His entire body sweats in the close, inky black, noisy  Mediterranean night. The heat beats down in waves, almost synchronised to the heavy pulsing in his veins as he stares unseeing into the dark. 

Sweat trickles in hot rivulets down his brown torso, soaking the under sheet on his bed.  Sand from the sheet irritates his sunburned skin whilst his face and scalp throb, perspiring profusely into the inadequate and reeking Greek pillow under his head as he dreams of England - and of air conditioning.

In the fetid room the cool relief of sleep does not come. 
Outside the cicadas continue their monotonous drone whilst the shrieks of German tourists in the swimming pool punctuate the early hours with annoyingly loud and random sounds, so that he finds himself straining to identify the next unsynchronised splash and squeal of distant laughter.

Ever muscle taught, he is alert as a convoy lookout - searching for the high-pitched whine of a mosquito.

Sleep is far, far away. A distant dream of English summer days, of fields droning with cool fecundity and of sweet chilled summer fruits on the vine.

A woman swims into view, slipping over his body in one fluid movement. Blind to all but her own pleasure, she takes his turgid organ in her right hand and teases herself with the tip until with a groan she impales herself on the sensitive shaft. Waves of blessed chilled air flow slowly from her breasts and envelop his thighs and groin with a loving caress..

She undulates and moans as she comes - once, twice, three times - riding his cock as she moves in ecstasy. His cock seems all-powerful, capable of slipping into and out of her slime for hours without respite, proud of its hardness and intensity, trading its internal heat for her soft cool presence.

With a murmur she slips from his cock and takes it into her mouth.  He sees nothing but can  hear her occasional moan and gasp between  licks and tiny unbearably sweet nibbling kisses. With a groan he begins to come and feels her lips fasten around the tip. She whimpers and swallows the warm exudate. With an enigmatic smile she fades into the darkness, leaving nothing but a pool of chilled air in which he undulates with secondary pleasure.

Sated and  sticky, he wipes his fingers on the top sheet and composes himself for the inevitable sleep which is stealing upon him in waves.

