I do something about my plans to capture a man while I’m on vacation. While you’re dreaming of it, I’m making it real.”

“Well, if all you want is someone inside that thong bottom, I’m sure you won’t have a problem getting a dozen offers.”

“I’m looking for more than sex,” Sandra retorted. “I want good sex, great sex, the most nasty, death-defying encounter I’ve ever had. After all, we’re on vacation. When are we going to be in Spain again, anyway? We’re supposed to act like sluts; everyone expects it.”

“Especially you. You’re doing a great job,” Elena replied.

“Well, Miss Prim and Proper, you’re not exactly Mother Theresa. I hope you haven’t given up sex.” 

“Not at all. In fact, if someone was looking they probably saw my hands between my legs while I was lying here sleeping.”

Sandra laughed. “Sounds lovely, but while I’m having the screwing of my life—real sex, you know the cock/cunt thing, you’ll be dreaming. You’ll go back to LA with nothing but wishes, while I relish my conquests. We’ll see who has the hotter vacation.” 

“I always have hot times,” Elena reminded her. “Don’t forget last Saturday night.”

“You even remember that?” Sandra asked.

“Perfectly,” she replied. “The best airport fuck I’ve ever had.” 

“You slut,” Sandra droned, as if Elena had scored one over her.

Elena smiled self-satisfied, then took a sip of the concoction of fruit juice she was holding in her hand. She went back to sunbathing, while Sandra looked coyly around for possible male conquests, scouting out her next meaningful walk down the beach. 

Elena was drifting about in a dreamy half-awake, half-asleep state, looking for her elusive fantasy man again when she was aware of someone at her side. Her eyes popping open, she turned to see that Sandra had left, and there was a well tanned man sitting where she expected to see her friend. He was dripping wet, toweling himself off with a red beach towel. Slim waist and hips, muscled thighs and chest as if he spent hours working out in a gym; it was hard not staring. But what was most startling about the man was the tousled blonde hair, cut short on the sides, longer on top, and then the eyes—riveted on her so she couldn’t quit looking at them because they seemed to draw her inside him as if she could stand I inside his body. It was the most bizarre feeling, and for a first meeting, unnerving. They could have been hazel, the eyes, though she couldn’t quite tell what color they were, shifting from gold, to green, to blue, and then looking darker, brown perhaps—but cavernous, like the man in her dreams. She was stunned. 

Then again, maybe she was just horny.

“This seat is taken, isn’t it?” he said to her.

“I have friend somewhere,” Elena answered him, looking around to see if she could spot Sandra.

“You won’t mind for a minute, will you? There aren’t many places left, and the idea of looking at you seemed perfect.”

“You’re not Spanish,” Elena remarked, hearing the familiar sounds of American English, thinking it had been days since she’d heard her own language spoken so easily.

“Greek, actually, but I’ve recently returned from school in the States.”

She nodded.

“And you’re in Spain now?”

“On vacation. Like you.”

“Of course.”

“Nikos,” he introduced himself. 

“I’m Elena.”

“Elena?” He looked at her, head cocked, it was rather sexy, that, and the way beads of water were falling down his body across his chest and the skimpy bathing suit, where if she really looked, she’d see the outline of his male parts so distinct he might as well have been naked.  It made her practically crawl inside with the desire to touch him there.

“Elena? Short for Helena?” he asked. 

“Yes, but I like the shorter version.”

“I like Helena,” he replied, “it’s too beautiful a name to waste.”

“You’ve learned an American’s way of flirting,” she said.

“No, just my way,” he countered. “I like your hair.”

He reached out and ran his hands through the wavy brunette locks. It billowed about her face, the unruly mass made curlier by the salt air.

“Thank you.”

“It probably suits your savage nature,” he remarked.

Savage, she wondered to herself, though she let the comment die, not knowing how to respond to him.

“Let’s take a walk,” he said, offering her his hand.

Before the willowy brunette could think of any reason not to go with him, he had her hand in his and was leading her down the beach, as both stepped lightly on the hot sand until they reached the water-cooled shoreline.

They walked for nearly a half hour in one direction before they turned back. She was explaining herself while he offered questions it was easy for her to answer.

“You play the cello, you cook Mexican food like a professional, you wait tables in an LA Bistro, and now you’re looking for love on a Spanish beach,” he said, summing up the bottom lines of their conversation that centered around her life—and she knew nothing about him at all.

“You added that last yourself, looking for love. Why?”

“Single women coming to Europe are looking for romance, to be swept away by a lover. Shall I sweep you away?” he asked. 

He joked with her cleverly, with an almost nasty turn to his grin. Such boldness! So direct and to the point! Such muscles, and such hands! 

