A Voyeur is Born by UK Snowy

Chapter One - The Seeds
'Jason, Jason - look, help me please. Something's wrong with me,' cried Dom, banging his brother's shoulder.

'Fuck off Dom, you arsehole. Look at the time,' Jason muttered from under his bedclothes.

'Yeah But Jason look. This is not right,' wailed the younger lad, puzzled at such an unusually brusque reaction from Jason.

At twelve years old, Dominic relied heavily on Jason who was fifteen and the two were as close as two brothers ever were. Even with their age difference they loved, trusted and confided in each other. They did many things together, as much as their age difference allowed.

'Dom - It's 7.15 on a Saturday morning and I always sleep in on Saturday. Come to think of it so do....Fucking hell!' chuckled Jason after he had turned and sleepily peeked from under his duvet. 'That's a beauty Dom. You done it all by yourself?'

'No I didn't,' the young one declared defiantly. ' It was just there when I woke up. What's wrong Jason?'

'Nothing Dom. Don't tell me that's the first time it's happened.'

'Yes, that's what I'm trying to tell you, what's wrong?' pleaded Dom.

'Nothing's wrong mate,' said Jason rising upright and swinging his legs free. 'That happens to everyone in the morning, look.'

He flung the duvet off and Dom stared at Jason's erection sticking out under his tee-shirt and then down at his own stiffy, the very thing that had him so worried. His little cock stuck rigidly up against his bare belly, fully five inches long and looking red raw with his pink knob end vividly exposed. Jason's on the other hand was a good seven inches and thicker with still a fold of foreskin sheltering the deep rim of his helmet. Jason made Dom sit by his side and stroked his own cock making Dom's eyes goggle.

'What you doing Jas? the lad asked.

'Hasn't mum told you?' said Jason quietly, seeing Dom shake his head while his eyes were fixed on Jason's lazy movement.

'Yeah well, with all this trouble with dad - I mean he told me all about it ages ago, but I suppose I can. It's nothing mate,' he added comfortingly. 'It's a good time to talk about it when we've both got them, but it's fucking early you little sod.'

He bashed Dominic with a pillow, the lad returning the good natured assault and then they jostled each other with fits of giggles until they settled, Dom noticing how both morning glories had somewhat dissipated.

Jason went through the whole erection thing in detail with Dom, who sat open mouthed all through the illustrated lecture. Dom stroked his own hardon and found he liked it and gloried in how soon it rose again. Sex with girls was described in colourful ways and actions, including the mysteries of their bodies and as a climax, Jason showed Dom the perfect way to treat his erection. They wanked together in magnificent brotherhood until Jason came into a tissue, Dom having shot his load in seconds, Jason having to stop and catch it. Dom learned that an erection was natural in all men, girls expected it to happen and it was just a matter of time when he would start to get interested in girls as against Play Stations, skateboards, science and maths which he was especially good at and loved doing.

'Domeeeeeey!' came the call up the stairs.

Marilyn Deacon had called twice already as her two sons were in the last seconds of Jason's cumming and they had ignored her, Jason's face so contorted in effort he couldn't speak and Dom dumbfounded at the speed of his big brother's wrist and the amount of cum that spouted from his cock.

Dom called down, a touch breathlessly and soon made his way to the kitchen. His mum tutted and shook her head at his tousled but beaming countenance and placed his breakfast in front of him. She hummed cheerily as she went about her housework and Dom watched her with a slightly different viewpoint from the previous day. Jason had said that she was up to something and he indicated by pointing to his cock, flashing raised eyebrows and hinting at it, giving it the reason for Greg Deacon to have left her. Now Dominic found he was wondering what her cu...cun....cunn er!..cunt looked like. Jason said it was the right word.

Dom watched his mother's shapely body zoom noisily round him in a flurry of tidying and then she proceeded to pack some food and drinks. Marilyn was a spectacularly glamorous soul. A slightly prominent but shapely nose carried a designer pair of optical gold rimmed spectacles as she was very short sighted. Lush lips framed evenly matched white teeth always formed in a ready smile. Clear bright blue eyes complimented her tidy, but carefully reckless bleached blonde hair, which cascaded softly onto bare sun tanned shoulders. Over them stretched two thin straps precariously supporting a flimsy pink silk top which clung to her upper chest, the steep slopes of her bouncing breasts and hung straight down from the tips of her erect nipples. Dom saw this as nothing strange as Marilyn was always dressed something like this, complete with the tight denims which were like a glove. But now he noticed - when Marilyn turned, how the shape of her jeans were clearly defined into the crack between her legs, which Jason had described so perfectly. He didn't know it but he had seen his first cameltoe. He felt his cock rising and allowed it freedom to do so in his shorts and felt no embarrassment. Jason said it was normal and natural once it had started to happen to him.

