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      Making their way down the black sandy dunes towards the ocean, blinding sunlight glittered on the sapphire-blue sea, resembling a million silver fish swimming millimetres beneath the waves. Jake and Myles, two eighteen-year-old English lads with fit gym physiques, were amazed by the vast, empty beach that extended to their left. To their right, the sand transitioned into a rocky area beside a small hill, concealing a secluded, sun-drenched nook ideal for a little private relaxation.

      “See, I knew we would find a good one,” said Myles in triumph. Jake grimaced and rolled his eyes.

      “Fourth time lucky,” he thought, but didn’t say a word. Regardless of how many hot and sweaty hours they had spent in and out of the car all morning, it sure was refreshing to get away from their hotel back in the hustle and bustle of Playa de Las Americas. Their first experiences of the sparsely populated North East side of the island was a stark contrast to the loud, in-your-face bars and clubs tourist mecca they had left behind.

      Six months had flown by, the two boys meeting at Squires gym back home in Newcastle where Myles worked as a personal trainer, his first job since leaving college where he hadn’t achieved too much academically. Spending practically every waking hour in the gym had certainly paid off physically, and much to the owner’s delight his presence had boosted female membership numbers by an order of magnitude. Little did they know that beyond his friendly smiles and words of encouragement, he wasn’t at all interested in reciprocating their affections.

      Blowing steadily in from the Atlantic, the wind tousled Myle’s shock of brown hair, his recently grown moustache outlining his pretty mouth, the two day old stubble shaped carefully with a razor. Skin tight rose pink shorts, and a snug white wifebeater vest showed off his physique perfectly. Down below he was hair free, showing off the body he worked so hard to earn.

      By comparison Jake was more reserved. Before joining the gym he would never have dreamed of hooking up with a lad like Myles. But their personal training sessions had paid off - in more ways than one. With his neatly trimmed sandy blonde hair, thick rimmed glasses, and short but  burgeoning career in software development, Jake had all the hallmarks of the typical class geek. He knew he was different from his school friends fairly early on, but it only dawned on him in college that his attraction might lie outside the norm. Perennially single, his mates encouraged him to get to the gym, get his body in shape so that girls might be more interested. One thing led to another and here he was on holiday with his personal trainer. His mum and dad thought he had gone on a lads holiday. In a way, he had.

      The two boys made their ungainly way down the rather wild embankment. Crystal blue waters reflected in Myles’ vintage gold framed aviators, their tinted lens hiding his alarmed expression as his foot slipped, again, as the shifting dunes below gave way under his weight. Grasping, he found Jake’s well tanned and equally well toned forearm, steadying himself, cooly brushing off the incident without mention.

      Beer bottles clinked together in Jake’s well stocked rucksack as he carefully considered each step, leading the pair through a snaking trail down to the volcanic secluded stretch of sand below. Holding his holiday bronzed arm up to shield his startling blue eyes from the sun, Jake turned, looking back at how far they had come. The rental car, parked somewhere back near the road, was long out of sight. As was the rest of humanity.

      Down they went, finally reaching the flat, black gritty sand that immediately found its way into every recess of their flip flops. Even though there was no one to be seen, the two boys gravitated towards the sheltered alcove that looked perfect for a little secluded sunbathing. Once there, they saw spray painted graffiti on the rocks and discarded cigarette ends in the sand, though they suspected whoever had left such a sorry sight wouldn’t be found during their mid-week, midday visit.

      Towels were laid out, Myles fanning his black and white striped Hugo Boss knock-off beach towel several times before letting it settle, sending sand everywhere. Jake took his own towel from his backpack, the biggest one he could borrow from the hotel bathroom before setting off, and unrolled it with minimal fuss. Placing his bag at the head-end of his towel, he unbuttoned his knee length cargo shorts, kicking off each slide as he dropped the shorts, stepping out of them whilst removing his t-shirt.

      Vibrant sky blue briefs hugged the tops of his slender, toned hips. The gym work for the six pack hadn’t yet fully paid off, but there were the first signs of abs there for sure. The waistband of Jake’s trunks dipped below the tummy, drawing the eye downwards where contrasting white drawstrings steered the gaze even further to a well defined and inviting bulge.

      “Looking good,” smiled Myles. Even now, six months into their short, but passion filled relationship, Jake couldn’t help but glow inside at being complimented by a boy as attractive as Myles. If he was honest with himself, he wasn’t sure how he’d managed to make it this far without blowing it somehow.

      “Thanks,” grinned Jake, eyeing the sand at his feet.