“I think you’re already sweeping me away,” she said. “Even though I think I’d better watch my step.”

“I’ll go slowly then,” he said. They broke hands and she watched him dive into the water, his lycra covered round buns disappearing into the surf, his head popping up a few yards away. He waved, dove in again, and then pulled himself dripping from the water.

Returning to her side, he kissed her on the mouth briskly, then took her hand and started down the beach again.

“So, why do you need to watch your step?” he asked.

“That’s perfectly plain to me; I know nothing about you,” she remarked.

“Has that always stopped you before?”

He said it as if he knew her sexual history intimately.

“Perhaps that’s not your business,” she said.

“All right then, what do you want to know?”

She thought a moment.

“I want to know if I can trust you,” she said, thinking it was a tall order, but expecting this shrewd man to answer her with something to take away her fears. He was just that kind.

“You can’t trust me from a single conversation,” he said. “But I don’t think that’s what you want anyway.”

“You’re a smart-aleck, you know that?” she said.

“Rude and witty too,” he retorted.

“So what do you think I want?” she asked.

“I already told you. You want to be swept off your feet on a foreign shore, madly screwed and completely adored for as long as it lasts.”

Elena couldn’t argue.

“I’m right aren’t I?”

“Maybe,” she smirked, thinking how much she liked the feel of him, how much he’d already engaged her easily aroused body. 

“Let me assure you, Helena,” he said. “I’ll adore you, focus every ounce of myself on you alone, and give you the best time you can possibly have on this Spanish coast.”

“You sound sincere,” she replied. “And if I want a brief affair, I might have myself a conquest, as Sandra would say. So, why did you pick me out of the crowd?”

“I like your hair,” he said running hand through the dark tresses. “And your thighs.” His hands were there too. They weren’t standing side by side anymore, but face to face, their chests practically touching, though it didn’t seem strange. They’d been physically close almost since the moment they met. After an hour, strolling down the beach hand in hand, they were already looking like lovers. He stroked her thigh with one hand while he gazed into her eyes. “I like the line of your lips,” he said, tracing that line with his finger. “And the way your breasts move inside your bathing suit, the way the nipples poke through.” He took one between his thumb and index finger and rolled it between them.

“You’re going to make it bigger,” she said.

“Isn’t that the point?”

She was finally blushing, though not backing away, feeling her longing getting mixed up with sincerity and hope and recklessness, knowing that he was wooing her to bed, and she couldn’t wait. Sandra would be so happy for her. Then again, she was happy for herself. All this with so little effort. She hoped he was as good as she imagined him.

“Let me take you to your room, and we’ll get dressed for a walk around town. You don’t want to spend too much time in the sun, even with your dark skin.”

“I should let my friend know,” she said.

“Sure. Leave her a note,” he answered simply, and she was on his arm moving toward the hotel, feeling the surge between her thighs so intense, she didn’t think she could spend another minute in the man’s presence without climaxing spontaneously. 

There was something to foreign travel, erotic beaches and unfamiliar men. Something in the wind, the taste of the air, something purely erotic in the atmosphere of physical inebriation that made caution useless in face of such powerful natural elements.

In her room, Elena led Nikos to the patio and the chaise lounge where she thought at first they’d just sit and talk again. She’d find out who he really was this time. But he pulled her down on the cushions, his hands going easily between her legs as she opened her thighs wide for him. And while she lay back, he kissed her and moved over her anxious body with hands that drew from her every pleasure stored there, having waited too long to be resurrected by such touch.

This was better than LA, better than the airport fuck, and the half a dozen other screws she drifted in and out of the last few months. 

He pushed the bottom of her bikini aside, but didn’t remove it, as he moved with his mouth on her crotch and began running his tongue about her exposed center lips—first the outer labia and then parting them, the inner ones screaming to be fondled. He ignored the hard bud of her clitoris, for a long time teasing it, pretending he’d capture it with his mouth, though he didn’t. And when he opened her wider still, her legs rising up to accommodate his desire, her whole center cleft was laid open so that he could run his tongue from her anus to her wet vagina. 

She whimpered and thrashed about, reaching for the satisfaction he dangled over her with his tentative mouth. She orgasmed, feeling his tongue just barely skirt her clit, although the hot sensation of it escaped her too soon, her joy too brief. 

“You’re not done, are you?” he asked.

“No, I’m not,” she purred to him. 

“Good. I’m not finished either.”

Inserting his fingers where the spasms were, his mouth went down on her clitoris, the effect recharging her hunger. There were new places to liberate of their pent-up desire, he was finding them all.

