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 Catch Of The Night
 by Roger Frank Selby
 It was the night of Two Moons Passing. This season only one boy in the village stood on the threshold of manhood. Jude noticed a different look in his founder’s eyes as he kissed the old man’s forehead and bade him farewell. He felt a surge of emotion welling in his chest, but managed to hold back the wetness that stung his eyes. If he passed the Night Fishing test this would be the last time he would dwell under the same roof as the man who had raised him.
 The four headmen of the village were in high spirits as they collected him from his founder’s lodge and walked him down to the beach.
 ‘A long time ago a boy was brought to manhood on almost every Two Moons Passing, but now this is getting sparse indeed. A rare treat, lad! So don’t you worry, none,’ said Russ.
 Jude hoped they hadn’t brought him to this to soon - perhaps they should let him wait to the next... No! The time was right - he knew it. On the way to the boats they passed the street of young men’s lodges. Last season he’d helped to build three new lodges in preparation for himself and two younger boys of the village. As the senior, Jude had already made his selection - The lodge under the great tree of yellow cock-fruit.
 Russ saw his glance. ‘If all goes well, me lad, you can claim that lodge by sunup.’
 The land breeze of the night - driven by the land cooling off from each ever-hot day - was full of the smells of perpetual summer as it wafted down from the heights of Mother Mountain. The men waded into the warm sea, their kilts spreading out over the surface. The warm wind helped them push out the Night Fishing Boat. This would be - of course - Jude’s first time out at sea in the big boat. He revelled in the privilege of being allowed to touch the sacred, weathered timbers. The great boat met the first big wave of the swell. The bow surged high as he hoisted himself over the gunwales in the salty spray - almost catching his cock on the splintery old wood - and flopped like a wet fish onto the dry planks of the deck, still warm from their baking in the sun. The other men flowed aboard, moving to their stations to work the boat.
 Soon the great lateen sail - vastly bigger than a normal two-man boat sail - was thrusting them strongly down the wide glitter-path of the rising moons. Jude marvelled at the difference from day fishing - the strange, eerie light, the much bigger tackle, the huge boat ...
 Russ - head of the headmen - looked down at the youngster, probably knowing well his thoughts. He seemed very friendly to Jude tonight, for a change, allowing the young man temporarily into the intimacy of the inner circle.
 ‘Much bigger game for thee tonight, young ’un!’ laughed the big man. The other men chuckled knowingly as Jude squirmed. If only he had something to do ...
 ‘Well we can’t have an idler in the boat, can we lads? Up the mast with you, an’ see you keep a weather lookout. Your young eyes should see anything twice afar as ours - see something to make them fairly pop, I shouldn’t wonder!’ The men laughed again as Jude scurried like a rat up to the masthead. As he looked down from his perch he suffered a moment’s dizziness. In his embarrassment he’d forgotten he was climbing a much taller mast - that swayed and pitched with a slower but wider swing ... Steady now, he told himself. To calm his nerves and his stomach he concentrated on the equipment on the deck - the wide mesh nets on the teasing booms, the large lashing frames on the fo’c’sle - all so much bigger than on the boats he was used to. A man could put a foot through that mesh. The teasing poles were as thick as his wrist at least. Just how big was this special fish? And what was the big secret?
 ‘Don’t look down, look out! Ye’re supposed to be a smerthing lookout!’ called a voice from the distant deck. The headmen’s laughter followed again as Jude knew it would. He banished their voices from his mind and scanned the wide, featureless sea ahead, searching for their quarry in the bright, doubled moonlight.
 The two co-orbital moons would set by the time of the boatmen’s return. They would sight their island homeland when the first white-orange rays of sunlight from the system’s K1 star-sun picked out the highest point of a conical mountain - a mountain of partly corroded metal more than five hundred seasons old. Mother Mountain the boatmen called it, no longer remembering just what “Mother” meant. Only at the very highest point (away from the lower salty atmosphere) did the metal alloy still gleam un-corroded - a useful beacon to guide a homebound Night Fishing crew, when lit by morning’s early light. But once a far larger crew had landed here with no beacon to guide them; their vast starship, wrecked in that desperate forced landing, had weathered and overgrown to become Mother Mountain itself.
 Hours passed. The two moons were now at the zenith. Jude’s straining eyes began to close from fatigue and the lateness of the hour while he listened to the voices from the deck below. The head men had been talking in low tones. From the odd words caught by Jude’s keen ear, he gathered that they were discussing the subject that now dominated all village life: why had there been no foundlings for so long? Since he’d been beached, only two others had followed. For two thirds of his dry life there had been no baby boys found on the beach. The village was ageing; the population dwindling as the old ones died off without replacement.
 A fresh fragment of conversation drifted up to him.
 ‘They used to be so willing in them old days ...’
 ‘... mark their position with shoals of glow-fish so we could find ’em, they did,’ said another voice.
 Low murmurs of agreement as they all pitched in, adding to the same tale.
 A louder voice - Russ’s - called up to him: ‘Hey Lookout, keep awake!’ Then in a kinder, sadder tone: ‘Well, lad, it looks like we’re goin’ to be unlucky tonight.’
