Pearls of the Mediterranean

Many-Eyed Hydra

“It'll be wrinkled old grannies with saggy tits and fat Germans with hairy beer guts,” Maddock said.

“It's one of the top nudist beaches in the Mediterranean. It's got to be good,” Stevie S. said.

“I've seen the people that go to the top European nudist resorts. I've watched Eurotrash,” Maddock countered.

“It won't be like that,” Stevie S. responded. “It won't all be like that,” he hastily amended. “There'll be tons of honeys. Just picture it. Row upon row of naked breasts lying in the sun, their nubile owners waiting for hunks of studliness like ourselves to come along and rub sun scream all over their naked bodies. It's going to be mint.”

Stevie S. was right about the rows of naked breasts, Brent Underwood thought, although their owners couldn't really be described as nubile. Or even female in some cases.

“Eww,” Wilson said as they got out of the rental Jeep “Nasty.”

“Told you,” Maddock said. “Saggy grannies and fat Germans.”

Stevie S. tried to remain enthusiastic. “Hold on. We're not looking hard enough.” He looked up and down the beach, searching for anyone that might be in their twenties, or under forty. “Just a minute,” he said. “Just a minute.”

“We're totally snookered,” Brent said.

And they were stuck here for the week, he thought.

“Stevie S. you muppet!” Wilson said. “We could be in Ibiza banging some Essex slappers.”

“Ibiza's past it,” Stevie S. retorted. “The only people that still go there are the sad wankers in their thirties trying to pretend it's still 1999. You gotta go off the beaten track to find the cool places nowadays.”

“The old farts go off the beaten track to look for a bit of peace and quiet, you tool,” Maddock said.

“That's the last time you pick the holiday destination,” Wilson said.

“Seconded,” Brent added.

“Give it a chance,” Stevie S. said. “It's still early.”

“Have you seen it out there?” Maddock said. “David Attenborough's going to show up any minute with a BBC film crew to shoot The Life and Times of the Mediterranean Walrus.”

Stevie S. looked completely punctured. This had been his big idea. He'd gone on and on about it for the past month and now they'd got here it looked like they'd made an enormous mistake.

“This can't be the only beach on the island,” Brent said, throwing out a lifeline. “Maybe there's another one where the young crowd hang out.”

“Yeah, that's it,” Stevie S. said, snapping his fingers. “Of course. We should ask around to find out where it is.”

The four of them left the rental Jeep on the rough gravel car park and headed towards the beach. The midday sun was scorching. Even with sunglasses on the glare was bright enough to force Brent to squint. A brown lizard, disturbed by their crunching footsteps, scuttled off into the brown undergrowth.

A middle-aged couple were standing next to their car. Brent couldn't tell if they'd just arrived or were about to leave. Neither was wearing any clothes. The man was short and scrawny. There wasn't anything left of his hair apart from a few wispy tufts behind the ears. The woman was around the same height, but portly to the point of being overweight. Without clothes she resembled a plate of wobbly pink jelly.

“Hello,” Maddock said, immediately slipping into his charming bastard routine.

“Oh hello,” the man said, turning to face them. “How can I help you, gents?”

He was English, just like them. From the home counties, Brent reckoned by the accent. The only item of clothing he wore was a pair of round spectacles. The lenses were so thick his eyes seemed to expand to fill them.

“We're looking for a nudist beach,” Maddock said.

“Well you've found it,” the man replied. He put his hands on his hips, proud of his nakedness even though he looked like the last scrawniest joint of meat left on the butcher's...

Brent looked down.

Jesus fuck. That was some schlong.

“Where are my manners,” the man said. “I'm Ron and this is Gale Anne.” He offered his hand.

Brent didn't take it on account of he was still gawping at the monster hanging between the other man's legs. It was enormous. It was like an elephant's trunk sticking out of his crotch. How the fuck did a scrawny little bloke end up with a monster dick like that?

“Hi Ron and Gale Anne,” Maddock said. He didn't take the other man's hand, or offer their names either.

“So where you gents from, London?” Ron asked.

“New Zealand,” Maddock lied.

Ron looked a little puzzled, probably because Maddock sounded about as Kiwi as a plate of fish and chips. His wife rallied for him.