Spasming again, he pulled up on top of her and entered her with his prick. Hovering over her, his now mellow eyes cast their spell so she wouldn’t ever let go of him, as long as their sweating bodies were melting into such physical happiness. She climaxed a third time as he was peaking for himself. This time the pinnacle of delight was like a shower of exploding lights firing quickly and then dwindling away.

His low groan, accompanying her musical one seemed to linger much longer in the air than the actual sound; it echoed through their carved out space, and in her mind as she drifted back against the chaise to rest, with Nikos reclining on the remaining sliver of lounge beside her.

“You’ve missed making love,” he told her, kissing her soft cheek.

“Making love, yes. It’s been a while,” she admitted. Aimless screws were nothing like being taken this way. Even if it was just for the instant it happened, this was love. Either that or it was just an excuse for really good sex. “What a way to break the ice of a frozen winter.”

“Humm. Then we’ll have to keep making love just to make you human again,” he said. The sexy smile became a fond one, some inherent kindness in his soul seemed as willing to surround her as his erotic need. Had it been her erotic need that propelled this escapade, she wondered. 

“I’m almost human again,” she said. “I had no idea I was so lacking.”

“I can always tell. It’s why women travel to places they don’t know.”

“You think we seek these things so deliberately?”

“I know you do.”

“Then we must be easy marks.”

He smiled again. “You probably wouldn’t believe me if I said that you’re more special than that.”

“No. I wouldn’t believe you,” she replied.

“Then you’ll just have to find out later.”

“What’s that suppose to mean?” she asked him, intrigued.

“You’ll find out in good time,” was all he’d say, except that there was a devil’s look in the changing shades of his dark eyes.

Before they dressed to walk through the town, he bathed her body with warm fragrant cream. His hands massaged her shoulders, as she lay on her tummy. Down her back to her to her ass, he parted her rear cleft to moisten further the already wet sexual center. Then her legs. Turning her over, he started with her toes, licking them first with his mouth until she was giggling too much to take anymore; then drawing a thin line of cream up both legs, he caressed the creamy liquid into her skin, and made her open her thighs wide to receive his playing fingers in the depth of her interior places. The skill of his hands started things she would have thought she was too weak to accomplish so many times in a single afternoon.

“You can bring me off again,” she assured him.

“No. You’ll wait,” he joked.

She liked watching him laugh.

He turned his attention to her tummy and torso, and raising the sexual ante higher, even while he was denying her release. 

“I should light candles and tease you with them, make you jump while I’m dripping hot wax into your navel,” Nikos said, as he fingered the small hole at her belly.

“Wouldn’t it hurt,” she proposed.

“Only for an instant, and then you’d want more.” His hands made a circle that started at her belly, swelled to her hips and then ran their way down her thighs. She thought she was going to explode.

“Oh, my god, I think I’m cumming again,” she murmured.

“So you shall,” he said. He fondled her breasts. The two large mounds that fell into her chest were sensuously touchable. When he kissed them, it was too much for her to hold back any more. She shrieked, half giggling like a girl, though panting womanly as she orgasmed one more time.

Nikos backed away from her, off the bed completely, and stood over her, his blonde nakedness making her think for the umpteenth time that day, that he was a Greek God.

“Tonight, I’ll shave away every speck of hair between your legs and bathe you there with my mouth,” he said, as he reached down and took her hand to pull her from bed.

“Oh, we can’t,” Elena protested getting up. “How can I go anywhere, you’ve exhausted me?” she said, feeling like a sleepy kitten having been pulled from the orgasmic stupor.

“You’ll be all fired up in a half hour,” he assured her, kissing her mouth aggressively when she was on her feet. “Find something sensuous to wear, and I’ll pick you up in a few minutes.”

Elena hated his leaving her, thinking that she’d been tied to him with an umbilical cord of pleasure. His leaving, she was afraid that cord would break and he wouldn’t return to her. 

Is this how lust really begins?” she wondered to herself, as she fastened the peach-colored garter belt around her and drew the nylons over her slim legs. She debated wearing panties and then left them lying in the bureau. Going to the closet, she pulled out a strapless sundress, the one that she called shocking the way it pushed her breasts into a deep cleavage. In the back, there was a long indecent slit in the skirt, right down the middle. Nikos’ hands would find their way to her naked bottom with no effort at all. She’d balked when she first tried the dress on, but shopping with Sandra—who was more lewd than she was, if that was possible—her friend insisted, calling it necessary if she wanted to get beyond her recent woes and the string of mundane one-nighters in her life. In one brief afternoon, Elena had already gotten beyond the mundane. 