 But just then, Jude caught a flicker of movement in his peripheral vision. He looked hard at the spot but saw nothing but the shimmering of moonlight on the waves. He glanced to one side - automatically using his night vision - and saw the movement once more. Again he looked directly at the spot and this time saw a brief splash - the unmistakable sign of a big creature in the water!
 ‘Off to starboard! In the water a quarter off to starboard!’ His yell sent the men scurrying to the starboard rail.
 ‘Yes! By the Founder! Thar she goes!’ shouted Russ, his voice full of the joy of life again. ‘Port your helm, Ben!’ The man at the helm swung the boat onto the new heading as they ran the big boat down to their quarry.
 ‘I can’t see her now!’ shouted Jude.
 ‘Don’t worry son, she’s dived - that’s normal nowadays - just mark the last spot with yer eye and keep watching it. Then tell me when we’re up to that exact same spot - as best yer can, like.’
 Russ barked orders to shorten sail as they approached the site where the last splash had risen. As the boat came up into wind, the men looked all around. ‘I’m sure this was where ...’ began Jude, but a man shouted over him.
 ‘Thar she goes! Dead upwind!’
 Russ yelled fresh orders to tack the boat. He would try to work upwind in short boards towards their quarry. Once the boat was moving again, close-hauled, Jude heard him mutter: ‘That’s a new one... A cunning one, too... Dead upwind, eh? Now how would she know that’s the hardest for us?’
 But the crew knew their business, tacking the big, fast boat out to starboard, then, skimming back down on the other tack. Soon Jude - now down from his masthead perch and at Russ’s side - caught his first real glimpses of their quarry.
 He drew in a sharp breath.
 The colony ship - desperate for any world after her long, fruitless search along the Orion arm - even for a world without continents - landed very badly on the sparse and uneven volcanic terrain, but the genetic engineer was among the survivors. Without enough personnel, resources and equipment, any technological future was out of the question. For their offspring to have any chance of survival they would have to evolve rapidly to the new aquatic environment. She’d spent the remainder of her life making sure that hers and the crew’s distant descendents would fully adapt to this new, watery world. The only trouble was that infernal short Y chromosome in place of the generous doubled X. It meant that the necessary genetic adaptations would lag in male offspring - maybe as much as 30 generations.
 ‘She’s a real beauty, she is my lad!’ breathed Russ. But, privileged, he had seen women before. Jude just saw the differences: The incredibly long hair that streamed from her head, sometimes covering the small oval hairless face with its large frightened eyes. But a man’s hair could grow like that, left uncut, and a blade could shave a face. Her face seemed almost childlike, but her smooth-swimming, naked body looked almost as big as his, slipping like a fish through the water - and there was something odd about her chest ... But then he glimpsed her feet. They weren’t true feet. The toes had grown as long as fingers. Between each toe-finger stretched a web of skin. Her hands were similar - long fingers, webbed in the same way.
 Russ spoke confidentially into his ear as a large meshed net was cast. ‘Whatever happens now, my lad, just go along with it. Let things go naturally... Whatever it looks like, no harm is being done, I swear by the Founder - quite the opposite, I assure thee.’
 The net thrower found his mark on his second cast. The woman thrashed around as she tried to fight free, becoming more and more entangled as the men hauled in on the ropes. ‘Now, watch she don’t drown in that net, haul her in quick,’ ordered Russ. Again he spoke quietly to Jude ‘She looks half-fish but she still breathes air just like you and me.’ Soon their kicking prey was tumbled carefully onto the deck of the boat. She gurgled a little, but seemed unable to speak above water.
 ‘Take a good look lad. By the Founder, we’ve really caught you a beauty tonight. Just look at her tits!’
 Big Mark held the woman’s strong arms as he stood her on the deck. The long webbed toes of her feet seemed to keep curling downwards... with part of his mind Jude could see her feet were no longer meant for standing or walking. But her body! The chest, he could now see was dominated by two large swellings under enormous nipples - as compared to a man’s. The sight seemed to jog a distant memory - perhaps from before he was beached... For a brief moment he’d looked at the swellings and nipples as a gross deformation of a man’s chest, but now he sensed that these ‘tits,’ as Russ called them, were really just as they should be... It was men who were shrivelled and undeveloped in that area. Now he could see how beautiful she was ... Holy Founder! She had no cock!
 ‘Cast her to me Mark, let me have her, I’ll calm her down!’ Russ grabbed the netting that enveloped her and carefully led her on her long feet to the lashing frame. He spoke to her in soothing tones. ‘There, there my beauty, we ain’t a goin’ to hurt you none. Never in a hundred moons. There, there, there.’
 The woman was calmer now, her big tits quivering in the warm air as Russ gently placed her on the odd-shaped lashing frame, which Jude could now see was built partly as a seat to take her body - with her unable to stand well on those sea-feet.
 ‘There, there my sweet, we can untangle this nasty net... you won’t try and get away now will you?’
 By now Jude had noticed strange things happening to his body. His cock had come up, stiff and straight under his kilt. Why now? he thought. Then he noticed the others. To varying degrees all the men were showing the same signs as he. Russ in particular, was having trouble keeping his kilt over it as he untangled the mesh around the woman’s body.