'Beach this weekend Dom. Something new for you to experience and meet some of my new friends,' she trilled. 'Jason is going on his holiday later this afternoon with his friends from school on that adventure course. He can let himself out, but I'll pack for him. Haven't we got a lovely day for the beach darling?' Marilyn added squatting at his side and throwing her bare silky smooth arms round Dom.

She kissed his cheek as he saw the squashed view of her boobs against his arm down the front of her top . The beach sounded OK but new? They often went to the beach - aah! when his dad was around before, he thought. Experience? New friends? It all sounded rather strange. She smelled very nice though and he swiped away with his wrist, the lipstick which she always deposited on his cheek.

'I've had a letter from your father and I'm sorry to say he has decided to stay away and I don't know for how long. Sorry darling,' she gushed as she ironed some shirts, her boobs swinging freely with each steaming thrust of the iron. 'It's his fault and I know you, Jason and Sara miss him, but he has made his bed and must lie on it.'

She suddenly stopped talking and ironing and stared fixedly out into the back garden realising what she had said.

'Is Sara staying at college?' Dom asked quietly thinking of his eighteen year old sister.

'Mm!' murmured Marilyn.

'Well why can't I have her room it’s much bigger than mine?'

'We'll see darling, we'll see,' Marilyn shrugged the problem away and carried some clothes from the kitchen.

Chapter Two - The Conception
'This is the place, ah! there are the others,' said Marilyn, driving her VW Golf GTi towards some gates on the beach road.

Dom sat quietly beside her, fiddling with his game. The beach road was much longer than he expected, but they usually didn't come down this far. The popular spots, kiosks, bars and hotels had fizzled out about a kilometre back and now it was wire fences and beyond there were sand dunes, when visibility was possible through the heavy belt of trees lining the sand swept road. Two cars were parked near some gates and Dom stayed in the car and watched as his mum strolled over to them. She leaned her arms on one and talked inside to the occupants, whilst gently swaying her butt which was now cased in tiny white frayed denim shorts, which could not quite conceal the exposed arcs of her lower buttocks. Her long tanned legs stretched and bent in turn, making the impossibly high heels of her white mules grind into the sand below. Two truck drivers passed and whistled. She ignored them. Dom could see other people besides the drivers in one of the cars and wondered who they would be.

Marilyn waved gaily back to him and then went through a set of wicket gates with two other women, one tall, bulky and sporty looking, the other short, quite old and grey. Soon she returned, smiling as always and they followed the other cars in convoy into the Sunshine Reach Camp. Marilyn slowed at the gate office and a stern lady peered in at him. They all parked up, Dom noticing two young girls who got out of the other car and proceeded to unload and made their way to the beach, passing chalets, tents, campervans, restaurants and many women and girls who were totally naked. Dom's eyes were swivelling out of their sockets, there were so many people to stare at.

On the beach the three adults spread out towels, unfolded chairs, positioned cool boxes and started to erect wind breaks. Dom laid a towel a few feet away from them. The two girls did the same, forming a triangle of groups. There were no other bathers within two hundred metres.

'Thought this was female only place,' grunted Erith, glaring at Dom as she lit a cigarette.

'It's OK E,' said Val, the much older lady. 'Marilyn has proved Dom is only twelve and that's the limit as you well know.'

'Well no one else brings their boys,' sulked Erith, starting to undress. Dom stared as she uncovered her boobs. His cock tensed and he liked it.

'Look...if it's a problem, then we can..' suggested Marilyn, who was interrupted by Val, waving her hand dismissively towards Erith, who by now was totally topless.

'Take no notice Marilyn and Dom,' Val smiled sweetly at him. 'It is perfectly OK. Now why don't you play with Sandi and Mary, Dom?'