“So when are you taking those clothes off and joining in the fun?” she asked. Her boobs wobbled in opposing orbits to the rolls of flab around her stomach. “Come on. Don't be shy.”

“Maybe later,” Maddock said.

“Actually, we were wondering if there were other beaches on the island,” Wilson said. “Ones where we might find people more our own age.”

“I don't know to be honest,” Ron replied. “This is the main beach, but I suppose there could be others.”

“Oh oh!” Gale Anne interrupted, her piles of fat wobbling with excitement. “José might know. He lives on the island. He's a real sweetie,” she added, looking at them, “Can you go look for him darling, I think I saw him by the bar earlier.”

“No problem. I'll be right back honey dumpling.”

“I understand,” Gale Anne winked at them after Ron had left.

“Understand?” Maddock arched an eyebrow.

“Yes, you want to find somewhere a little bit more private on your first visit. It's perfectly understandable.”

Maddock listened to her, amusement glinting in his eyes.

“I was terrified the first time,” Gale Anne confessed. “Those inhibitions are a hard thing to shake off.”

“Really, I'd never have guessed,” Maddock said.

“Well, you only have to look at me,” Gale Anne continued. “My body isn't going to win any beauty prizes.”

“No, it's not,” Maddock said.

“But it doesn't matter. We're all different sizes and shapes. The important thing is you have to be proud of your body and not be afraid to show it to the world. Like me.”

She gave them a twirl. It was indeed hideous. Brent suspected the rolls of her flesh would still be in motion an hour from now.

“That's good,” Maddock said. “I'm glad you're proud of your body. Someone has to be.”

Oof. That was nasty, Brent thought. Maddock could really be an asshole sometimes. Stevie S. stifled a giggle behind him. Maddock stood there smiling as if butter wouldn't melt in his mouth.

Gale Anne paused. She'd caught what he'd meant. She had that peculiar expression common to most Middle Englanders when they know they've been insulted straight to their face, but are too polite to know how to respond. She looked a little like a blancmange after being dropped from a fourth floor window.

Ron chose that moment to return with a heavily tanned islander.

“Hi gents. You're in luck. José says there's a beach you might like not far from his house. He'll show you if you give him a lift back.”

It's not far,” José said in heavily accented English. He smiled, revealing a row of perfect white teeth.

Now this was a smooth bastard, Brent thought. It was sweltering hot, but unlike everyone else, José was wearing a fancy white suit. His white shirt was unbuttoned to halfway down, revealing a triangle of hairy chest. His jet-black hair was slicked back against his scalp. Even though the sun was a burning yellow disc above them, not so much as a single bead of perspiration marked José's forehead.

Yeah, a real ladies bastard, Brent thought. That was perfect. It meant he'd know where to find all the hot chicks.

“Lead on Pedro,” Maddock said motioning him in the direction of the Jeep “Let's bust the hell out of this flab farm.”

It was a suitable moment to leave. Ron had just noticed his wife was upset enough to be on the verge of bursting into tears.

“You sure this is the right way Pedro?” Maddock asked after they'd been driving down back roads for the past ten minutes.

José was sitting on the back seat between Brent and Stevie S.. Despite a broad smile, he'd been impassive throughout the journey, only speaking to direct them as they approached a junction or turn off. The roads had grown progressively rougher and more overgrown.

“Doesn't like these roads get much use,” Maddock commented.

“We like to keep the best parts of the island to ourselves,” José said, still smiling that white-toothed smile.

“Figures,” Maddock said. “I wouldn't want a bunch of flabby Ros Beefs polluting my view either.”

“They bring money to the island.” José shrugged.

Brent was bounced around in the back as Wilson hit some potholes in the road. Branches scraped against the side of the Jeep It didn't seem to bother José in the slightest. He remained super-cool and motionless even as Stevie S. and Brent were flung around in the back.

“So this beach we're going to,” Maddock said. “This is where all the honeys hang out?”

José said nothing, but his smile grew a little broader and his dark eyes twinkled.

“So Pedro, as one red-blooded male to another,” Maddock continued. “Just how fine are these girls we're about to see?”

Brent expected another sly little smile, but José surprised them by suddenly becoming animated for the first time on the journey.