 A sudden human cry gurgled from the woman’s mouth as she caught sight of Russ’s upstanding cock. Jude wondered if it was as strange to her as her wonderful ‘tits’ were to him.
 It took minutes of Russ’s calm talking to soothe the woman again. Jude guessed that she couldn’t understand a word he said. But she was calm as he dried off her body. Her naked skin seemed shiny and oily, the water running off her gently swinging tits in little beads. Russ was still talking as he finished the drying job.
 ‘Now I’ll show you what you were frightened of my lady, it’s nothing to be scared of at all.’ He took off his garment while she sat in the frame watching. ‘There, nothing to be scared of my beauty...’
 A webbed hand extended a little to touch and then grasp Russ’s upstanding cock. The woman was curious. She took the strange organ in both her hands. Russ let out a long sigh. Then she looked at the others in a questioning way.
 ‘Yes, they all have them... Show her lads! But don’t crowd her.’ Jude uncovered with the rest of them, standing naked on the deck. Her amazement was total. Then she started to rock back and forth a little and made a strange gurgling sound. With an angry blush, Jude realised that she was laughing at them.
 ‘Yes,’ laughed Russ, ‘They do look a bit funny don’t they!’
 Now the woman was smiling at Russ, one webbed hand had left his cock and was reaching up to his bearded face. The big man responded naturally, lowering his head close to hers, cupping and fondling the round tit nearest to hand. Her groping, webbed fingers found the male member again.
 ‘Russ,’ said Ben, gently, ‘she’s for the boy, remember?’
 Russ sighed deeply. ‘Aye, I remember... Come on over here lad, it’s your lucky night!’ She looked cautiously as the wispy-chinned boy approached. Without letting go of Russ’s cock she grasped Jude’s hard cock, which was now pointing almost vertically upwards in its enthusiasm. Jude let out a gasp, then felt her webbed grip relax. Looking down at her beauty, he felt his cock throb harder in her cool hand. She released Russ and put a strong arm around Jude’s behind. He reached out and touched the shiny skin of her body. He gently felt the curving lines of the swellings on her chest. Then he began to stroke and caress her as he’d seen Russ do ... But something was happening deep in his loins. He felt that feeling, that ecstasy coming ... He knew what that feeling was, how he had first noticed it climbing up a rope hanging from a tree, knew how it produced sudden jets of spunk from his body.
 Russ saw the danger and took the woman’s hand away from the boy’s cock.
 ‘Steady, Jude... Try and relax son... With luck we’ll get this right first time.’ Russ moved in smoothly, picked the woman up bodily and turned her right over in the frame. Her backside stuck up in the air, and Jude noticed darker details down in her crotch ...
 She started to panic at the move then calmed as Russ stroked her long back and whispered soothing sounds in her ear, like a founder with a new foundling. He touched her beautiful hanging tits, now projecting through holes in the broad net, setting them quivering a little. She reached out with both webbed hands and grabbed Russ’s cock again, making a noise that sounded to Jude suspiciously like a giggle.
 While the sea-woman toyed with the man’s erect cock, Jude watched her wobbling tits.
 ‘Touch them - feel them. They really love it when you do ... that ’ gasped Russ.
 Jude did so, and the woman began to react, sighing.
 ‘You can go a bit harder than that,’ said one of the watching men. ‘No need to pussyfoot around - you can get milk from titties sometimes. Let me show you -’
 ‘Now hold fast there, Jon,’ said Russ firmly, ‘it’s the boy’s night. He can try that for himself.’
 That revelation helped explain many things to Jude, and he did suck and squeeze the woman, which seemed to delight her, despite the lack of any milk this night.
 Her bottom was presented to Jude, on a level with his horizontal cock. He didn’t know what to do. Russ was around the other side of the frame. The giggles had cut off suddenly and he could hear a strange slurping noise. Surely she wasn’t... But she was! He looked over her dark head. Russ was hanging onto her tits, his face turned up to the passing moons. It was as if she was gorging herself on cock-fruit...
 Ben stepped forward to help. ‘Here lad, feel this here, under her bottom. Feel how slippery she is.’
 Jude felt between the large vertical lips that she had instead of the genitalia he was used to. The woman jumped a little as she was handled, but settled quickly. Jude concentrated on the forming of her body. It seemed a much neater package - less exposed to the hazards of life. She was slippery inside. The lips partly protected another entrance. He probed with his finger and she began to squirm around it a little. She was enjoying his touch! There were more complications, little flaps of skin that seemed to trigger her body as he touched and felt around... But his straining cock seemed to be homing in purposefully on that mysterious hole, gathering fluid glistening on his tip ...
 Suddenly, Jude knew exactly what to do. With a feeling of perfect relief he moved the hovering Ben aside and positioned his standing cock firmly against her inviting opening. He could see how his cock-head formed a wedge that would guide itself into such an opening - opening her wider as it did so. He pushed, and slid himself deep inside the woman. To his amazement he was able to bury his whole length completely inside her. It felt so delicious! This was why they were made this way. How perfectly the parts fitted together! She reacted against him, pushing her buttocks back softly into his crotch. He held onto her slim waist as her moving abdomen bobbed and ground into his, backwards and sideways, slowly at first, then faster and faster. He could feel her inner muscles closing on him, gripping him tighter in undulating waves. Trying to match her motion, he thrust rhythmically in and out.
