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TWO JUICY WOMEN
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It had been a hot, lonely summer. Feeling lost and aimless at home, I impulsively booked myself a week’s holiday on the coast of Spain, on my own. I’d never taken a solo vacation before, but I quite liked the idea of travelling to some remote, far-off location completely alone, going wherever my instincts guided me without having to worry about what anyone else wanted to do. Imagine the kind of adventures that might ensue.

After a peaceful flight and slightly more boisterous bus ride, I found myself in a sleepy, rustic little town I’d never heard of, where the air was heavy with the heat and the rich, salty smell of the sea. I had a simple self-catering apartment to myself; it was comfortable, but didn’t offer much in the way of a view, so I wasn’t tempted to spend too much of my time there. Instead, I was soon out wandering the streets and heading down to the beach.

Considering I’d booked the place last minute and hadn’t exactly paid through the nose, I assumed there’d be no shortage of impulsive, less-than-wealthy tourists like me in the vicinity. It was a pleasant surprise, then, to find the town wasn’t actually too busy. Happily, this also extended to the beach, whose quiet, unspoiled sands stretched on for a few miles, most of which were largely free of people even when the sun was at its highest.

I was wandering along those sands on my second or third day, barefoot with my espadrilles in hand, wearing light shorts and an unbuttoned short-sleeved shirt, when a sight ahead made me stop dead on the spot. There, walking along the beach in my direction, were two women in bikinis; one in black, one in dark red, both stunning in their beauty. From their long, dark hair and their coffee-coloured skin, my guess would have been that they were local Spanish girls, although I could have been wrong. Not that the question of where they came from was the first thing that came to mind when I looked at them: I’m only human after all, and my eyes were instantly drawn to their slender, toned, curvaceous bodies, full breasts that were barely contained by their skimpy bikini tops, hips that swayed under the thin ties at the sides of their equally skimpy bikini bottoms. 

I was very glad I’d worn sunglasses that day, hoping this made it less obvious how fervently I was examining their gorgeous bodies as they approached. However, as our paths crossed, I felt their eyes flicking in my direction, and saw them quietly whisper a few words to one another with gentle smiles and laughs. I couldn’t help but smile back, but they kept walking and so did I.

Having seen how incredible they looked from the front, I knew I had to see if they measured up from behind. Once they were a few steps behind me, I casually turned on my heel and found that, yes indeed, their backsides were every bit as breathtaking. They were both blessed with large, firm, round asses, and much as the tops of their small bathing suits had left little to the imagination, nor did the bottoms.

Under different circumstances, I would have thought twice about being so openly voyeuristic, but with virtually no one else to be seen on the beach I made the most of the opportunity, drinking in the view, burning the image of those stunning women into my mind. I wasn’t even put off when, one by one, they peeked by over their shoulders toward me, continuing to whisper and laugh to one another.

After that pleasant momentary encounter, I went about my day much as planned, wandering the beach, swimming in the ocean, lying on the sand in the sun. Then as the afternoon drew on and the sun sank heavier, I headed back into the town, finding a quiet little place for dinner and a couple of drinks. The thought crossed my mind to check out the local nightlife, but from what I’d seen the town didn’t have a lot going in that regard, so having dined I headed back to my little apartment.

By now the sun had all but disappeared behind the horizon, so I’d taken off my sunglasses, although it was still humid enough that I left my shirt completely open. Heading up the road that led to my temporary lodgings, I passed a small complex of buildings – more tourist accommodation, I assumed – and my eyes widened at the sight of those same two women perched on a low wall outside, still clad in those same red and black bikinis. They were both eating watermelon, and I felt their deep, dark eyes follow me as I walked past, smiling as they delicately sank the fruit into their mouths, lapping at the juices, casually brushing away the stray drops that splashed down onto their glistening bronzed skin.

When I got back to my room, I stepped into a refreshing cool shower, closed my eyes, and vigorously jerked myself off, rubbing my aching cock with my right hand and cradling my balls in my left, imagining it was their hands, their mouths on my sensitive, engorged flesh, their dark eyes staring up at me. And when, in no time at all, my hot white load came spurting out, I envisaged it hitting those beautiful faces and bodies, their wet and willing mouths lapping up every last drop from my cock, and from one another’s skin.