      “Pass us a beer, will you?” asked Myles as soon as Jake sat down. Reaching into his backpack, Jake pulled out the two top bottles of San Miguel, found cheap on the island so they had stocked up and purchased enough to enjoy their day out. Also in the bag was an abundance of snacks and treats, pilfered shamelessly from the hotel buffet.

      “Cheers,” they toasted, clinking bottles. Myles, standing confidently, took a long fizzy swig whilst gazing out to sea, looking every bit the male model in his snug, pastel-pink shorts, which clung to him like a second skin. The subtle hue of the shorts contrasted against his already well bronzed skin. Thanks to judicious use of the sunbeds, Myles had arrived on the island with more tan than many of those who had completed a week’s stay. Jake thought the shorts left absolutely nothing to the imagination, gripping every part of his muscular hunk of a body in a manner that would leave all the girls at the gym panting, and even many an outwardly straight man couldn’t help take a second look. His plain white vest came off next, revealing his sculpted torso.

      “Those shorts look so good on you,” grinned Jake as Myles tossed his clothing carelessly at the head of his towel. Now in his beachwear, his sexuality was more immediately revealed, the delicate strings of his pastel-pink swim briefs tied neatly at his hips, accentuating the contours of his muscular legs. The briefs, akin to a ladies thong were barely more than a whisper of fabric that clung to him intimately, contrasting innocently with his bronzed skin and drawing the eye to every well defined line and curve. Myles turned deliberately, giving Jake a better look, enjoying the attention of his boyfriend. Of course they had enjoyed this skimpy little number back at home, but it was quite another thing to be out on the beach wearing something quite so daring.

      “Will you put some cream on my back?” asked Myles, sitting down, smiling, and taking another long, slow draught of his beer. He turned around, handing the bottle to Jake’s waiting hand.  Chemically coconut aromas filled the air as sunscreen was tenderly massaged into Myles' broad back, taking extra care around the edges of his thong where the fabric was pulled tight against his muscular buttocks. The two boys laughed and joked as they took turns applying the lotion to each other's bodies, their hands lingering longer than necessary on each other's chests, hips, and especially the all important inner thigh area. As the sun climbed higher in the sky, its heat intensified, that satisfied, relaxed feeling flooding through them that only a sunny holiday abroad can bring.
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      The sun had reached its zenith, a blazing ball of fire that seemed to bore into their very souls, and they were feeling as hot under the collar as they were on top of it. With each passing moment, the heat made their bodies sweat as if laying in a Swedish sauna, making them feel even more naked than they already were in their tiny swimsuits. Jake looked over at Myles, his gaze lingering for just a moment too long on his bulging package before he quickly diverted his eyes back to his own towel and began rubbing more sun lotion into his chest.

      Myles, catching the brief glimpse of appreciation, grinned wickedly and stretched out on his towel, exposing more of his smooth, tanned skin to the intense heat of the sun. Encouraged, Jake couldn't help but steal another glance, admiring the way the sun glinted enviously off Myles's perfectly chiselled abs. He felt a familiar stirring in his own trunks as he watched Myles reach down and adjust himself, making no attempt to hide the bulge that was forming under the soft fabric of his pastel-pink V-shaped covering.

      "I think I need another beer," Jake said hoarsely, his dry, cracking voice barely audible over the sound of the crashing waves just a few feet away. Myles chuckled, reaching into the damp confines of the backpack, handing him a still satisfyingly cold bottle. As they lay back on their towels, enjoying the buzz of the alcohol and the warmth of the sun, they began to feel even more horny than before.

      “Last night was good, wasn’t it?” asked Myles, flashing his infectious, pearly white smile that never failed to get him his own way.

      “Yeah,” replied Jake, “you’re insatiable…” he chuckled, reaching out to rub a missed white spot of cream into Myle’s arm, the slippery, inviting sensation drawing his hand up, stroking his bicep. The amount of hard work that had gone into honing Myles’ body wasn’t lost on Jake, especially after all his own hard gym sessions hadn’t yet uncovered anything quite as imposing. Still, he got to enjoy all of Myles' hard work.

      "You know, if I’d known you were going to glisten this much in the sun, I would have bought those sunglasses." Their first day on the island had been spent checking out the local shops, cafes, and bars. It was so off-putting that everything they touched drew out the counter salesmen, desperate to make a sale. Myles had, of course, received a healthy discount for his beach towel after a casual bit of flirting with the older Spanish lady at the shop counter, but Jake had struggled to find a pair of shades that suited the shape of his face.

      Myles laughed, bumping back playfully. "Oh, come off it. Like you’re not enjoying the view. Admit it, you just can't resist my sweaty charm."

      Jake leaned closer, his voice a whisper. "Maybe, but I think I
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