 ‘Oh that’s it, lad! That’s called perfect smerthing!’ praised Ben. ‘Now I be making sure that she has a cock to suck on when Russ has finished - only if she wants it, o course, but I thinks she will want it if I’m any judge!’ With a broad wink, and an elevated cock, Ben moved to the front where the seawoman was sucking hard on a groaning Russ.
 Jude kept up his steady rhythm, finding he could control his body quite well if he calmed himself, and shifted the focus of attention from one delight to another. As the men changed over at the woman’s front he tried gently smacking her bottom. That was another difference he noted: a sea-woman had a bigger behind than a man, but the size made it attractive, and emphasised her slim waist. He smacked each quivering buttock in turn, and the spanks seemed to stimulate her motion, and her inner hold on him.
 The ecstasy overwhelmed him this time. He let go completely and let what he wanted to happen, happen. His loins seemed to explode into the woman’s depths. He groaned out loud, fingers clawing into her soft buttocks, releasing his spunk in long, satisfying spurts deep within her, thrusting again and again until he was finally spent.
 The boatmen’s catch had gone back to the sea impregnated, and a new man of the village was fully initiated; possibly the last. By the next Two Moons Passing a baby boy would be born somewhere far out in the ocean. He would have webbed extremities among many other adaptations common to marine mammals. No more were unwebbed boys born to the ocean women. He - like all the others for the last twelve seasons - was fully adapted. He would not be beached and abandoned to the care of the boatmen, but would be able to fend for himself in the oceans of their new world. He would stay at sea with his mother and his tribe. Soon the oldest webbed males would be able to father children themselves. Then the long swim to the boatmen’s waters would cease altogether. The time of the boatmen was nearing its end.



 Still Life
 By Sommer Marsden
 He only does it because I need it. Because I ask for it. And we only do it twice a year. Maybe three sometimes.
 “Stand back there, Marilee,” Jess says and then takes measured steps back to where we started. The lone double bed spread with snowy white sheets. Surrounded by what seems like acres and acres of mannequins.
 I strike a pose and try not to hope. Or daydream. My long black hair runs in ribbons down my pale skin. One nipple peaks through. I am cold. And excited. All the years of modeling. Covers and mannequin work, parties and raves. I am most at home here among plasticine sisters while Jess gives me what I crave.
 He leaves me, but only for a while. You would think that I would break my pose while I wait. Lay on the bed, sit on the floor. Find a chair for Christ’s sake. You would be wrong.
 “So, you’re like...an artist?” Her voice is high and she’s popping her gum. Something that drives me insane, and Jess knows it. That is his little joke. His little fuck you to me for asking this of him. It’s me who likes the women. Not him.
 “I am. Come on in.” HIs voice, so familiar and yet so perfectly fluid. Dark and warm, it makes my skin shiver. The sound of him. The sound of their feet on the steps and the girl’s high tinkly laugh.
 “Wow. This is kind of creepy. And cool,” she says. Pop, pop, pop goes the gum in her mouth. Even from back hereback in the cheap seats, so to speakI can see the pink flash of bubblegum on her tongue. Her eyes track the sea of bodies. Naked tits, plastic crotches. Some dressed in black panties, some in white, some in none. I can fake fake tits. I cannot fake a hairless, seamless pussy made of plastic. So we had added panties here and there for flavor and camouflage.
 She plops on the bed, drops her purse, peels off her jean jacket studded with broaches and buttons and baubles. “So...”
 Jess stares right at me. His eyes zeroing in without hesitation and I have to remind myself to breathe the shallowest of breaths. To keep my face a mask of nothingness. A blank slate. A wordless page. He smiles. “So, what?”
 “You wanna...” She twirls a streamer of bleach blonde hair around her finger. The fingernail is painted blue and the polish is chipped. This is her version of coy.
 “Fuck you?” Jess’s eyes shoot to me, to her, to me again. Goosebumps roll over my naked skin and I steady my face. I cannot steady Goosebumps. Even I cannot do that. No matter how good I am at being plastic.
 “Well, yeah?” She shrugs, laughs, and though he has not answered she is peeling off her small tee. Hot pink like her gum. Her bra is hot pink, too. Shocking.
 Jess, pops one of her breasts out before she has it off. He rolls his thumb over her rosy nipple and she purrs around her popping gum like a cat. It is quite a trick, that popping, gum chomping purr. “You like that?
 She nods. My pussy grows wet under my black panties. I watch him touch this flesh and blood, non perfect, gum chewing girl. And I want him to fuck her. And then me. Maybe her realness will rub off on me. Maybe I will feel real then.
 Jess tells me I am quite real. That I am just like everyone else. I try. But I feel more like these women who surround me. The ones that were manufactured. Bald, paintable, moldable. Fake.
