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 Introduction To
A Day At The Beach

 


One man decides that
outdoors, right in the public eye, is the best place to have fun
with himself. However, even the best laid
plans can fail. At the hands of two sexy officers of the law how
will the young pervert fair and, especially, when the very thing he
desired becomes a kinky game with bigger stakes than just a little
kinky police harassment. (Please note that
this is a very hardcore title. Some acts might offend.)

On another matter, this
book contains a book from the Simple Fantasies Series. With each
new book for the next 40 books we intend to place one of the books
from SF in as bonus material. Today it's A
Sexy Voice: A short story about a woman
that loses her heart to a hot man's voice.

 


Thank you for reading Sophie Sin's work.

 


Much appreciation,

 


Kenneth Guthrie

Editor & Publisher

Lunatic Ink
Publishing



A Day At The Beach

 


About midday, a nice
family beach and one pervert...

 


Masturbating in public at the beach with all
these people around is fucking awesome.

It was a sunny day when I decided, unknown to
my friends and family that came along, that I wanted to find out
exactly what it feels like to cleverly cover myself with sand and
jerk my dick in the comfort of a condom in my shorts until I came
with my mum and dad about 10 meters away and my older sister's sexy
friends of 23-30 (my target age group as I'm 25 myself) running
around whacking about a large rubber beach ball in tiny bikinis on
this hot sunny day in a game similar to beach volleyball but with
more jumping and bouncing tits.

For a life lived in perversion this is only
the beginning.

My hand slowly and carefully works up and
down the shaft. I make no sign that I'm rock hard and turned on
like crazy but I am.

A short distance away from where my father is
attempting to give us all food poisoning through his usual,
unintentional, under-cooking of a bunch of raw meat, there is a
damn fine slice of meat playing with her little boy.

The woman clearly is a hot MILF.

My eyes are locked on her rounded rear as I
brush my fingers over the tip of my cock. How can someone of near
40 have such a gorgeous wide ass? I close my eyes and see things as
they should be.

 


I would be smooth and have the kid play with
my sister's friends while I took the woman to the toilet stalls up
top of the beach. There I'd slowly remove those panties with a
strong look of lust in my eyes and fall to my knees to perform what
is most certainly my favorite sexual act: Licking the woman's
glorious cunt.

Her juices would drip down my chin as I
jerked on my (imaginary) massive cock. Those brown eyes – I assume
they are that color – would look down on me with desire.

When it all became too much, I would take
her and spin her and push my cock into the folds of her hairy
bikini waxed pussy and feel the fullness of a womanhood that has
birthed some man's child.

A few strands of her long black hair would
be held to my nose. I would inhale the scent of her aromatic
shampoo as I fucked her rear hard enough to create a mini-tsunami
of sex in her body. The waves of a near orgasmic experience would
crash on the rocks of her consciousness until...

“Sir, take your hand off your
penis.”

 


I blink. I blink
several times. Blue trousers. Woman.
Probably my height, but older than me. Her boots look worn and they
have sand on them. They are police issue. I've seen them before –
many, many times.

“Why, if it isn't Officer
Rule.”

Officer Rule is hot as they get. How she got
into the police force looking like a porn star is beyond me. It's
like someone took the hottest women I can imagine and then spliced
her with the hottest woman anyone could imagine and then made that
10,000 times more hot. That's about half as hot as Officer Rule
is.

“He's still got his shorts
on.”

My heart sinks and my hard-on grows.

Unfortunately for everyone involved,
including my family and the MILF and everyone on the beach, Officer
Rule's partner Sally Anne is young – 23 years old maybe? – sweet as
a button and has the appearance of an innocent young woman that
probably doesn't know what a man's cock looks like, let alone has
fucked one.

Looks can be deceiving,
however: The woman is a slut and
a sadist.

“That's good because I'm
taking you in, Pervert.”

I'm fairly sure that they know my name, but
neither of them use it. The way they say it is with the kind of
hate that only women who have had their fair share of guys perve on
them can bring out. These two have a special hate for my kind.

“Officers...”

I'm pushed into the sand. I splutter as my
mother comes over and looks down in disgust.

“What was he doing?” the
mother unit demands.

“Touching himself and
staring at that child.”

That has me hot and enraged.

“It was the mother, thank you.”

“We will have to verify
that at the station,” Office Rude announces. “If you've turned from
perversion to something worse, I'll be throwing the book at
you.”

My mother nods in agreement.

“I should have spanked him
more as a child. It makes me sick that he turned out like
this.”

It's hard not to roll my eyes. The spankings
were what caused this. If I'd had any more then I might really have
become what Officer Rude is suggesting.

“Lock him up long,” my
mother suggests before informing the family that the son is going
to be away for awhile – again.

They yank me out of the sand and cuff me
then drag me to the waterfront and chuck me in.

“That's to cool you down,”
Rude states.

Looking at her huge tits speckled with drips
of water on the blue of her uniform, I do not feel cool at all. Why
does it always have to be these two? It only can get worse from
here.