I slept heavily that night, yet when the first rays of dawn hit my window, I found myself wide awake. For a little while I lay there, naked but for my thin sheets, staring at the ceiling, but something in my gut was tugging at me, telling me to get outside and head back to the beach: to those same immaculate sands where I had first laid eyes on those two immaculate women who had filled my dreams.

The morning was warm, and the outside world was silent and empty, so a part of me was tempted not to dress at all. Thinking better of it, I slipped on my shorts, a T-shirt and my espadrilles, and I ventured outside. The fresh air was invigorating, warm yet not so stiflingly hot as it tended to be later in the day when the sun was high. I trod lightly, in part as I was wary of disturbing anyone with my footsteps at so early an hour, but more because I was so enjoying the silence myself and didn’t want to ruin it.

I slowed my pace as I passed the low wall and complex of buildings where I last laid eyes on those two gorgeous women the night before. It didn’t exactly surprise me not to see them there, but I can’t deny I was disappointed. Part of me wanted to go over to the wall, touch the surface on which they had been seated, as if that might give me a vicarious feel of their asses. I quickly realised that was silly, and the pull of the beach and the sea was far greater, so I walked on.

Once I reached the beach, it felt like stepping into another world. There wasn’t a soul in sight, and the sense of peace, beauty and serenity was overwhelming. Aside from the very, very soft lapping of the gentle waves on the shore, it was totally silent. All I could do was stand there in take in this perfect moment.

Instinctively, I reached down to remove my espadrilles, in order to feel the luxuriant sand directly beneath the soles of my feet – but as I did so, another impulse stirred. I was completely alone, and given the hour the odds of that changing seemed slim, and the air was comfortably warm all around – so why wear anything at all? Why have any barrier between myself and the natural world in all its radiance? Dismissing any hint of self-consciousness, I slipped my T-shirt off over my head, slid down my shorts, and folded them neatly in my hands. I carried my clothes with me for several minutes as I walked further down the beach, just on the off chance someone might happen by, then I placed them down and continued along the sand totally unencumbered.

As the warm air drifted around every inch of my body and the soft sand slid between my toes, I felt so free, so at ease. It just felt right. The ocean was so inviting, so I stepped in, shivering at the cool water at first but still enjoying the sensation. Wading in until I was waist deep, I allowed myself a lurid thrill at the feel of the sea water lapping around my naked balls and ass, then submerged myself up to my shoulders and swam. The gentle, back-and-forth rocking motion of the waves around me was so soothing as I went into back stroke, gently letting the sea move me as it pleased, gazing up into the pale blue sky above.

Had my morning’s activities ended there, it still would have been a moment I would never forget. However, as I turned to look back out to the beach, I realised this wondrous time was only just getting started.

There, on the beach before me, were the two dark-haired, coffee-skinned women. They stood on the sand, perfectly still, gazing out in my direction – and, just like me, they were completely naked.

I floated there for a moment, not quite believing what I was seeing. Everything about this moment seemed like a dream, yet my senses were telling me it was really happening. Trusting my instincts had served me well so far – I wasn’t about to stop now.

Putting my feet down, I waded back to the shore, unconcerned that as I reached the shallow water my full naked body would be as exposed to those two beautiful strangers as theirs were to me. As I reached the wet sand, cock hanging free, I watched as their eyes flickered and they exchanged smiling glances.

I was still flaccid, but the stirrings in my groin told me I wouldn’t be staying that way for long. At this range, I could really take in their magnificent nude bodies. Their bikinis hadn’t left much to the imagination, but even so, to see them both in all their glory was an astonishing sight to behold. Their breasts were firm, shapely and pert, their pussies smooth and bare. My heartbeat grew faster with every step I took toward them – particularly as they were also making their way toward me, their eyes exploring my body every bit as eagerly as mine explored theirs.

For a moment, I tried to think of what I should say, or whether I should let them be the ones to break the silence. The thought then crossed my mind that they might not speak English; I certainly knew I couldn’t speak their language. However, as they stared at me and I stared back at them, it was clear to all three of us that nothing needed to be said at all.

They stepped closer, one to my left, one to my right, and I reached out my arms to let them come. My hands went around their waists, and our mouths came together; I kissed one, then the other, feeling lips against my lips, lips against my neck, two pairs of hands touching my waist, my thighs, my torso, running through my hair. They both came in close, their warm toned bodies pressing closely against my own, hardening nipples poking into me, soft breasts flattening against my chest. All the while, the tide gently lapped back and forth across our feet.