“They are the pearls of the Mediterranean,” he said, kissing his fingers for good measure. “You will not be disappointed.”

Brent had doubts about that. They didn't improve when he saw the road they were supposed to follow after they'd dropped José off at the base of a small hill. The islander stood there and waved after them with a broad smile, still completely out of place in the rustic setting with his fancy white suit.

“I think our Pedro might be having a little jape at our expense,” Maddock said.

The four of them were standing outside the Jeep The road, a generous description at best, had come to a dead stop, completely overgrown with vegetation. They stood in the shade, surrounded by a dense knot of greenery. Underneath the canopy the humidity was stifling. Bird song sounded all around them while large insects whirred by with somnambulant drones.

“It's going to be a bugger driving back,” Wilson said. “I think I'm going to have to reverse for most of the way.”

Brent looked around. There was nothing here but trees, leaves and caked dirt underfoot.

“Hey, I think there's a path up here,” Stevie S. called back.

They followed him up a small rise and were astonished as they scrambled over a small ridge and suddenly came out on paradise. It was a secluded little bay with high cliffs at either end. Pristine golden sand sloped down to a brilliant blue sea. Gentle waves crested with only a slight dusting of white foam lapped at the shore.

And the girls...

“Fucking hell,” Wilson said, “we're on the set of a Loaded calender shoot.”

“Our Pedro is indeed a man of good taste,” Maddock said.

Wilson was right, Brent thought. It was like looking on an expensive photo-shoot in an exotic location. Beautiful models were lounging on the beach.

Naked beautiful models were lounging on the beach.

They all had that perfect Mediterranean olive skin. Long black hair cascaded behind their heads in lush waves. The exposed and equally perfect hemispheres of their breasts were topped with dusky brown nipples. And their legs... wow, those legs. They went on and on and on.

The boys hunkered down in the shade and admired the girls from afar. There were nine of them in total and not a single man in sight. The girls lay on the beach, sunning themselves and not in the least bit self conscious about their nakedness.

“This is fucking beach bunny nirvana,” Wilson said.

“So now what do you say, oh ye of little faith,” Stevie S. said. “When I say there's going to be hot naked chicks, there's going to be hot naked chicks.”

“You done good,” Maddock said.

Brent wondered if the girls knew they had an audience. It might be his imagination, but it seemed like they were posing. Heads were thrown back and tousled hair cascaded onto the sand. Their breasts were thrust up for maximum effect. Full, sensuous lips were pressed together in seductive pouts. Yes, Brent could almost believe they were putting on a deliberate show.

Or maybe they were just so damn hot it all came naturally.

The boys didn't get to spy on them for long before one of the girls turned and spotted them. Brent expected a commotion, but instead of shying away or covering up the girls beckoned them down to join them with a friendly wave.

“Well, what are you waiting for,” Maddock said. He stood up straight and smoothed back his lustrous black hair.

Brent stood up with the others. He noticed Wilson sucking in the slight swellings of his burgeoning beer gut. Stevie S. was furiously using his fingers to comb his spiky hair into some semblance of fashionable disarray. Brent puffed out his own chest. Their preparations done, the boys stepped out onto the beach, trying their best to look like the coolest dudes on the planet.

Nah, that was too negative, Brent thought. They were the coolest dudes on the planet.

The girls sat up and watched the boys as they sauntered down to them. They looked amused.

“Hello ladies, Hola chicas,” Maddock said, smiling broadly.

The first girl, a gorgeous honey with golden-brown skin, looked Maddock up and down. Her soft brown eyes sparkled with lustful hunger. None of the girls seemed the slightest bit shy about being naked in front of complete strangers. Given how hot their bodies were, Brent wasn't that surprised.

“Aren't you a little overdressed for this beach,” the first girl teased. She spoke English with only the light traces of an accent.

Always the show off, Maddock ripped his shirt open. Shiny buttons flew into the air and landed on the soft sand. They sparkled in the bright sunlight. The girls' attentions were focused on Maddock and they tittered with delight as he flexed his pecs. They didn't seem to mind his skin was the typical pasty colour of the mid-May Englishman.

Unbelievable, Brent thought. They were gagging for it. Completely gorgeous and gagging for it. He glanced over at Stevie S., who flashed him back a smile of triumph as if to say: 'Of course, what did you expect?'