About 20 minutes later in the station...

 


What worse looks like is this.

Sally Anne is squatting on the other side of
the bars and her damn pants are so tight because her legs are
perfectly formed – an innocent work of art where even the slight
inward curve of the knees makes you think she'd make the perfect
virgin bride – that the puff of her pubic mound and the faintest
hint of her pussy lips, the dip in the middle causing a
extraordinary painful hard-on to form, showing through the
fabric.

“Look at the pervert,
boss,” she's saying to officer rude, who is currently leaning back
with a ice cold bottle of cola against her sexy forehead as there
is no air conditioning in the small beach side station. A fact that
has me coated with sweat. “He's got a hard-on again.”

They wrapped plastic wrap – the really
strong kind that doesn't bend so easy – around my waist after
humiliating me by removing my shorts (because they have 'naughty
juice' on it, as Sally Anne proclaimed in her high 'never been
fucked' voice half way up the beach) and making me jog here with a
boner as they rode their quad bike behind beeping the horn and
hooting for me to hurry the hell up. The agony of having my cock
strapped to my balls while it's loaded with blood is horrifying. I
want to touch myself so bad, but I can't. It hurts so bad...

“Is this what is making you
horny?” Sally Anne asks.

The woman running two fingers down her
little pink tongue and then over the crotch of her super tight
trousers has me groaning in pain.

“Look at him,” the woman
spits out in amusement with a high haunty laugh, “His dick is going
to break.”

I'm laid out on my side against the firm
concrete of the floor with my hands cuffed behind my back and twist
ties around my ankles connecting me to the bars. The station cell
is quite spacious, but they didn't want me annoying the other
inmates. As there was only an old bum who got too drunk earlier and
was kicked out pretty quick anyway, I don't understand the need.
Or, I didn't until right now.

Sally Anne tickles her pussy for a little
and then takes out a cigarette pack and lighter from her rear
pant's pocket.

“I don't smoke, but guys
like you make me super mad.”

It's said so cutely that you'd think she was
talking about having a cute little tantrum. Unfortunately, this is
where the sadist part comes in.

Lighting up, she takes a long puff and blows
smoke at me before taking the lit cigarette and pointing it at the
space between my big and little toe.

“STOP!”

Officer Rude's voice rings in the room.

“You will not burn the
prisoner.”

There's some quiet and Sally Anne looks
annoyed. She stubs the cigarette out and mumbles that she was just
kidding. The young woman leaves me be for a time and fills out some
paper work at the other desk. Finally, Rude comes over and looks
down from on high in her lofty distasteful manner. There is no
doubt that she hates me with a vengeance.

“I'm putting you down as
looking at the kid and jerking off.”

Those words hit me like a punch in the
balls.

“Why?” I get out through a
pressure that feels like it'll crush me.

“Because you are a
nuance.”

“I wasn't looking at the
kid.”

Sally comes over. She squats down again and
I groan.

“Is he going to get his
butt hurt in jail, boss?”

The other woman shrugs.

“You know what they do to
his kind. He'd probably like it.”

“I definitely won't,” I insist
immediately.

“That's too bad,” Officer
Rude states, “because that's how it's going to be.”

They walk off and leave me. I'm not done yet
though. There has to be a way out. This is police harassment. They
can't do this!

“Hey---! Hold on. There has
to be something I can do.”

Officer Rude is drinking her cola now. Some
spills down her jaw to her neck and I nearly cum on thinking about
that liquid slipping down between those tits.

“There's nothing you can
do.”

Silence.

“There has to
be.”

“I told you there's
nothing.”

“Please.”

I'm begging now.

Sally Anne strolls back over with a hot
coffee and silently pours some on my toes while Officer Rude isn't
looking. I bite back a cry as I figure any signs of mistreatment
might help me out once I can get a lawyer.

“Please?” the young woman
mocks. “We've arrested you so often...” her hand flicks to the side
and a pose of amused destructive intent that matches the sadistic
enjoyment in her eyes is given. “... that you've probably used up a
whole lot of public resources by now.”

Bending from the waist, which makes the
police shirt curve around her small tits, and staring down at me
with her eyebrows raised, she says, “A guy like you is no use to
anyone. You can't even do your business in a woman. What does the
world need of a pervert like you.”

I grit my teeth.

“I can to do it in a
woman.”

Rude snorts.

“You are a public flasher,
a filthy jerking pervert, and a professional peeper. You will go to
jail.”

My thoughts are wild with anger. I don't
realize that I'm being led down the garden path of a wicked scheme
until they spring it on me moments later.

“I'm good with the ladies,”
I insist.

Sally Anne starts laughing. She doesn't stop
as I continue.

“I've had over 15 women in
my bed. Everyone was pleased. They all came. How dare you two say I
can't do my business like a man.”

Officer Rude shrugs.

“We didn't say that. You
are useless though.”

“No.”

“No?” Sally Anne imitates,
making me sound like a clown.

“I can do
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