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      An hour later, everything had changed. My skin still tingled, and the musky scent of sex – hers, mine, ours – was a ghost on the breeze as we walked hand in hand down the path to the beach. We were both totally nude, aiming for a refreshing splash in the surf.

      She glanced up at the headland where my shack sat and stopped walking.

      “Look, Molly! There’s someone sitting in my spot!”

      I followed her gaze. Someone was perched in a concealed position – what to my military eyes was a perfect sniper’s nest – with the long white tube of a telescope poking out from a bush. My original plan to confront the voyeur had gone beautifully, terribly wrong. Now there was a replacement.

      “Another stupid pervert,” I said without thinking. “Oh, sorry, Chloe. Present company excepted.”

      She squeezed my hand. “He’s not very subtle, is he? You’ve ruined me for amateur spies, darling.”

      “But still somebody perving on a nude beach.”

      “Not that there’s anything wrong with that,” she replied. “It’s not illegal to look at naked people who have no expectation of privacy. I’m a lawyer, remember? And I wouldn’t say he’s a pervert, just getting his rocks off in his own kinky way.”

      Not just a lawyer but an Army Reserve officer. We’d already established that. In theory, she outranked me, a former sergeant, but I’d taken a disability discharge and was now a civilian, twenty years of service set aside like my old army boots.

      “Come on, Molly, let’s give him a show!” She let go of my hand and raced off down the path, daypack bouncing on her shoulder and her bare bottom twinkling delightfully.

      “I’ll catch you up,” I called.

      She stopped and looked back to see me crossing my arms under my breasts. No way was I going to run. Chloe’s body was all lean muscle and youthful indifference. Mine had seen more mileage, and gravity is a harsh mistress.

      “I can carry them for you,” she called, grinning.

      “I’ll catch up,” I repeated, walking as fast as I dared.

      Chloe had certainly made the right noises when playing with them only a few minutes ago. The memory sent a fresh wave of heat through me. Clearly she wanted more.

      I watched as she scampered ahead, wondering if the man with the telescope had swung his tin eye in her direction. I looked up at the headland, but the hide was now out of sight behind the rising ground.

      Up ahead, my question was answered. Chloe was on the beach now, bending to spread a beach towel and dumping her daypack on top. I didn’t need a telescope to cop an eyeful. Part of me – the old, tactical part – was annoyed. The rest of me was just … captivated.

      She posed, weight on one leg, hip jutting out provocatively, one hand beckoning me on. When I reached her, she turned me around and pointed. “See your house? Go left nine o’clock, a hundred metres, dip in the ground, in the shadow of the foliage …”

      “Seen,” I said, my voice tight.

      “Smile for the crowd, Molly!” she said, adopting a parade-ground ‘at-ease’ position, feet apart, hands clasped behind her back.

      “Chloe!”

      “You’re on a nude beach, darling. No one here is wearing clothes. Smile for me?”

      That ‘darling’ did it. I smiled, and copied her pose. She looked me up and down, her own smile turning into a hungry grin.

      “I should drag you into the trees right now and show you a good time. C’mon!”

      She took my hand and raced me into the surf. The water was shockingly cold, and I shrieked as a wave lapped at my tender parts. Deeper we went, until the water reached our shoulders and we were half-floating, lifted off our feet by each incoming wave. She moved her hand from mine, her fingers making a very thorough job of exploring my sandy crevices under the water. I countered by finding the firm points of her nipples.

      “Mmmm. That’s nice,” she murmured, “but we’re supposed to be washing our sins away, not making more.”

      Hypocrite. I pulled my hips away on a surge of foam and she moved her hands up to cup my breasts, the salt water buoying them up, making them feel weightless and young again.

      The water receded, leaving us exposed to the waist just as a rogue wave bore down on us. I went under. She tried to leap over it. I was tossed around in the surging, sandy water and I bobbed to the surface to see Chloe tumbling upside-down in the froth, limbs everywhere.

      She surfaced, sputtering, short blonde hair plastered to her skull like a helmet. Then she saw me, and a huge, unguarded laugh burst out of her. She blew me a kiss. And in that silly, salt-stung, breathless moment, I felt something crack open in my chest. Oh, I thought. There it is. I think I lost my heart to her.

      Wading over, she gave me a quick hug. “We’re going to need a shower after this. I’m going to be salt and sand everywhere.”

      I could feel some grittiness down there myself. I inclined my head toward my house on the headland. “Shower’s waiting. We could soap each other up.”

      “But we’ve got a bathtub right here. Follow me!”

      She led me towards the rocks at the end of the beach. “Careful,” she said. “Some of these are sharp on bare feet.”

      Twenty years in combat boots had left the soles of my feet shockingly tender. Every shell and sharp edge was a tiny, vicious assault. I felt absurdly vulnerable.

      “Here we are,” Chloe said, as we reached a large, sheltered pool. She sat on the smooth rock ledge, her back to the beach, and patted the space beside her. “Sit down and relax.”

      I gingerly lowered myself onto the rock. The cool stone was a strange, pleasant sensation.

      “Like sitting on a marble pedestal, eh?” she said, reading my mind. She perched on the edge, spread her thighs, and began splashing water between them, her fingers making quick, efficient work of any sand. She was so completely at ease, as if she were washing her hands at a sink. I couldn’t look away.

      “Relax,” she said, noticing my fixed gaze. “No one can see us. No one on the beach, that is.”

      My eyes inadvertently glanced up towards the hide. I clamped my knees shut.

      Chloe laughed. “If you’re such a prude, I can do it for you. I’d like that. So would you.” She gave herself one last rub. “Best hurry, we’ll get burnt without sunscreen. Don’t worry about Lachlan; he’s harmless. Probably filling up one of his juice bottles with hot sperm right now just looking at your tits. Let him have his fun.”

      “They worked as bait for you,” I said, the words slipping out before I could stop them. The bait. It had worked, just not on the ‘pervert’ I was hunting, and not with the result I had planned.
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