Naked now, Maddock lay down next to the lead girl. He was already snogging her before Brent had even had a chance to pull his trousers down. Such a smooth bastard, Brent thought.

While he was undressing Brent noticed one of the girls was looking at him. She was a little different from the others. Her hair was lighter coloured, more dirty blonde than chestnut brown, and her eyes were blue like the cloudless sky above them. She also seemed a little more coy. While the others stared at the boys with unflinching gazes, she glanced shyly away every time Brent looked at her directly. Always slow enough for their eyes to briefly linger on each other though.

Brent paused when he reached his boxers, a little self conscious now he knew someone was staring at him. Fuck it. He pulled them down anyway and saw the blonde girl steal a quick glance at his exposed privates before looking coyly away.

“Go on you muppet!” Wilson whispered in his ear. “Can't you see she's gagging for you.” He pushed Brent hard in the back.

Brent stumbled towards the girl.

“Mind if I lie down here?” he asked the beautiful blonde girl. He tried to sound both casual and confident, but in reality his heart was pounding in his throat.

She really was beautiful. Her blue eyes sparkled like precious stones. Her hair cascaded on her olive shoulders in a shower of golden curls. Her pink lips looked full and inviting. And this was before he'd even looked at the other treasures of her naked body.

“Lie here,” she said, slender hand motioning over a flat patch of beach right next to her. “The sand is soft.”

Brent got down next to her. She lay on her side, fine sand dusting her naked breasts as she stared at him. Was that really adoration he saw in her eyes? He must be dreaming. This beat the hell out banging some Essex slapper on a Club 18-30.

“What's your name?” he asked. “I'm Brent.”

“Lamellisabella,” she replied, her blue eyes intense as she stared into his.

“Lamellisabella,” Brent said, rolling the strange syllables on his tongue like exotic food. “That's pretty.”

Fuck, she was gorgeous, Brent thought.

“Where are you from?” Lamellisabella asked.

“England,” Brent replied. “London,” he added.

“Is that far?” she asked.

She must mean the flight time, he thought.

“Not too far,” Brent said. “A couple of hours flight.”

“Then we are both strangers here,” Lamellisabella said.

That surprised Brent. “You're not from the island?”

Lamellisabella shook her head.

“Oh, I just assumed,” he said. “Where are you from?”

Lamellisabella beckoned with her hand out beyond the bay. Brent saw only sea, as flat and as placid as a piece of glass.

The continent must be that way, or maybe another island, he thought.

“You're very pale,” Lamellisabella said.

Brent shivered in excitement as she ran a soft hand over his shoulder and down his arm. Gagging for it, he thought. Absolutely gagging for it.

“We don't get much sun in England,” Brent said. “Not at this time of year.”

Concern flashed in Lamellisabella's eyes. “You'll burn in this sun,” she said. “Let me put some sun cream on.”

She reached behind her and came back with a small brown plastic bottle.

“I'm glad you've got some,” Brent said. “I left mine back in the car.”

Which was really dumb considering the sun usually turned him redder than a boiled lobster.

“The locals leave it for us,” Lamellisabella said, “along with other gifts.”

She squirted greasy white lotion into her palms. She motioned Brent onto his front and began to massage the liquid into his neck and shoulders. Her touch was light and erotic, but it was the single-mindedness of her attentions that really turned him on, like he was the only thing in the world that existed to her. He was glad he was lying on his front, it hid his massive erection.

Lamellisabella rubbed the slippery liquid into his shoulders and then moved down his back. Brent stared dreamily out across the calm blue sea. Sea birds wheeled in the clear blue sky above it. This was the life, he thought. Here he was, lying on a warm beach while an absolutely gorgeous island nymph rubbed sun cream into his...

Oh...

Brent squirmed as Lamellisabella's hands slipped down to his buttocks and cheekily reached round to tickle the back of his balls. She giggled as he jumped and he joined in with easy laughter.

You're a fucking genius Stevie S., Brent thought. And a jammy bastard for running into the one person who knew where this hidden beach was.

“Where are the local men?” Brent asked, suddenly wondering why José hadn't come with them. Or why there were none of his fellow islanders. This seemed like a perfect place for them to turn on that Mediterranean charm.