 Jess watches me, dark brown eyes burning my skin and torching my fast beating heart. He frowns for a moment. I know what he wants. He wants me to walk forward, stop him, call it off. He wants me not to want this. And he wants me to feel right. And he loves me. Since he loves me, he gives me this. And he hates it. Do you see how vicious that fucking little circle of craziness is? It hurts your head, doesn’t it? I know it hurts mine.
 I stay still. As impossibly still and flawless as the five foot ten molded plastic woman next to me. A still life. A work of art. Perfect.
 I don’t say a word. So Jess climbs on. Another club girl. Another conquest. I like to watch him with them because when I am jealous my heart beats faster, my pussy gets wetter, my voice gets louder. I am more real. “You like that, Amy?” he says her name. He says it so I will know that her name is Amy and yes, he will fuck her if I don’t stop him.
 I watch.
 His mouth on her mouth. He’s taken her gum. His mouth on her throat, her nipple, biting the inside of her breast in the way that always makes my throat feel too small and my cunt beat like another heart. He pins her tiny hands above her head on the white, white bed. She’s making little noises like she’s crying, but when she turns her head, I see the smile there. Jess is licking his way down her. Down her belly, over the swell of her little belly (I have none). He pushes his face between her legs and I close my eyes, breaking from my stillness for a moment, because I know how good his tongue feels on my clit. Broad and warm and wet. I know the exact pressure he uses to lick and the force he uses to suck and I know that once I come he likes to still keep going. Likes to keep licking and sucking because, he says, that is when I taste the sweetest. Like raw sugar or clover honey.
 “Oh, god,” she says. Amy says. She says oh god as if she has invented it. But I don’t’ blame her, because when I open my eyes I can see the tip of Jess’s tongue riding the tiny cleft of her pussy. And I know that what she is saying is all she can think to say.
 Her hands, one stamped with the club logo, shove into his long brown hair and she touches him the way I want to. She runs her fingers over his face like a blind woman and she arches her hips up. Hooks one leg (shorter than mine) around his shoulder and thrusts up so he can eat her more; harder, faster, wetter...more.
 His eyes find me again. He knows just where I am even in this sea of look alikes. It stops my heart, that look but I do not respond. Then he’s over her, the petite bleach blonde Amy and he’s tracing her bubble gum pink lips with is dick. The blunt rosy head of his cock brushes her lip like he’s applying her lipstick and her tongue darts out to taste him. I feel a rush of fluid slide from my pussy but I do not break my stance. That would be unacceptable. This is about them, right now. Not me.
 “Suck my dick, Amy. Suck it like a good girl. Put your little pink tongue on me, girl.” He’s saying it for me but she’s eating it up. Amy likes the dirty talk.
 “Yes, Jess,” she says and laughs. I know she is laughing because it rhymes. Because that’s the kind of girl she is. But then he’s fucking her mouth, long even, hard strokes but his eyes are on me. I feel sweat prickle my upper lip. My heart jumps so hard it hurts. My body hums with jealousy and wanting him. I watch the muscles in his stomach flex as he shoves his cock deep into her little pink throat.
 She’s lapping at him. Sucking. Making noises. Wet noises, happy noises, porn movie noises as she takes every thrust he gives. Jess is white knuckling it. Holding the stunted headboard of the prop bed in his studio like a drowning man holding tight to a piece of driftwood. I can read his mind. If he comes now, he will only have had oral with this strange girl. He will not have really cheated on me all the way at least. It won’t be real if it’s just a blow job and a tawdry few minutes of going down on Bubble Gum Barbie. I stare at him, willing him to do what I’ve asked.
 He does.
 Jess pulls free of her mouth, his face set and angry almost. Not at her. At me. The first time I told him I wanted to see him with real girls, he damn near left me. You are a real girl! He had yelled and shouted and raged. It took everything I had to tell him: no. No I’m not. At least I do not feel I am.
 He called me crazy. But he did it.



 The Secret Place
 By Peter Birch
 I know I shouldn’t have followed her, and maybe I shouldn’t even have been looking but what can a guy do? She just looked so good, with her little round bum cheeks moving in her bikini pants. You know how it is, when the bit at the back hardly covers the girl’s bum and the material is just a little bit loose, so you can see her shape and quite a lot of bum cheeks but it’s as big a tease as it is a show. Hers was blue, and it looked so hot against her tanned skin, with her dark blonde hair and her shades pushed up onto her forehead. Oh yeah, and she had no top on, only her back was to him.
 That’s why I followed her. I told myself I’d just walk along the beach a bit, not too close or anything, and once I’d got past her I’d turn around, like I’d left something in the car or something. That way I’d get to have a nice, long look at her tits without her realising I was staring. That was the idea anyway, but it didn’t work out like that. I got my look, and she was everything I’d hoped for, little firm titties with dark nipples sticking up like puppy dog’s noses, so fucking cute I could have died. She had a serious case of cameltoe going on too, and I could tell she was shaved, cause the front of her bikini clung to the V shape between her legs like it had been painted on.