He dragged his eyes away from the first pair of live naked breasts apart from his mother's that he had ever seen and glanced over at the other two members of the party. They stared at him. Sandi - the youngest girl who was quite chubby, was already naked and absently shoving sand around with her foot. He gulped as he got many views of her pussy, it's hairless little slit couched neatly in a puffy vee. His cock went into independent overdrive as she turned round onto her hands and knees and crawled away from the group towards a nearby pool of seawater after high tide. Her puckered brown bum hole was clearly visible to him and he noticed how deliciously her buttocks rolled with each slide of her knees. Mary - who was still dressed in a loose tee-shirt and sand coloured cargo shorts, watched her and then Dom in turn and sat with her knees tight up under her chin. Her long legs were golden brown and he saw a light covering of shiny down all over them.

He heard his mum shriek with laughter which was her hall mark and looking at the adults saw that Erith was stark naked, standing and trying to hammer the wind break further into the ground. Her stout butt, with it's cellulite dimples quivered and her droopy little boobs wobbled with each stroke of the mallet.

'Fucking thing,' moaned Erith, the cigarette clamped at the side of her mouth. 'There is sometimes even I admit to the usefulness of a man.'

'God!' gasped Val. 'Never thought I'd hear you say that and less of the swearing in front of the children please.'

The windbreak pole refused to penetrate the sand any further and when Erith let go of it, it collapsed.

'Dominic darling. Give Erith a hand will you,' called Marilyn.

'What a lovely name - Dominic,' mused Val, watching his reaction of pained compliance as he raised himself from his towel. 'But she'll have no use for his hand darling,' she cackled, joined by the other two.

'Nor anything else he's got,' muttered Erith, with some humour.

'God! Thank goodness for that,' giggled Marilyn, recalling what indeed her two sons packed in their pants, then whispering. 'He's just a baby.'

Her mind drifted to Greg and how extremely well endowed he was and how the two boys had inherited the same prodigious genitals. She certainly missed Greg’s heavy duty rogering of her always ready pussy and the fact he understood her need for it and not the orgasm that many men seemed to think was what women yearned every time they had sex.

The boy - unaware of the point of the women's jokes, shuffled over dutifully, peering at the waiting and formidable Erith's fleshy nude body as he neared her. He noticed how her nipples were very soft and pale but almost growing inwards, such was the dimple they created within the pink saucer round them. She thrust the mallet at him and he shifted the pole and easily smashed the pole firmly in. The butch woman took the mallet without a thankyou or a smile and turned her back on him. Marilyn glowed with pride and Val expressed her thanks. Dom had spotted Erith's completely bare shaved pussy, with it's attendant snake and dagger tattoo about three centimetres above. He also caught sight of a very untidy bunch of skin dangling between her muscular thighs. It looked so different to what he had seen on Sandi and puzzled over that as he wandered back to his beach towel. Val had her back to him and was folding clothing and all he could see was a thin, bony but very bronzed back. Her long grey hair was pulled tightly into a bunch that flowed halfway down her ribby looking torso. Mary had joined Sandi at the pool and he lay face down to watch, but keeping an eye on the adults.

Marilyn stripped off quickly and Dom saw her in a different light to when she was naked at home. Many were the times she was bare all over the house. Greg, his dad had been the same so he was used to naked forms, but now amongst females of all ages, his interest was somehow different. Marilyn's not enormous, but nicely full tits sagged and wobbled as she fussed around her towel and bags and again the lad had views from behind. He tensed his cock without thought as his mum kneeled, showing him the foisty darkness through her brown haired crotch. Marilyn never shaved her mott or her armpits these days, although Greg had always insisted on a bikini line trim and definitely no pit fluff. Dom didn't know this of course. His cock hardened and he shuffled his belly deeper into the sand, wondering if he would get a clear view at her cunt.

'Mary. You getting naked then?' called out Val, catching Dom's attention with the newly discovered key word "naked".

'It's OK Grandma,' the girl called back waving, but staying with Sandi.

'So it's her parents chalet we are using this weekend. That's nice,' murmured Marilyn. 'Your son - that's right is it Val?'

'Yes, Jim and Dodie. They're in Tenerife with a gang of friends. I use this as much as them, more some years,' answered Val. 'Mary? You know the rules, this isn’t a textiles,' she called again.

The girl stood and waved petulantly back. Sandi called cheerily to Dominic.