“The local men don't come near us,” Lamellisabella said.

“Oh?”

Maybe they only stuck to their own kind, he thought.

“Their loss,” Brent laughed.

He turned over and propped himself up on an elbow. Lamellisabella lay next to him.

“Could you do me?” she said, her eyes suggestive as she stared at him.

A blob of white liquid dripped from the bottle and landed on her naked chest. Brent was mesmerised as he watched the white dribble slide down the side of her tanned breast.

She took his hand and pressed it against the side of her breast. He marvelled at the feel of its soft weight resting against his palm. As she stared deep into his eyes he brought his other hand over and cupped her other breast. He began to rub sun cream into her firm breasts, nervously at first but soon picking up the confidence to massage them properly. She closed her eyes and sighed in delight as his hands roamed all over her soft olive skin. He felt her nipples between his fingers. They were erect and pointed like bullets.

Her full lips parted and Brent took that as his cue to kiss her, leaning down and brushing his lips lightly against hers. He was tentative at first, but then grew bolder. A light touch became a firmer press and soon their tongues were jousting between their hot mouths. Her arms circled his back and she pulled him down on her until he felt her warm body and those ever so luscious breasts pressing against him.

Time lost meaning. He stopped noticing even the hot sun beating down on his back. There was only Lamellisabella, her soft lips pressed against his, her teasing tongue tickling his, her warm body beneath him. She guided his hand down her body, leading him to the warm mysteries between her legs, mysteries he'd soon get to explore...

Fuck!
Sun cream wasn't the only thing he'd forgotten.

You tool! You knobhead! You absolute fucking moron of the highest fucking order!
He'd left his condoms in the fucking Jeep

Brent broke off the kiss much to Lamellisabella's obvious disappointment.

“I have to fetch something from the car,” he whispered. “I won't be long. I promise.”

He gave her another kiss, this one little more than a brief peck. There was a strange after-taste to her mouth and lips. Salty, a little like the sea. He hadn't noticed it before.

He got up and tried to look dignified as he walked up the beach, even though inside he wanted to pick up the nearest hard object and repeatedly bash his head against it.

How could he be such a fucking idiot?
He looked back and gave Lamellisabella a reassuring wave. She was sitting up, her beautiful blue eyes wide as she watched him go.

Idiot. Fuckwit. Moron. Brent berated himself.

Back beneath the vegetation and out of sight of the beach he broke into a less than dignified sprint. 

“Tool. Dickwad. Muppet.”

He spat out curses under his breath as he got back to the Jeep He pulled open the door and frantically rummaged through the glove compartment.

“Where are you? Where are you?”

His hand closed around the familiar leather square of his wallet. He reached inside and pulled out a foil wrapped condom.

“Yes, you beauty!” Brent said, holding up the little square of silver like it was a hundred pound note.

He charged back up the slope, hoping that Lamellisabella hadn't lost interest in the meantime. He used his arms to batter away overhanging fronds. At the top of the slope he paused to get his breath back. It wouldn't do if he came back panting like a septuagenarian marathon runner.

Brent was relieved to see Lamellisabella was still sitting in the same place and smiling eagerly in his direction. She didn't look too pissed. He should be able to continue from where he left off without too much trouble.

You're going to fuck her. You're actually going to fuck a girl as gorgeous as that.

Mint!

The others hadn't wasted any time. Maddock was already on top and humping away, probably without any kind of protection. For all his pretty boy looks the man had the morals of a sewer rat.

And soon he was going to be doing the same, Brent thought, looking back at Lamellisabella. Fuck, she was so hot.

Something niggled at Brent's thoughts.

He looked back at Maddock. Something wasn't right.

Maddock seemed unusually active in his gyrations. Brent supposed he could be coming, but it looked more like he was struggling. Only his upper body though. It looked like his legs were caught in the sand between her legs. As Brent watched Maddock became more and more upright, as if he'd now sunk into the ground up to his hips. The girl beneath him swung her knees up and as strange as it sounded, to Brent it looked like there were flesh-coloured flaps beneath her legs that extended into the sand beneath her. Her knees bobbed and those flaps seemed to swell out almost like they were gulpi...