By now, my cock had sprung fully to life, the rush of arousal bringing it to a fully erect state, and this only intensified as, in no time at all, both those beautiful women let their fingertips wander down to my crotch. Whilst their mouths continued to move back and forth across my face and neck, I felt one of their hands gently explore the skin of my lower groin, and another tracing its way up my inner thigh, and it wasn’t long before I felt a surge of pleasure at their touch on the underside of my balls, and the base of my cock. The fingers at my scrotum gently spread out wide until both my balls were softly cupped in their warm palm, whilst the fingers on my throbbing erection pitter-pattered up the thick tendon running along the underside. The rush was such that my cock started bobbing up and down involuntarily, which prompted an excited giggle from both of my sensuous companions. 

All the while, their other hands moved back and forth along the length of my back, from my shoulders to my ass. In the dizzying rush, my eyes closed in ecstasy, I couldn’t quite tell whose hands were whose – but I really didn’t care, just so long as neither of them stopped doing what they were doing.

My own hands traced up and down their bodies, caressing the smooth curve of their hips, dipping down to fondle the firm, tight flesh of their buttocks. Gentle sighs escaped their lips as I squeezed, and I too couldn’t but moan in appreciation at the way their hands moved back on forth on my cock and balls, and the way they rubbed their breasts back and forth over my chest. Anxious to get a proper feel of those breasts, I brought my right hand back through into the middle of the fray of bodies, and turned to face the woman to my left, kissing her deeply as I cupped her magnificent pert tits. 

At this, the lady to my right repositioned herself behind me, delightfully kissing my neck whilst pressing her breasts and the length of her body into my back as she reached around and stroked my cock up and down its fully engorged length. In appreciation, I reached one hand back to give her ass a squeeze, whilst dipping my head to first stare in awe at the beautiful tits of the woman before me, then kissing and licking their sumptuous flesh, and giving her delicious, dark brown nipples a good hard suck. Then I turned around to give the breasts of the other woman much the same treatment.

As I sucked hungrily on her glorious tits, my mysterious companion gently backed away, staring intensely into my eyes as she slowly dropped to her knees where the tide still lapped back and forth, cool, wet and foamy, and began peppering kisses up my left thigh. Following suit, my other companion also kneeled down before me, kissing her way across my right hip to my groin, before their heads met at the base of my cock and, almost perfectly in time with one another, they unleashed their tongues and licked their way up my throbbing cock from opposite sides, from base to tip. 

Again, my cock twitched and jerked involuntarily at the exquisite sensation, and the two beautiful women laughed and smiled up at me before the one to my left began to kiss sensually around the tip, and the one to my right dipped lower to run her tongue languorously back and forth over my balls. This soon developed to both my balls and my helmet being fully enveloped in their warm, velvety mouths. The pleasure was intense, but neither I nor my lovers of the hour were by any means in a hurry. Their mouths moved slowly, sensually, teasingly around my most sensitive parts, gradually building the passions within me moment by moment, bringing my already achingly stiff cock to an even more intense state of erection. Gently I rested my hands on both their heads, stroking their luxuriant jet-black hair, savouring every sweet sensation. 

Under the gentle blue sky of the early dawn, with no sound to be heard beyond the lapping of the waves, their lapping of their tongues, and the soft moans escaping all three of us, time seemed to stop. I soon lost any sense of how long these beautiful women had been worshipping my cock with such passion and skill, and while a big part of me was inclined to let them continue until I burst forth into their hot and willing mouths, I too was eager to taste them both. Reaching down, I gently took them both by the hands and guided them back up to their feet, giving them both a grateful, lustful kiss before guiding them back onto the soft warm sand, and gently guiding them down to their backs. Lying close to one another, they clearly understood what I had in mind, and the way they opened their legs to expose the glistening folds of their pussies left no mistake that they too were looking forward to it.

For a moment I sat back, letting my eyes flit back and forth between the two beautiful brown women as they stared at me with lustful eyes, their legs spread wide on the soft sand. Glancing coquettishly at one another, they reached out to gently touch one another’s thighs, moving their hands further in until they were both stroking one another’s pussies, their fingertips running up and down the lengths of each other’s slits, encircling one another’s clits. Moaning and sighing at the sensation, they leaned close and passionately kissed, wet lips open wide, tongues flicking into eager mouths, whilst their fingers delved deeper. Relishing the sight, I couldn’t resist giving my cock a good, hard rub – but only for a few moments, as I wasn’t even close to being done with these two.  