Dom ignored her and watched fascinated as Val then stood - turned to face him and drew off her shorts. Her boobs fell as long as her elbows, as she cleared the garment from her feet and then stood up. The length of her tits amazed him as they were long, flabby and empty looking, but right at the bottom, they ballooned out into small globes mounted with the most extraordinarily long nipples. Dom was fixated as he took in her wrinkled, but healthy countenance, her smiling intelligent face and the complete absence of any whiteness to her body. She stepped forward from where Erith's head was concealing Val's lower body and he saw the huge bush of grey hair at Val's crotch. Dominic wondered what her cunt would look like and determined to see it before he left the beach. He pushed hard on his belly and felt the satisfying ridge of his stiffy inside his shorts. Val sat and picked up a book. Erith was already reading and Marilyn happily gazed about the beach. He stared at Val's ancient body and saw how hard it was although wrinkles appeared whenever she twisted. Her buttocks sagged a bit and her legs were sort of stringy he noticed.

Dom turned his attention on Sandi and Mary. Sandi was sat in the pool now, her hands making paddling motions each side of her and Mary stood quietly watching, with arms folded. She felt his eyes boring into her and glanced at Dom who stared back. She pouted as Sandi said something to her and then slowly she sauntered back to the adults, passing Dom's blatant stare.

'What's the problem Mary?' asked Val.

'It's Dominic isn't it? Told you so,' announced Erith, noticing Mary's sulky face. She swung her legs round and planted them wide.

Dom could see right up between them and saw her overhanging belly and it's roll over the fat vee at her crotch. The chair edge masked her cunt and he dearly wanted to see it.

'Look, honestly,' declared Marilyn.' We can go if she's not happy with him being here.'

'Nonsense Marilyn,' said Val firmly. 'Never heard anything so silly. It's up to her but she's been on many public beaches where men were naked and so was she, like from when she was a baby. It's silly and babyish.'

'Grandma,' whined Mary, her legs coiled under her. She picked absently at a cotton thread on the hem of her shorts.

'Look the boy is twelve, right Marilyn?' asked Val. Marilyn nodded. 'You are sixteen and should know better, but it's up to you, but a terrible waste of a day like this and if you go on like this, you’ll have to go textiles,' added Val with a majestic sweep of her graceful arm round the sun drenched beach.

'Let her be V,' said Erith. 'The kid doesn't want to and that's that.'

'Yes but if Marilyn goes, she won't get to meet Mickey,' said Val almost hissing the name. ' I mean later.'

'But I have met him Val - you know that. That's OK,' insisted Marilyn, who suddenly had a flush at the mention of her new lover's name. 

‘Well you know what I mean Marilyn. The only time you met him was at that party and I know you two hit it off,’ chuckled the old girl.

Marilyn smiled shyly and nodded.

The other two didn't know she had seen him several times since their introduction through Val, at a cocktail party a few weeks ago to celebrate the opening of Erith’s sculpture exhibition and he thrilled her with his sex drive, not forgetting of course, his wealth, his soon-to-be unattached status and his charming middle aged ways. His enormous dick excited her and she had enjoyed it on their third date. He had requested her discretion for a few weeks until his final divorce papers came through. Now he was available and had made it known he and Marilyn would be meeting that evening.

'Uncle Mickey can't come here,' sulked Mary petulantly. 'Anyway I'm going in the water.'

With that, she started to undress with an angry flounce every time she discarded a garment, knowing Dom was watching every move. He saw the tee-shirt and shorts tossed onto her towel and then she part turned away and unfastened her lacy white brassiere. Still seated she had a difficult time wriggling out of her plain white panties and Dom drove his erection into the sand as she finally tidied her clothes after Val had reminded her. The girl peered round at him, then round the beach as if checking who would be watching her grand entrance, then Mary stood and Dom gasped in admiration at the perfect teenage shape, statuesquely posing for him, almost teasing him. She smiled knowing the impact and then stepped off the towels and ran briskly to meet with Sandi who had walked into the waves.

Mary's golden blonde hair flowed round her shoulders in the warm breeze at the shoreline. Her high pert upturned breasts had puffy mounds - almost like extensions to her tits. He was stunned. The tiniest of buds pointed heavenwards from their tips, pale pink and tender. Her flat smooth belly narrowed into a golden triangle of pale fluffy hair, not quite concealing her slit which was neat and unblemished. She stooped to help Sandi turn over a stone and Dom saw her firm hard buttocks uncoil and flex as her long limbs stretched all the way down to neatly painted toe nails.

'You getting naked too Dom? It is the rules. Textiles is the clothing beach – that right?' trilled Marilyn, jolting his brain out of Mary gear. She gestured encouragingly for him to do so.

‘Yes, that’s the term for it,” assured Val.

'Yeah OK mum,' he grinned back.