Those weren't her legs he realised in horror.

Their motions, it was like the lips of a mouth coming together, a mouth that was currently gulping down a large morsel. He saw the flesh beneath swell and bulge like a throat swallowing. The rest of her body was hidden beneath the sand. He didn't know how deep it went. Very, his intuition said.

What the fuck?

The beach suddenly erupted in pandemonium. Wilson shoved himself free and tried to scramble away. The girl – not a girl, the girl part was just the tip of a long serpentine body – erupted from the sand behind him. She opened her knees and engulfed the lower half of Wilson's body. He scrabbled desperately, unable to find any purchase on the soft sand as the monster girl pulled him deeper between her legs and into her maw with peristaltic gulps.

This was wrong. It was a bright sunny day in paradise. This couldn't be happening. The condom fell from his nerveless fingers and landed in the sand. It lay there, the silver foil glinting under the afternoon sun.

“Fucking run!” Maddock yelled.

He'd sunken so far between the girls legs only his head was visible. About the right height to give her oral, Brent thought. Stevie S. was nowhere in sight.

Brent looked back at Lamellisabella. The innocent beach bunny was gone, replaced by something that regarded Brent with predatory hunger.

He stumbled back in shock and the sight of her prey about to bolt spurred Lamellisabella into action. She dived into the sand of the beach with the same ease as Brent would dive into a swimming pool. Sand sprayed up like a sea spume as a long serpentine body followed Lamellisabella's human form beneath the surface.

It was easy to track her progress as her burrowing sent up a ridge of displaced sand.

A ridge that was heading right for him with great speed.
That was enough to finally shatter Brent's shocked paralysis. He turned and ran. Normally the soft sand should have been an impediment, but raw adrenaline was running through Brent's veins. His terror propelled him up the slope in a frantic series of hops and jumps.

He dived over the ridge and immediately lost his footing on the downward slope on the other side. His foot caught on a root and he was sent tumbling through the thick green vegetation. He crashed down the slope, picking up cuts and bruises before landing in an untidy heap at the foot of the slope.

Where was the Jeep?

Brent was completely disoriented. He was surrounded by thick green vegetation that looked the same in all directions.

No time to puzzle it out now. Loud crashing sounds from behind him told him the pursuit was far from over.

Fuck!

Brent stood up, picked a direction that led away from the noise and started running. He barrelled through the vegetation, smashing branches out of his way in his mad flight. He didn't know where his pursuer was. The sounds of something large smashing through the branches seemed to come from all around him.

The dense greenery suddenly opened out into a shady clearing. Brent sprinted across it, happy that his path was no longer impeded.

He got about halfway across before the ground suddenly erupted beneath him in a shower of soft earth. Brent was sent flying backwards onto his ass. Lamellisabella reared over him. Her naked body hovered above him, swaying like the head of a snake. Her long legs parted to reveal a long, glistening pink tunnel.

Brent scrambled backwards, his limbs thrashing wildly in terror but contributing little in the way of actual movement away from the monster in front of him. Lamellisabella swooped down and Brent felt moist, muscular flesh close around his ankles. He was yanked forwards with a sudden jerk.

“Don'teatmedon'teatmedon'teatmedon'teatme!” Brent blathered over and over in terror.

It had no effect. Each muscular gulp pulled more of his body between her legs. Soft flesh gripped first his knees, then his hips. She forced his struggling arms against the side of his body and pinned them there with her knees. They too were swallowed until only Brent's head remained outside her body.

Then she stopped and sat down.

Anyone walking into the clearing at that point would have seen a very strange sight. It would have looked like someone had buried a man in the ground up to his shoulders and a naked woman was sitting cross-legged over him with her legs folded around his neck.

Brent wasn't in the ground though. He was inside her body, the larger part of it hidden beneath the surface. Powerful muscular walls were wrapped so tightly around his body he couldn't move an inch.

“Don'teatme,” he continued to wail, even though his position was surely hopeless.

“Shh,” Lamellisabella said, putting a warm hand on either side of his head. “I'm not going to eat you.” 

Brent stopped yammering and looked up at her. His terror was stopping him from thinking properly. Random thoughts cascaded and swirled in his mind. He saw how marvellously ripe and full her naked breasts looked and the mixture of lust and fear threw his mind into complete confusion.

