

    
        
          Beach Anal - A First Time Erotica Short Story

        

        
        
          Nicola Diaz

        

        
          Published by Nicola Diaz, 2025.

        

    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Beach Anal - A First Time Erotica Short Story

Before you start this story, you may also enjoy - | Click to BUY NOW

If you enjoyed this short story, you may also enjoy - | Click to BUY NOW

Sign up for Nicola Diaz's Mailing List

Further Reading: Dripping on Her Chest


Beach Anal
A First Time Erotica Short Story

All Rights Reserved © Nicola Diaz 2024

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. 

Individuals on the cover are models and are used for illustrative purposes only.

Author's note: All character in this story are 18 years of age and older. This is a work of fiction, any resemblance to real live name or events are purely coincidental. 

Be aware: This story is written for, and should only be enjoyed by, ADULTS. It includes explicit descriptions of intense sexual activity between consenting adults. Said activities include, but are not limited to Oral, First Time Anal Penetration, Outdoor Sex and more..........

Note that this work of fiction resembles a fantasy world, all events taking place are a result of a role play amongst all parties and all parties are fully consenting adults.

This ebook should be purchased/borrowed by and read by adults only.

**********************
[image: ]


Sign up to my mailing list to download the below free books - 

[image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]

CLICK TO SIGN UP - http://eepurl.com/bw-Clb

You will also receive updates on the latest Nicola Diaz releases

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Before you start this story, you may also enjoy - 


[image: ]


[image: image]

Click to BUY NOW

The first time I met Chuck I was working the kiosk station at the mall. He had come around the corner and wasn’t looking where he was going and ran smack into me as I was stocking a shelf. The tubes of lotions and moisturizers spilled onto the tiled floor. At first I was mad but when he peered at me, his blue eyes from under the splattering of curls on his forehead, I couldn’t be mad.

“Oh my goodness, I’m so sorry! Here, let me help you,” he said as he bent and scooped up the product to replace on the shelf.

“It’s okay. They have this in a bad spot,” I said as I giggled. 

I’m a plump girl, so receiving attention from a cute guy like this gave me a confidence booster. Even though he ran into me, he told his pals to move on while he helped me stock the shelf.

“Chuck,” he said when we finished stocking the shelf.

I stood and brushed off my shirt and gave him a quizzical look. 

“My name,” he said.

“Oh,” I laughed. “I’m Mandi, pleased to meet you.”

“Likewise. Except that I plowed into you so rudely,” he said.

“Not rude. You could have kept going but you stopped and helped me restock the shelves. So thank you,” I said.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to do that,” he said and chuckled.

“You could make it up to me by investing in skin care,” I said as I wagged my brow at  him. 

Chuck felt his chin and face and smiled while nodding emphatically. “You know, you’re right. I do need some good skin care. Have any recommendations?”

“Hey Chuck, come on, we’re heading to the food court,” one of the dudes he’d walked in with said.

“Nah, you guys go on without me. I have other things to do now,” he said to them and winked. I blushed and smiled, thrilled to have this handsome man’s attention.

“Okay, well, sit down and I’ll ask a few questions and examine your face to help come up with a good regimen,” I said.

While he sat in the chair, we chatted. “You use this stuff?”

“Of course, I do. I’m a cosmetologist and this is my passion. I bought into the franchise to do this,” I said as I smiled.

“Oh, a career woman. I love that,” he said.

“What do you do?” I asked as I peered at his skin through the magnifying glass and lights. I normally asked these sorts of questions anyway while doing a consultation but this particular person I was very interested in.

“I work in fisheries and wildlife. Part of my job is using my marine biologist degree and testing our fair rivers and creeks and ponds for water purity. It’s a fun job, I’m outside all day,” he said.

“That’s admirable. I love our national parks and lands,” I muse as I try a cream on his face. 

“You should come along with me sometime.”

I was taken aback by his statement. I mean, we just met. But then, what better way to get to know someone. I smiled. “That sounds interesting. But is it allowed?”

“What do you mean? You think I’m trying to get you to get me in trouble?”