'Plenty of oil for your first time darling,' she cooed as he drew off his shirt.

He knew Mary was watching, as were the others, now that he stood. The attraction to their eyes was the impressive bulge in his shorts. 

Erith's thoughts were - Oh no that's disgusting
Val's - Never mind it will soon go
Marilyn's - He will show them what we Deacon's are made of
Mary's - Oh my God
Sandi was peering under a rock.

Dom glanced round him. There were no other bathers for about a hundred metres. He gulped realising the significance of the moment, scanning his mum and her friends and the two girls. Marilyn nodded, spotting that he needed reassurance and wrinkled her nose. Do it Dom, she was communicating. He stood up and flung off his shirt with abandon. 

'Da da!' exclaimed his mum like a fanfare as she took the cap off the oil.

Erith tutted, but watched closely.

Sandi heard Marilyn's utterance and glanced up the beach just as Dominic peeled down his shorts. He kicked them off casually and all five females reacted in their own way, but there was a stereophonic chorus of gasps as Dom's erection angled out from his groin at a proud and throbbing forty-five degrees.

'Dom let me oil you,' called Marilyn, beckoning him and waving the oil bottle.

He sauntered the few steps and let his doting mother plaster his pale skin with the unction. With each carefree slap of her manicured hand, his cock quivered and Erith and Val had close-ups of each magnificent throb of his dick as Marilyn knelt up. Her tits wobbled in tune with his cock dance. His mum gestured for him to finish the job, meaning his genitals and with relish, great bravado and the pure innocence of an initiate, Dom took the plastic container and slapped and stroked his dick and balls with lavish portions of oil. He glistened like a young Greek god when he handed the oil back to her and she grinned proudly at the other two adults. Without a word, he turned and strode purposely down towards Mary and Sandi.

'Big lad you've got there Marilyn,' chuckled Val.

'I knew it was a mistake,' chuntered Erith, trying to hide behind a magazine. 'Shouldn’t be allowed.'

'Oh come off it E,' said Val kindly, smiling at Marilyn who frowned towards the lesbian. 'He's a good looking boy and proud of it. You've seen plenty of mature seasoned nudists get a hardon before. What do you expect when he's surrounded by such beauty?'

'Beauty! What us? An old bag, a dyke and his own mum. Be serious Val,' muttered Erith glancing and getting Marilyn's disapproving glare.

'I think she means Mary and Sandi,' said Marilyn softly - nodding towards the young ones and getting a smile of approval from Val who started to read again.

Erith tutted and turned to her magazine.

Mary stood with her back to him and fiercely concentrated on some sand patterns as he reached them somewhat slowly, gleefully taking in her perfect shaped butt. Sandi stared at his groin, gulped then shrugged and stood to venture further into the water.

'Come on Dominic it's lovely in here,' Sandi shouted as she leapt into the mild surf. 

He followed her jumping over the waves and laughing as he stumbled and fell into the sea. Sandi leapt into a wave and fell close to him and splashed him and they splashed merrily, playing as if they had known each other for years. His erection soon waned. Mary paddled out and was relaxing in the surf. She went back up the beach and brought a ball and the three youngsters had half an hour of fun in thigh deep water.

Marilyn and Val joined them and the beach echoed with joyous laughter as all five played ball. Dom's erection was obviously forgotten, but he loved the way his mum's tits bounced, Val's swung and slapped against her toned torso and Mary's quivered and shone. Little Sandi had the start of nice perky mounds on her chubby chest, but her bum wobbled delightfully, Dom noticed. Erith appeared at the shallows and called out to the group.

'Going for a pee, anyone coming?'

'Ooh yes. I need one too,' said Marilyn.

'It's miles away - the ladies,' said Val wandering towards Erith. 'I need one I suppose. I'm doing it here.'

'Val!' stuttered Erith. 'You can't.' Her face registered grimaces towards Dominic.

'Don't be silly, what's he going to see or say E. Get on with it, I am,' retorted Val, jumping the waves back into deeper water until it enveloped her hips.

She checked the water level and stood motionless, with a serious expression on her face. Soon she smiled as she felt the warm water surge round her old limbs. Marilyn did the same, although not getting as deep. She compensated by adopting a semi squat as if she was in a situation without a toilet, like in a forest. Dom watched and saw her piss start. It was a fleeting view as waves splashed up covering her crotch, but he again saw the flow as they retreated. She frowned at him to stop watching so he went to retrieve the ball.