Her flesh, soft and moist, slid all across his skin, exploring every nook and secret cranny. It didn't feel that bad. He wasn't dissolving, or being crushed, or any of the many bad things he would have associated with being eaten. It actually felt kind of nice. Her warmth was all around him and it felt like he was being massaged by many caressing hands.

“I have other plans for you,” Lamellisabella said, running her hands down his cheek and along his jaw.

A soft nub of flesh brushed against his intimate parts and Brent jolted in surprise. He felt like he'd just been groped by a hot girl on a club dance floor. He looked up at Lamellisabella with a puzzled expression.

Her soft thighs shifted position around his neck and a pungent, musky odour welled up from inside her body. Brent's head was engulfed in a cloud of pure, stinking sex. The scent flooded into his nostrils and tripped primal triggers in his brain. His thoughts were overrun with potent pornographic imagery, strong enough to drown the fear he felt in a sticky morass of sex, sex and heaving sex.

“I want to mate with you,” Lamellisabella said, her expression sluttish.

The fleshy nub within her body opened up into an orifice that stretched first over the mushroom head of his cock, then engulfed his whole organ right to the base of the shaft. Inside it was soft and wet, like a pussy but as mobile as mouth. It sucked on his cock and Brent immediately started to get hard.

“I was worried when you ran away like that,” Lamellisabella said. “Sometimes your kind gets too frightened to mate.”

Brent only groaned in reply. Her wet orifice squeezed and sucked his cock, taking all of his expanding length. The only time he'd ever felt anything close to this was when that drunken tour guide with the big boobs on Faliraki had given him a thorough and sloppy blow job, and she still seemed like a rank amateur in comparison to what Lamellisabella was doing to him.

“Ooo yes,” Lamellisabella sighed. “Come for me.”

Her face was flushed and her eyes half closed. She tweaked her erect nipples, causing her breasts to sway and bob. Her soft thighs squeezed against the side of his head. The fleshy walls pinioning Brent grew wetter and plusher, almost like he'd been inserted bodily into an enormous pussy.

Brent was lost to helpless pleasure. Her orifice rippled along the length of his shaft, tugging and teasing him, slurping and sucking the head until the sensation was almost too much to bear. Her muscular walls grew softer and warmer. They undulated against his body in a similar rhythm to the smaller orifice sucking on his cock.

As the grip on his body relaxed, Brent instinctively began to thrust his hips against her, groaning as he felt his cock slide deeper into her soft, sumptuous sheath. He couldn't help himself. Her muscular walls aided him, pushing against his back with rhythmic contractions that grew faster and faster as her excitement grew.

“Yes, give me your seed,” Lamellisabella sighed.

Brent was going to come. Even though she was a monster, not even human, he was still going to come. His dick drove back and forth into her fleshy warmth.

He groaned as he felt the orgasm about to hit. Lamellisabella contracted all around his body, pressing her moist flesh so tight against him he couldn't move, could only shudder in place as the pressure of the imminent release thrummed through his body. She pulled his cock deeper into her body and enveloped it in layers of soft flesh that throbbed and then began to suck. He felt her whole body, the great vastness of it beneath the surface, swell and pulse as a powerful suction gripped his cock.

He couldn't withstand it for long. With another pent up groan he erupted inside her like a geyser. He couldn't tell whether it was him spurting his load or her pumping it out of his body like oil from a well. The great mass of her body throbbed and pulsed around him with liquid gurgles as she milked the semen from his balls with enough force they started to ache. Still her flesh pressed tightly against every inch of his body, like he was a lemon and she was intent on squeezing out every last drop of his juice.

Finally she relented and the stream died away to a dribble. The bands of muscle pressing tightly around his body relaxed their grip and Brent was able to slump within her. He sucked in great lungfuls of air. He was shattered. His nerves jangled like discordant piano wires. She'd emptied him.

“This is a nice spot,” Lamellisabella said, looking around her. She could have been discussing having a picnic at a local park. “Quiet and out of the sun.”

Brent let her support him. Her body really was soft and comfortable. It was like being wrapped in a giant cushion.

