Future Relaxed:  BEACH  PARTY
Nestor, who wrote this, is one of the authors using the Future Relaxed setting of a non-existent society in which sexual intercourse is neither threatening nor traumatic. Please do not read this if you are under 18, or find sex early or late in life disturbing. 

The station wagon and the saloon drew up in the back beach parking lot at almost the same moment. The children piled out and hailed one another. As well as the children, the station wagon disgorged a husband, a wife and a young male friend of the family. The two children from the other car were followed by  their mother and father.  

Things to carry were handed out. The twelve year old girl from the station wagon took a picnic basket. Her eleven year old brother had a stack of six towels to carry. The seven year old younger brother had a bag of disposable plates, cups and napkins. The solid eleven year old from the saloon tried to take the cold box of drinks, but was happy to hand the weight  over to the man friend of the first family. He got a picnic box instead. His eight year old sister had a bag of her family’s towels. The grown-ups took everything else. Everyone plodded through the sand for nearly a quarter of an hour to their favorite part-shaded hollow just behind the main beach.

The children disappeared towards the sea. The man friend was sent to join - and control  - them. Ten minutes later, the four parents joined the swim.

In the splashing and shouting, the mother from the saloon bumped into the young man friend of the other family. They became very aware of one another. A few minutes later, he pulled her up from where she had fallen headlong in the water. Their eyes met. She called to her husband “OK if I take some quick sex with Martin here?” “Fine, but if you work up an appetite leave food for all of us.”

She turned to Martin. “Bet I can beat you to the hollow.” “I’ll beat you there in both senses.” But she won the race. He was clumsy in dry sand. Once they had kissed and she had her bikini top off, she spread a towel in the shade. As she knelt to do so , He eased her pants down and began to fondle and lick her genitals. She fell to hands and knees, slowly waving her behind at him. After several minutes, his left hand went to her breast , and his right began to guide his cock home. The rythm built smoothly and mutually. As the contractions of her orgasm died down, she felt his building. The hot semen splashed into her. After he had slipped out, she kissed his lips, his nipples and his shrinking cock. He left a lingering kiss on each breast.

They were not dressed when the children came charging back, followed by the others. In the hollow, the families did not bother about dress. The children all shed theirs, and the woman from the station wagon took off the bottom of her swim suit because it was uncomfortably sticky from the sea water.

At this point, the father from the saloon realized that another family were establishing themselves in the next hollow. When he said as much, the children charged  over to meet them. They turned out to be thirteen year old twins – one girl, one boy – and a nine year old girl. The twins were a little bashful about going without clothes, but their mother told them ”Of course. Go ahead and strip. We won’t embarrass anyone except our visitors here, and they are not in the least embarrassed.”

The adults met at slightly more leisure. Seeing the one woman nude and the other bottomless, the woman in the second hollow decided to go topless. All the men except Martin kept their shorts. The effect was to class Martin almost with the children. He took the role of general guardian of them. They involved some of the other parents in their games as lunch was laid out.

As soon as lunch was fairly begun, the children started swapping items of food with one another. The nude mother said “Heaven knows if they are getting a balanced meal, but it is certainly varied.” The children drank colas and ginger ale, the adults beer or wine and water. Martin drank with the children. As the adults finished the meal with iced coffee – also given to the thirteen year olds -, cookies and cakes disappeared into children at a marvelous  pace.

Lunch was tidied away. The father from the station wagon consolidated all the rubbish for both hollows. When he lingered in the second hollow, the uncle from there walked over to the first hollow. Here, he found a siesta starting. The nude woman was removing her husband’s shorts. The younger kids were stretched out in patches of shade. He went over to the woman from the station wagon and told her where  her husband and his sister were. She said “ I hope they enjoy each other’s company as much as I think I am going to enjoy yours. What is your name?” “John.” His shorts came off, but she only undid the top of her bikini when he was coating her back with sun-tan lotion, well after he and she had pleasured one another. The woman from the saloon car family had meanwhile ridden her husband to ecstasy and then flaccidity.

Over in the other hollow, the husband from the station wagon had kissed the woman’s hand, and from there up her arm to every part of the bare top of her body. Then they had eased into a sixty-nine. As they did so, the watching thirteen year old son of the one and twelve year old daughter of the other tried copying the position. In a few minutes they found they loved it. The adults, now sliding together coupled in a missionary position, found themselves interrupted by the simultaneous climaxes of the sixty-nineing children. “Oof” said the girl, from on top, “that tastes awful. There is a cake or two left. Get me one to take away your taste.” He did, returning to sounds of deepening adult satisfaction.

In the first hollow, the woman from the saloon had her relaxed doze  disrupted by her eleven year old son. “Mom. Mom, I’ve come right in Tina here and she liked it!” The thirteen year old girl came up behind him “And so you did. But what we all need right now is some sleep.” The woman murmured “Well done dear. I didn’t know you could yet.” Before falling back to sleep.

Martin had found the four youngest children trying to emulate their elders. He had to explain to them that they were not old enough yet. By his fourth sentence, all of them were asleep.

When everyone woke, there was a little more breeze. A cloud or two broke the glare of the sun from time to time. Everyone felt the need for a swim. The children had to be reminded to put on swim suits.

The swim turned gradually into a session of building sand castles against the rising tide. Martin lead the child builders, assisted by the fathers and uncle from time to time. When a large wave broke into the last and largest sand castle, everyone swept back to the hollows for drinks and snacks. As these were handed out, the party broke up into groups. All the children, except the twins, went back to the sand castles. The husband from the station wagon went to look after them.

The uncle from the hollow and his sister found themselves entertaining the couple with the saloon. They gossiped, getting mildly sensuous. Finally, the ‘hostess’ asked “May I kiss your husband? I do want to kiss somebody and my brother won’t do.” “Yes, provided your brother kisses me.” The sounds of lazy sex and liquid orgasm lasted forty minutes.

In the first hollow, the woman from the station wagon and Martin were chatting with the twins. The female twin was praised for having got the eleven year old to his first climax. The woman also said how much her daughter had enjoyed her sex with the male twin. It had been a “greatest yet!” The two older people responded lazily to the  twins questions about sex and techniques for satisfying your partner. However, as the twins wanted, both adults were gradually drawn into practical demonstration. The female twin kissed Martin “Thanks Martin. I think I now know what feeling well fucked feels like.” Her brother was still in the throes of the woman demonstrating to him how to bugger her successfully; but minutes later the woman’s climax showed he had learnt.

All eight who had been having sex felt the need for a dip in the ocean. They joined the children. Fifteen minutes later, everyone was trailing back to the hollows and packing up. Only the drivers were really awake during the drive home.