Running my hands up both their thighs, I leaned forward until I was flat on my stomach, the soft warm sand feeling pleasant around my throbbing shaft. First, I kissed my way up the inner thigh of the one to my right, until her juicy pussy – still being eagerly fingered by her friend – was directly in front of my face. I deeply inhaled her rich, inviting aroma, then began to lick along the edge of her lips, her juices already seeping out to touch the tip of my tongue.

After a moment of teasing, I ran my tongue up the full length of her slit, licking her up and down. Her flesh was moist and warm and opened eagerly for me, and soon I was burying my face in her as her friend continued to flick her clitoris back and forth. My right hand gripped eagerly at where her upper, outer thigh met her shapely buttock, and – not forgetting I had two women’s needs to see to – I reached over with my left hand between the thighs of my other companion, gently feeling my way between her slick folds. Soon one finger slid up into her, then a second, feeling her warm wetness wrap around them while I continued to lap at the other woman’s juicy pussy.

It was always at the back of my mind that these women were total strangers to me. I didn’t know their names, nor they mine; they knew absolutely nothing about me, nor I them. But in the heat of the moment, in that haze of early morning in this unspoiled paradise, our minds willing and our bodies eager to enjoy one another’s, we knew all we needed to know.

After a few minutes I switched between them, eating out the woman to my left whilst fingering the one to the right, and glancing up I saw them kissing, their hands fondling one another’s breasts. My cock pulsed at the sight, practically digging a hole in the sand below the weight of my body, and I knew I couldn’t deny him attention for much longer.

Soon they clearly thought much the same thing, as they each in turn sat up from their reclined positions and leaned in towards me. Once more I kissed them both in turn, caressing their breasts, thrilling at their touch on my eager cock once again and anxious to fuck them both. Of course, by this point my cock was covered in sand, so I was clearly in need of a little wash before anything else happened. 

The three of us returned to our feet and edged back into the sea, no deeper than knee height, where they took turns gently cleaning my cock with their hands in the gentle waves. Clearly neither of them had any concerns about the taste of salty sea water, as once the sand was gone, they also took turns bobbing down to give me a playful suck even as the water splashed against their cheeks. This stirred my blood further, making me ponder what other salty fluids they might enjoy the taste of.

Giggling to one another, my exotic, mysterious friends took charge, playfully pushing me back to the shore and lowering me onto my back where the water gently surged gently to and fro onto the sand. For a moment, I looked up to see the soft blue sky above, but soon this sight was blocked out by something even lovelier: a toned, brown, beautiful ass lowering itself directly onto my face. Eagerly I welcomed the weight of the buttocks against me and the wet pussy onto my mouth, reaching up to gip onto her juicy thighs to help guide my way, and as I licked up at the now somewhat saltier entrance of one of my companions, I felt the other straddle my waist and slide down onto my cock, her slick pussy gripping tightly around my pulsating erection. Still the waves lapped gently back and forth beneath and around us, and soon enough we were all flowing back and forth in one beautiful synchronous motion: the waves, our bodies, their pussies, my cock. 

I was so caught up in the moment that I was taken by surprise when my chest was tickled by two pert nipples. Though my vision was fully obscured by her succulent ass cheeks and juicy pussy lips that covered my face, I realised the beauty sitting astride my head was leaning forward to lap at the clit of her friend as she rode my cock. The tranquillity of the silent, empty beach was now broken ever so slightly by the soft moans escaping the lips of my gorgeous companions. Each of them sighed in bliss, but the most intense cries came from the one whose pussy slid vigorously up and down on my rock-hard shaft, her hips grinding back and forth whilst she leaned back, gripping my ankles, whilst her friend licked passionately at that most sensitive of spots just above the velvet opening that was giving my cock the ride of his life.

Her hips bucked, her pussy clenched tight around me, and I felt a gush of liquid across my chest which – even though the waves continued to flow back and forth around us - I was confident was not sea water. Sighing, catching her breath, she remained seated on my still throbbing cock for a moment, enjoying the afterglow of her orgasm, before she carefully dismounted, and my now considerably wetter cock fell back on to my abdomen with a heavy splash. Her friend followed suit, dismounting my face, and I licked my lips with relish, already missing the scent and flavour of her delicious womanhood.