 Maybe I should have just gone up into the dunes and found somewhere quiet to jack off, but the back of the beach is full of gay guys cruising and I didn’t want any of them to get the wrong idea. She wasn’t taking any notice of anyway, like she was in another world, just walking along the beach, cool as a cucumber with that darling little bum going up and down in her bikini pants. So I followed, far enough behind so she wouldn’t freak out and wondering why a girl who obviously didn’t mind getting her tits out on the beach wanted to go so far along. When I first saw her we were maybe half a mile from the car park, and she just kept on going. I thought maybe she was going to go nude, and I wanted an eyeful of that like I couldn’t stop myself.
 I did thinking about trying to get talking to her, but it wasn’t going to work. She was maybe half my age and just so cool and classy. Not that I’m that bad, but I could guess the sort of answer I’d get if I came on to her, so it was better to keep quiet and watch. I didn’t want her to even notice me, so I hung back a bit more, until I was a long way behind her. She just kept on, not even looking back at first, then starting to look over her shoulder every so often like she was checking nobody was following her.
 I thought she’d seen me, so I stopped and sat down. I was telling myself I’d had my kicks and ought to head back, only she’d got my interest up in more ways than one, if you get what I mean, so I was going to have to cool off a bit or maybe get arrested. I went in the sea, just up to my middle, and that worked, only when I turned around again she was gone. That was weird, because the beach is dead straight for miles and she hadn’t come back and she wasn’t in the sea. She had to have gone up into the dunes, and that had to mean she was going to go nude.
 I could just see it. We were well past were the gays hang out, so she’d be on her own, maybe in some little sandy hollow out of the wind. She’d kneel down and get her stuff out of the bag she’d got, a may maybe and some lotion. She’d be a bit shy at first, wanting to make sure she was really alone, and she’d just sit there, rubbing the lotion into her arms and legs and neck, then her titties. God I wanted to watch that, her creamy fingers rubbing over these two sweet little mounds, making them jiggle and perking up those little brown nipples even harder than they’d been when I saw them. That would get her going, and off would come those little blue bikini pants, to show off her bum, and more.
 I really did try not to do it, but I found myself walking towards the place where I reckoned she’d gone in. There was nobody else about, not within a long way, only a few people far off along the beach. I tried to look casual, like I just happened to be walking through the dunes, but I knew if she saw me she’d know. That’s why I went slowly, checking everything out before I got any further, only she just wasn’t there.
 I couldn’t figure it out at all. She’d gone in the dunes, she had to have, but when I climbed up the back I could see into all the hollows and she wasn’t there. The only place I couldn’t see was this little sort of wood with silvery grey trees, but there wasn’t going to be a lot of sun there. I’d lost her, and I felt so fucking frustrated. You can imagine. I just had to jack off, but I didn’t want to risk getting caught, so I went right up to the top of the dunes and sat down where this little path went through. I could see all around, but the most anyone could see of me would be my head poking up in the grass, and that only if they were looking.
 I was just about to get the old man out when I saw something, somebody’s head, just bobbing up for a moment. At first I thought it might be her, or some gay guy come a bit further than usual, but then she pops up again. It was another girl, maybe not quite so fit as my babe in the blue bikini and still with her kit on, but good. She was coming towards me too, and I was praying she would choose one of the hollows and I see into and strip off where I could watch.
 What she did was walk into the little wood. I didn’t know what she was up to, but I was pretty sure it was something private. That made me think twice, and I did tell myself I ought to leave her in peace, but my cock was telling me different. I stayed where I was for a bit, feeling guilty but horny too, before decided that it wouldn’t hurt if I took a little peep, just to see what they were up to. You see, I love looking at girls, but it’s a much bigger kick if they don’t know they’re being watched, or if they give a bit of a show by accident. I’d rather see a girl in a bikini just walking on the beach, or even in tight jeans on the street than I would see the same girl do a full on strip in a bar. Where’s the fun if you’re allowed to see it?
 Down I went, to the edge of the little wood and in, going really careful. It felt great, horny and daring too, and the wood was perfect, with little twisted trees and patches of thicker stuff so I could go along without risking being seen. It was really thick too, and I saw sunlight ahead of me before anything else, which told me there was an open space in the middle. There was too, one of the little hollows like you always get in sand dunes, only with trees all round so you couldn’t see it at all, even from the top of the bigger dunes.
 They were they, not just two girls, but three, my blonde babe, the one I’d watched arrive and another girl who must have come earlier, and just that first look nearly made me come in my pants. My blonde was laid out on a towel, stark fucking naked, face down, that sweet little bum she’d been showing off in her blue bikini pants bare and just as firm and round and perfect as I’d imagined. Next to her, side by side, was the girl who’d got their first. She was darker, with sort of olive coloured skin, maybe Greek or something, a bit shorter but with curves like you’ve never see, huge titties squashed out under her chest and a bum like a ripe peach, all of it nude and with her legs just a little bit apart so I got a sneaky glimpse of rear view cameltoe. The third girl was the best, not because she was any cuter than her friends, but because she was just starting to undress.
 She was completely casual about it, like she was on her own in her bedroom or something, and that was what made it so horny. They already had me hard, just looking at them, and when she unclips her bra like it just doesn’t fucking matter one little bit I had to unzip. Off comes her bra and out come two round little titties, not so little actually and do you know what she does? As they come out she cups them in her hands, like she’s weighing them or something, or maybe checking them out to remind herself what she can do for the boys.
