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         It was the summer I turned eighteen. It was a good summer and a lot of the time the weather was hot. Before we even left, I’d decided that this would be the last time – the very last time – I went on holiday with my parents. That’s why, from the offset, I’d never have believed something so exciting could happen on holiday with my parents.


We were on the beach. It was an idyllic spot over on one of the larger islands on the west coast where we usually went on summer holiday. The sun beat down, but a slight breeze made the temperature more bearable. There weren’t that many people on the beach as usual except for a few local families with small children. And us, of course – maybe the beach’s most frequent visitors. To be honest, I felt a bit too old to go to the beach with my mum and dad, and especially my little brother, who could be a real pain at times. But to my great surprise, there were two girls on the beach lying not far from us. Both of them were older than me. I recognised the one with dark hair. She lived up the hill behind our summer house. I’d never seen her blonde friend before. Well, I hadn’t seen either of them in a bikini before....

          

Like an idiot I’d forgotten my sunglasses at home, so it was a bit of a pain trying to sneak a look at these two girls who’d recently become women. With a furtive gaze, I snuck a look at as much as I could see of their tits and thighs. I don’t think they noticed me. They must have been about twenty years old. I was quite probably of no interest to them.


I lay there wondering what kind of kinds go topless and which don’t when they got up and got ready to go home. Out of the corner of my eye, I watched them getting changed. Maybe they’d fumble with their towels and flash a bit of flesh. Imagine if the towel slipped while they were changing! Unfortunately, they were too experienced for that. The dark-haired one didn’t even use a towel. She just pulled on a grey miniskirt and a matching singlet and then removed her bikini underneath. Slightly despondent, I sighed. The fun was over. I began to wonder if it was time to go home.


Suddenly, I felt a bulge growing in my swimming trunks. The darker girl stood with her back to me, bending over her bag while she packed up her things. She was standing with her legs straight, and her upper body bent right over – just how you should never stand when picking something up. Her miniskirt was so short that I easily caught a glimpse of her white panties. It occurred to me; of course, she wasn’t wearing panties! What I was looking at was her hairy pussy. My dick started to throb, trapped in my cold, tight swimming trunks. It needed more space. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing: it was almost unreal. I quickly glanced about. Had no one else seen what had happened? She didn’t have any panties on! My mother was swimming in the water with my little brother, and my father was lying half asleep in the sunshine. No one else except me had spotted that this naughty girl had flashed her pussy to the whole world. Oh, it was so great to watch. Two large, juicy lips. They looked so soft. In my thoughts, I reached out a hand and stuck my finger between....


         She got up with all her things gathered together, ready to leave. Damn! My dick was really stiff. I had to turn over, convinced my trunks were about to split. As I turned over, I saw that the blonde was looking at me. Our eyes met. My heart skipped a beat. Shit! She’d definitely seen me. I closed my eyes and tried to act as if nothing had happened, but the feeling of being caught made me blush. Whatever... I hadn’t done anything wrong, had I? It was she who’d flashed the beach.


The girls left and I felt restless. I really felt like heading home to wank off, fantasising about this very naughty girl. I’m sure she did it on purpose. Shit! My hard-on was really pressing on my trunks. So I put on my shorts, mumbled something to my dad about heading to the shop, and set off for home. After about five minutes walking, I started to feel slightly panicky, catching sight of the blonde and brown-haired girl wandering ahead of me. Bloody hell! Why were they walking so slowly? I tried to keep my distance, and it was alright until they spotted me.


Then they stopped. My blood turned to ice; nevertheless, I walked a bit closer. I couldn’t help myself. I somehow had the upper hand, didn’t I? I saw that they were talking but, damn, I was sure the blonde had spotted me staring. Shit! What were they going to do? Were they going to have a go at me?


Just as I thought I was going to walk past them without a problem, I hear one of the girls say: “Did you like what you saw...?”


It was the dark-haired girl. I could feel their sneering eyes on me. I didn’t know where to look. How do you answer a question like that? I blushed.


“It’s your turn now,” she said, her voice unwavering. Tough.
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