Now it was the turn of the one who had straddled my face to take my cock. Smiling at me, she turned on her hands and knees and pointed her pert, round ass up in my direction, making it crystal clear that she wanted me to fuck her in doggy. More than happy to oblige, I repositioned myself behind her on my knees, ran my hands over those lovely, juicy cheeks which had been smothering me mere moments earlier, then took a firm hold of her hips and entered her from behind. The stiffness and wetness of my cock combined with the heat and slickness of her pussy meant that I slid effortlessly all the way in like a knife through butter, until I was truly balls deep in her. The feeling was magnificent, and the delighted gasps that left her lips told me it was much the same for her.

She arched her back as I thrust in and out of her from behind, the waves splashing around us. In the meantime, my other companion – still glowing from the orgasm she enjoyed on the end of my cock moments earlier – came to my side and kissed me, running one hand along my back as her other reached down between the thighs of her friend to generously rub her clit as I fucked her. While our mouths explored one another, I got a firm grip on the buttocks of both the woman I was fucking, and the woman who was now rubbing up alongside me, her lovely firm titties brushing up and down my side. After a moment of this I let my hand slip around to the front of the one who was currently being denied my cock, and slid two fingers up inside her by way of recompense. She certainly didn’t complain about this.

After a few minutes of this, she gently slid off my hand, gazed into my eyes as she sucked the juices off my fingers, then she dropped low in the gentle surf and ducked her head beneath her friend’s belly. Moments later I felt her tongue lapping across my balls and the base of my cock whilst I continued to thrust in and out of her friend’s succulent pussy, knowing that the skilled seductress was giving much the same treatment to her friend’s clit at the same time, licking up and down around that sensitive, soaking wet area where our bodies met. 

This soon proved to be all my other lover of the hour needed to be driven straight over the edge, and I felt her convulse around me, her pussy contracting and her whole body shaking as she came hard. Quivering, she slid off me and collapsed into the surf below, she and her friend both laughing with delight and embracing one another whilst the waves softly lapped back and forth over them.

I wasn’t about to give them long to rest. Whilst she lay on her back, I gently stroked the thighs of the one whose pussy had most recently been on my fingers and eased her legs apart, sliding in between her thighs and filling her with my cock in the trusty old missionary position. She moaned and sighed, gripping my hips, her eyes gazing lustfully into my own, then looking over to her friend who kissed her passionately with a joyful smile, then they both looked down to enjoy the sight of my throbbing hard-on slipping in and out of her tightly gripping pussy. Getting in closer, I lifted her legs up over my shoulders so I could thrust faster and harder, and the motion made her gorgeous tits bounce back and forth. Her friend, gazing admiringly at the motion, reached over to give one of those bouncing breasts a good fondle. This seemed like a great idea to me, too, so I reached around to fondle the other.

Then I slid out of her, gently took her legs down from over my shoulders and moved the small distance to my left, where the pussy of my other companion lay wet, willing and waiting. I thrust good and hard into her for a while, before withdrawing and going back to the pussy on the right, then withdrawing and going back to the one on the left, and so it went for the next few minutes, all three of us gleefully laughing at the wild abandon of it all.

Eventually I pulled out and leaned back to catch my breath, giving not just my cock but my entire body a chance to rest. At this, my gorgeous new friends exchanged a sultry look. Gently they pushed me onto my back, both of them leaning forward to kiss my lips, neck and chest, rubbing their wonderful soft tits all over me – then both lowering back down so their heads were at either side of my aching crotch. I knew I wouldn’t be able to hold back for much longer, and it was clear to me that they knew this too, and they were eager to finish me off in the best possible way.

As I gazed down in awe at these two stunning women, they both began to work their mouths on my throbbing, almost painfully hard cock, kissing the base of my helmet from opposite sides. All the exertion and excitement had left my pulsating member a deep red, almost purple hue, so heavy was the build-up within me. It would have been so easy and satisfying to grip it tight and beat it off hard and fast, but this wasn’t what these magnificent dark-haired goddesses had in mind. Instead, they applied soft, wet pressure to the sensitive tip of my cock with their lips and tongues, building the anticipation further, and deep in the pit of my stomach I felt a slow-burning sensation begin to build.
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