 She did something for this one, I tell you. It was only cause I was hoping there’d be more to come that I didn’t come in my hand, and if there’s one thing I like better than a pair of bare titties it’s a bare bum. She had a beauty too, filling out her jeans like they’d been spray painted on. She put her hands on the button and I swear I’d stopped breathing. The button comes open, down come her zip, her thumbs go in the sides and down it all comes, jeans and panties and all, with her bum stuck out just a little bit so as she goes bare I get to see the hole between her cheeks and just a flash of cunt.
 That was it, too much. I’d come and I didn’t even put it away before I got right out of there. My heart was going like a fucking jack hammer, I tell you, and I was sure they’d heard me. Nobody followed though and none of them came out of the wood. I’d got away with it.
 That was the first time, and I could not stop thinking about what had happened. Fuck knows I’ve watched girls on beaches for years, and I’ve seen plenty, but I’d never got that lucky. I mean, three of them, not one you’d kick out of bed and all stark fucking naked. I wanted more, and I figured that the wood was somewhere they went quite a lot, like a secret place they could strip off completely and not be seen, not until I’d caught them at it anyway.
 I had to go back, just to check, and I did. The next two times nobody was there, but I checked it out and I’d been right. They’d got it all nicely set up, with the path going in around the back of a bush and even some twigs and stuff to make it look like the path didn’t go anywhere. You couldn’t see the hollow until you were right on top of it, and you’d hear anybody coming unless they were really careful, like me.
 The fourth time was good. When I arrived my sexy blonde was there on her own, reading a book in the nude. I took it a bit more easy this time, enjoying the show, and what a show. Without even her mates there she was even more easy going about being naked, face down with her bum on show, on her back with her titties pointing up at the sky and legs a little apart to show off her cameltoe, but it was best when she turned over. She didn’t just roll round, you see, she pulled herself up on her knees and tugged her towel out straight. That meant for one perfect moment she was on her knees, titties dangling down, bum up and her knees a little bit open so I could see everything, and I do mean everything. Cause she was skinny her cheeks were right open, showing off every fucking details detail. Her bumhole was like a little star, bright pink and real tight, so I just wanted to stick my tongue right up it and then my cock. She had the most gorgeous cunt too, shaved and pink, ever so neat, like she was a virgin or something, although some lucky bastard had to have fucked her, cause she was just too good to miss.
 The best thing was, she was regular, turning over every now and then like she thought she was a burger on a Barbie. That nearly fucking killed me, watching her one way up or the other and knowing I only had to wait before she’d be back on her knees with that little arse on show again. Three times I watched her turn over and managed not to come, but the fourth time was too much. I felt like I was going to burst anyway, just with her lying there and her bum on show, but as she gets up to roll over a bit of sand must have got in the wrong place or something, cause this time when she sticks her bum up in the air she reaches back and gives her hole a little tickle, like she’s got an itch, or maybe she’s going to get horny with herself a stick a finger up. I came, and I swear if it went much further she’d have gotten wet.
 After that I came every day I could. I couldn’t get enough. I didn’t care about anything else. Even if it looked like it was going to rain I’d be there, and of course they weren’t, but I couldn’t stand the thought of missing out. I’d get up early so I could be in place before they came, and after a while I stopped leaving when I’d come. I knew there routine, you see, where they’d come in and how they’d lie, and all the best places to make sure I got a good look but they’d never see me.
 I’d get lucky maybe three times in five, cause they did like to go there and they always went nude. There were five in all, the three I’d seen the first time and two I reckon might have been sisters, cause they looked much the same and usually came together. I didn’t know their names, then, and I only know one now, but after a couple of weeks they’d become as familiar to me as any girlfriend ever has, their bodies anyway. There was Blondie, the first and maybe the best, with her cool look and her sweet little bum. There was Shy, the Greek looking one, called that cause she had this funny way of getting all embarrassed when she undressed, using a towel and covering her titties with her arm, even though she didn’t seem to mind sunbathing in the nude. Then there was Fudge, the one I’d spunked over when she took her jeans and panties down, called that cause she sometimes bought a box of clotted cream fudge with her. The last two were Big Sis and Little Sis, who were both blondes and not there that often.
 When they were it was good, cause they used to rub lotion into each others back and stuff. Nothing dirty, of course, but just to see them take turns to do it was enough. They’d even do each others bums and tits, and that was always too much for me. Big Sis was taller and a bit meatier, with plenty of everything, and to see her lifting up those big titties so Little Sis could get the lotion on evenly, I swear, that was enough to give a fucking statue a hard on.
 I always used to hope they’d get into some lezzie action, not the sisters maybe, if they even were sisters, but some of the others. It just seemed such a good chance to get horny with each other, what with being in the nude and all oiled up and stuff. I think maybe Shy would have been into it, cause she was always a bit self conscious about her body, but when the others undress she used to watch. I used to imagine it, how maybe she’d offer to rub some lotion in for Blondie or Fudge, first her back and legs, then her bum, and all the while gradually getting more and more horny until in the end they got down to it, cuddling up on their towels for a good grope of each others bums and tits, then taking turns to lick pussy, or maybe going sixty-nine with their bums in each others faces.