Erith, who couldn't be bothered to argue and saw the sense of the older woman's reasoning - had wandered into the shallows along the shore and had started her pee. The sudden sight thrilled Dom. Her back was to him, therefore she was unaware of his approach. She was adopting the full female squat. Feet wide apart, thighs splayed and back arched as she peered between her legs. From behind - Dom saw her arsehole and the dangling collection of her excessive labia. From it spouted this immense spray of yellow piss and he was mesmerised.

'Dom bring the ball darling,’ shouted his mum.

Sulkily he grabbed the ball - with Erith still unaware of his close proximity and sauntered back to the others. There was more frenzied games until the adults went back up the beach to join Erith.

Chapter 3 - The birth

Drinks and a snack were taken and by now all were chatting as if knowing each other for years, apart from Erith, who smoked lots of cigarettes and buried herself in her book. She got up and became the loner once again, going to sit in the shallows.  Mary took Sandi to a shop to buy some souvenirs and Marilyn decided she would iron some clothes in the cabin behind the beach, for the evening. Dom - who was now determined to see as much of the females private parts and functions as possible in the weekend, stayed put refusing their offers and sidled closer to Val who had decided to take a little nap. He idly moved sand around as if building something until he was positive he was alone with Val. Mild pleasant chat passed between them until she got up from her towel and told him she would use a lounger that Erith had erected. 

Dom slid on to his belly as the old dear sorted her things out. Her books, her tanning lotions and tissues had to be gathered with great fussiness and he had wonderful views up her crotch from behind as well as full frontal being only maybe a metre and a half away. He adored the way her flabby wasted tits hung pendulously towards the sand, like two heavy bells that swung against each other.

 For all of her wizened sun scorched appearance, he noticed her cunt seemed quite neat beyond the fringe of curly grey pubic hair. It was her arsehole that shook him rigid and made him rigid. It never occurred to Dom that a hole that was purely for toilet purposes could arouse him so, but when he saw Val's, his cock went into overdrive and revved into a full stand. He ploughed it hard into the sand beneath his towel as she bent double for several deliriously long moments. Her stringy arms gathered in her possessions as he stared at the enormous lump of her sphincter muscle. In his innocence, Dom wondered if she was OK and should he tell her, for it was as if it had exploded from within and taken the appearance of a volcano. Gnarled lumps, pink and brown surrounded a tiny spot that was the centre of a million wrinkles coursing in from the hairy crater round it. Beyond as he peeped, his time limited and now very excited, Dom could see the pronounced bulge of her cuntal pouch and the formation of her labia, like two fat lips.

Finally Val straightened up with an old person's grunt and slid herself onto the lounger. Dom looked busy and soon to his delight, partly due to the fact that he was still alone with Val, but more so that she had dozed off into a light snoring sleep. He glanced at Erith way down on the shoreline with her own company. No sign of Mary and Sandi or his mum. Silently, he stood and circled Val. He shuddered with fright as her right leg moved and fell off the edge of the lounger. 

Quickly, after again checking round him, Dom moved to her feet and bent to peer up her crotch. His cock was erect and throbbing and he stroked it as he took in the full close-up detail of the old woman's genitals. What had appeared neat when she was standing, now was revealed to be a close slit from the top of her pussy pouch which developed into petal like folds that got thicker as they folded down to her arsehole. Dom checked for onlookers again, but no problems. Val's labia had the textural look of orange peel. Oil glistened on their surface. All round the crusty looking lips - Val's grey curls encroached on the slot of her sex and below amongst them, Dom could see her bumpy bum hole once more. He gave his cock one more stroke and then he heard his name called from the shoreline.

He whirled, suddenly sweating and embarrassed but luckily he saw Erith beckoning to him from afar. Her top half was just visible due to the curvature of the beach geology, so he reckoned she wouldn't have seen his closeness to Val. He gave up his first real episode of voyeuring and sauntered down the beach, his cock proudly waggling as he approached the lesbian. She scowled as he approached, her eyes flitting back and forth to his groin until he stood squarely in front of her. His blatant stance dissipated her distaste and she finally smiled at him.

'God! Dominic. You got a perma hardon then sonny?' she chuckled.

He glanced down and shrugged.

'Suppose so. It's normal isn't it?' he challenged her mildly.

'Oh it's normal alright Dom. All you guys are the same. Don't worry. It's just unusual here that's all. No men you see,' she replied casually. 'Sit down and have a chat. You look like you've been abandoned on your first visit. Not nice.'