I laughed. “No, just, you know, distractions?”

“Well, the lady speaks the truth. You would be a major distraction. But no, it’s not illegal. They don’t care who I carry along with me as long as I do my job. I receive a roster each morning of my duties and that’s what I need to do each day, even if it takes me ten hours to do it. Part of my job is patrolling too. You know, the folks who fish and hunt without licenses or if I catch any nefarious actions.” He wagged his brow at me.

“Okay.” I smiled.

“Yes? You’ll come along? When’s your next day off?”

I looked at the schedule hanging on my cart. I have one employee, a girl who is learning the trade who works the cart with me part time. “Tomorrow,” I said brightly.

And then tomorrow came and I rode along in his bumpy ATV to the backwoods of our county, seeing spots and places I didn’t know existed. We lived within an hour of the coast and our lands contained a multitude of swamps and streams all draining to the ocean. He taught me a lot that day about the ecosystem and the very fragile balance between nature and man. I loved hearing he was an environmentalist too. I hopped out of the ATV and hugged a tree just to prove a point. By the end of the evening, we discovered we had so much in common, it just seemed a natural end when he dropped me off at my home to ask me out.

“So, what does the lady say to a real date, maybe dinner at the Skylight and dancing? Or perhaps a movie in the city? Oh, I have tickets to the theater too,” he said.

I laughed. “Yes, to all,” I said. I wanted him to know how much I wanted to be around him. And that’s how it started.

In a matter of two months, we have done all the things he mentioned. Only one weekend out of the time did we not go out because I had a previous engagement with a friend getting married. I found out he’s three years older than me and aims to retire by the age of 45. He has plans and aspirations and while he excitedly told me about it, he peered deep into my eyes, kissing the back of my hand.

“Perhaps you’re a piece of the puzzle,” he says.

At our three month anniversary, we plan a big day on the coast, including a romantic sunset picnic on the beach. The day starts with us frolicking in the surf. The waves crash around us as the seagulls cry out to each other above. Soaked in salt water and in desperate need of a quick shower, we sit at the water’s edge, the briny water lapping at us with an occasional burst of foamy surf.

“Come on, let's take on the boardwalk and have some lunch at the Shrimp Shack.” He stands and helps me to my feet.

“If it’s all the same, I want a quick shower to wash off the salt,” I say as I gather my beach bag.

“Of course,” he says.

We disappear within the perspective changing huts complete with solar heated showers. I don’t spend as much time showering as I do at home, but a quick shampoo and soaping and rinse and I’m done. We step out at the same time. I combed my auburn hair back into a ponytail to dry. 

“You look nice and fresh in that dress,” Chuck says as he smiles.

I do a simple twirl, the pale pink sundress covering my curvy body nicely. My cute flip-flops done a leather flower at the toes, and I spritzed on the body spray I sell at my cart. Chuck and I walk along, he’s wearing khaki shorts with a white tee shirt with the image of a fish curved and smiling. The caption underneath reads Fisheries and Wildlife. I’m proud of my boyfriend, he lives his career and walks the walk.

Blustery wind picks up as we sit on the pier enjoying fresh boiled shrimp. The briny air lifts my spirits. “I think I could live here. It’s so peaceful,” I say as I finish the lunch.

Chuck smiles. “Indeed. It’s not too far from where I work,” he muses as if we live together. We don’t. We haven’t even had sex yet. Our make out sessions are awesome, as he’s a wonderful kisser, but we’ve yet to round the bases. I think he’s taking his time and at 25, I’m not one with a bound of experience anyway. Much of me is untouched. I attended cosmetology school for two years after high school and lived with my parents. I have no clue what it’s like to go to college. Then I took my first job with the company in which I have the franchise. They taught me the ropes and I saved while living with my parents. Just after turning 24 I bought the franchise and cart and started my own business at the mall.

At dusk, after a day of walking the boardwalk, and even an excursion to the small community, we gather the picnic supplies and make our way to the abandoned beach. “Why do people not come out here this time of day?” I ask.

Chuck points to the purple flag waving in the wind
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