What now? Brent thought. As the tingling aftermath of pleasure subsided the fear and revulsion returned.

Lamellisabella sat cross-legged above him, eyes closed as if she was meditating. Brent flexed his arms and shoulders in an experiment to see how much give there was. None at all. It might have felt like he was wrapped in the softest of cushions, but they held him imprisoned as effectively as bars of steel.

His struggles caught Lamellisabella's attention. She opened her eyes and smiled down at him. “Didn't you enjoy that?”

Brent, still with only his head poking out between her thighs, looked up and said. “It was... um... nice. Can I go now?”

“No,” Lamellisabella said. “This is only the beginning of the mating. You must relax and prepare yourself for the next burst of seed.” Her flesh massaged his body with long, slow caresses.

The beginning. Only the beginning. But she'd emptied him, drained his balls completely.

“But I don't think I can go again,” Brent said.

Lamellisabella only smiled.

There was a powerful convulsion and Brent's body was flooded with a thick stew of warm liquids. He felt another cloud of pornographic musk bubble up around his body. Her legs parted as she expelled the lascivious perfume and he drew it into his lungs. The smell of sex was far stronger this time. It didn't so much flip the levers in his mind as seize the entire machinery. Rational thought grew difficult as Brent reeled from the erotic onslaught. He glimpsed Lamellisabella through a haze of pornographic memories.

Within her body her fleshy walls massaged warm oils into his skin. A tingling in his balls, at first pleasant, then sinister, spread throughout his body. Brent felt opulent pleasure and overwhelming bliss, but also beneath that was a slight tinge of queasiness. His body was not meant to be used in this way. She was overloading his senses, burning him out through over stimulation.

He wasn't going to survive this.

He looked plaintively up at her, seeking yet dreading confirmation of his fears.

Lamellisabella looked sad.

“The sea is a harsh womb,” she said. “It takes billions of eggs to give one the chance of reaching adulthood.”

Her orifice stretched back over the head of his cock. He felt the great chambers of her body swell and gurgle beneath him as she tightened her grip on his body and prepared to suck.

* * * * *

Ron and Gale Anne walked up the hill to the small restaurant José ran with his family. It had taken a lot of persuasion on Ron's part to get Gale Anne to leave the hotel room this evening. She was still upset about that incident earlier and had followed it with an afternoon of brooding introspection.

José greeted them at the door wearing an immaculate white and black tuxedo.

“That's a nice suit you've got there,” Ron said.

“Tonight is a special occasion,” José replied.

He didn't elaborate, merely leading them through to a small romantic table out on the balcony. The view was breathtaking. Ron could see all the way down to a secluded bay below. Silver moonlight reflected off waves lapping against the shore. It was the perfect setting for a romantic evening.

Ron kissed his wife's hand as José presented them with a bottle of red wine. They didn't speak as they ate. They didn't need to. This was the tenth year they'd come out to the island and every time it was an ideal escape from the rat race back home.

“So what's the special occasion?” he asked José once the meal was over.

José didn't answer. Instead he motioned them to look at the sea below.

“Oh look Ron,” Gale Anne said, awe and wonder in her voice. “The sea's glowing.”

Ron was astounded by what he saw. It looked like someone had scooped up all the stars in the sky and deposited them beneath the waves. Millions of tiny motes, white and shining, floated in the bay. They formed a large cloud as they were caught by the tide and washed out into the sea beyond. Faced with the great darkness of the open sea the lights refused to dim. They sparkled with defiant brilliance as they swirled and whirled in an exuberant dance.

“What is it?” Ron asked.

“Once a year rare creatures come to the island to spawn,” José explained.

“It's beautiful,” Gale Anne said, watching the lights dance and flicker.

“It is one of nature's own fireworks displays,” José said.

“You are a silly woman,” Ron said. “Imagine what you would have missed had you spent the night moping around the hotel. And all over a couple of silly comments from some immature boys.”

“I know, I'm silly,” Gale Anne said.

“You're beautiful.”

“Now you're being silly. I'm old, fat and have wobbly bits all over the place.”

“I say you're beautiful. Does anyone else matter?”

“No,” Gale Anne replied.

She leant close to kiss her husband while a billion sparkling lights danced on the waves below them.