 That never happened, but I did get to watch Fudge get herself off. It was a seriously hot day, right at the end of July. I’d been there since before any of the girls turned up, and I’d seen plenty already. I’d watched Blondie strip and get oiled up, and seen Fudge doing exercises that made her tits bounce and gave me a great show of cunt from behind. Maybe that’s what got her horny, cause afterwards she seemed really restless, and when Blondie left I knew something was up. Normally they’d just say goodbye, even they didn’t leave together, but this time Fudge said she’d follow on and stayed where she was, sitting up cross legged and pretending to read a magazine. Blondie went and no sooner had she gone than Fudge jumps up and follows, like she’s checking to make sure her mate has really gone. When she comes back she biting her lip, and she stops to listen for a bit. Then she lies down on her towel again, with her eyes shut and her hands on her tummy.
 I thought maybe she was going to go to sleep, but oh no. After a bit her hands start to move, touching herself really gently, just her tummy at first, but then her tits and I knew what she was up to. I’ve seen girls get themselves off before, but usually to show off for me. This was different, like everything was concentrated on herself. It was still a good show though, with both hands on her titties at first, feeling them up and making her nipples hard, feeling their size too, like she had the first time. I reckon she had a thing about showing off her tits, and maybe she was thinking of her boyfriend or some bloke she fancied. Anyway, she spent ages just feeling herself, all the time with her eyes shut and her head to one side. I was keeping pace and I could have come easy, but like before I was sure there’d be more to come.
 I was right. Her legs came up, and open, showing off her cunt like she expected some guy to get on top of her, which must have been what she was thinking about. She stayed like that for a bit, still playing with her titties, only then her hand goes down between her legs and she’s doing it full on, getting herself off with one hand on her cunt and a tit in the other. I tell you, I nearly went down and joined in, only I knew she’d scream the place down and stayed as I was, both of us frigging away.
 What she was showing was enough for me and I finished off in no time. She took ages, teasing herself and stopping every now and then to listen out, with her face in this big, sloppy smile, like she was so happy she couldn’t stop grinning. Then her mouth starts to come open, a little bit at first, then wide and all of a sudden she’s snatching at her pussy and pinching her nipple, real hard. She screamed out when she came, and her whole body was shaking, so it must have been a good one.
 That’s how I knew Fudge was the dirty one. Not that I planned to do anything, cause I knew if they caught me it would be all over, and girls hate guys who get off over them without them calling the shots, and yeah, I was being a dirty bastard. I did think about trying to meet one of them somewhere else, but it wouldn’t have been the same, cause even if I got to be her boyfriend I knew I’d never be invited to their secret place, or if I was the others wouldn’t want to go nude. It was best to watch, and I’d have been happy if it had stayed that way.
 What happened was that Fudge caught me. Not peeping, but she wasn’t just the dirty one, she was the clever one and all. I always tried to get their early, and take a long way around so they wouldn’t figure out that I was always around, but she did. How, I don’t know, but one day as I’m walking through the dunes she’s waiting there, sitting on the grass in her bikini, just like butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth.
 Maybe I gave a start or something when I saw it was her, but she knew, cause she had this odd look on her face, like accusing but excited too. Then she comes right out with it. “Hello you little pervert.” Course I pretended I didn’t know what she was talking about, but she tells me to shut up, then goes on. “I know you look at us sunbathing. I’ll do you a deal. You stop it and never tell anybody about our place, and I’ll.”
 She made sign with her hand, like she was calling somebody a wanker. I knew what she meant, but I thought it was a trick or something, and when I got my cock out she’d scream rape. I didn’t know what to say anyway, and just stood there like a prat, until she got down to the path I was on. I just let her, and believe me, she was no innocent. She just pushed me back against the bank, made to quick check to make sure nobody was about, and unzipped me. Once she’d started to touch I wasn’t going to stop her, because she really knew what she was doing. She got my balls out too, cupping them and weighing them just like she used to do with her tits, and wanking my cock at the same time.
 I just took it all in. She’d gone down kneeling, and I love it when girls do that, with my cock right in front of my face as I started to get hard. She was horny about it too, not like some girls, but weird too, calling me a pervert and a dirty old man and saying things like “I bet you like to see my boobs, don’t you, you dirty bastard” and sure enough, out they come, for me to look at and then wrapped around my cock, so I’m titty fucking her while she’s calling me a pervert and a filthy pig and every bastard under the sun. She really got off on it too. Before long she’d forgotten all about just tossing me off. She’s got my cock in her mouth and she she’s squeezing my balls like she’s trying to milk me dry, only when I try to touch one of those gorgeous big tittles she slaps my hand. It was too late anyway, cause another second and I’d come in her mouth. She swallowed the lot, then looks up with this big smile and says “That’s the deal. No peeking, but if you’re here tomorrow, just maybe you’ll get more.” I was there tomorrow, which is when I learnt she was really called Becky, although nowadays I generally just call her the Mrs.
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