He guessed she couldn't see Val asleep and was thankful he hadn't been caught out, yet somehow the experience of getting close-up peeps on wrinkled old Val had mysteriously excited him. Now suddenly he was faced with another chance and seized it gratefully.

Erith was sat in the ultimate shallows, the water just about reaching her butt and gently lapping at her legs which were spread wide. Her arms were braced back behind her. Her chest seemed enormous when loaded with such insignificant tits that almost flattened and spread so wide. Her belly was tauter in the position, but still formed a rippled of spare flesh at the bottom. Dom sat in front of her with his back to the ocean, his dick wavering into flaccidness once more. They chatted in a amiable querying way, Erith asking most of the questions which seemed to be aimed at Marilyn. He answered carefully, picking his words slowly trying to keep his concentration. He was massively distracted by the fact that Erith's long term sit on the water edge had created some pools and ridges around her and between her thighs - the particular pool, was just touched by the soft waves that ebbed and flowed. In it hung her labia, like two opera house curtains, that opened and closed with the irregularity of the waves, but at such a speed as to allow Dom ample time to study the phenomena.  For her part Erith seemed to be fixated on some distant point on a cliff top and avoided talking to him direct.

It helped Dom's voying enormously that her eyes were searching some far off point. He studied her crotch and the length of her cunny flaps which were very long but quite delicately formed compared to Val's hoary old minge. As they swept back and forth like two wind chased leafs, Dom could see folds behind them and wondered what would lay behind them. Was it a big hole? he wondered. His cock leapt into action once more, just as Erith's questions demanded that she peer at him.

'Your mum. How long has she been on her own?' she queried. 'Oh my god you're at it again,' she chuckled and nodded at his dick which jutted upwards as he sat before her.

'S'pose you know what to do with it Dom?'

He nodded confidently and stroked it as if to show her. Erith shrieked with laughter and spluttered.

'Stop it you naughty boy. I didn't mean that.'

Dom's eyes suddenly swerved away from hers and she swivelled to see what had distracted him. A couple of women who had pitched up the beach and stripped off had started to stroke each other in a very intimate fashion. Erith turned to Dom and saw his jaw drop. She smiled at his sheer cheek in staring. She glanced back at the girls. One was naked - black as coal and was probing the fleshy buttocks of the white girl who - oddly wearing white shorts on a nudist beach, lay on her belly, propped up on her elbows and giggling pleasantly. Erith felt a familiar stirring in her loins and squeezed her thighs together. Dom caught the movement and as he looked at her, she slowly opened her legs wide, much much wider than before and deliberately put her hand over her cunt. With a knowing smile on her face, Erith pulled her hand upwards, very slowly, stretching the folds of her vagina and splitting them with a practised finger.

The lad stared - eyes wide open, cock throbbing as he saw pink flesh, glistening and moist beyond the gently settling lips.  Sun caught the droplets of wetness. Erith's last act of display was to nip the vee fold at the top of her cunt and then splay her fingers. Out popped her clitoris, like a jack in the box the way it leapt into the sunlight. Dom was surprised as it sprung into view and made an involuntary jerk backwards as the bright red button basked in it's own comfy nest on the beach.

'Erith! Look what we've got,' yelled Sandi.

The lesbian sorted out her legs and rolled over as Mary and Sandi trotted to the shallows, waving various parcels and bags. 

‘Just call that a little educational tour Dom. Might help you in later years,” she said softly with a wink.

Excitedly the girls showed Erith and Dom their purchases, nothing more than cheap trinkets and badges and some sweets which they handed round. Mary squatted instead of sitting and Dom watched the bulge of her pussy just clear the water line and saw how it opened slightly beyond it's delicate curtain of pubic hair. Her perky tits were squashed against her knees.

'Let's show Grandma,' said Sandi.

They dragged a protesting Erith upwards, after she gave Dom a resigned little smile. He remained at the water's edge with plans fermenting already wondering what else he would see on the beach. The smile and the comment he had received puzzled him slightly as Erith had been so off with him for most of the time, but he put it to the back of his mind as he stood and sauntered casually along the beach, kicking the surf, examining pebbles, sea weed and other debris until he was below the two girls he had spotted earlier. They seemed to be wrapped up in each other and didn't notice the boy who lay in the surf, his cock digging it's own hole on the warm wet sand.

******

He watched the newcomers with added interest. The black girl had the most enormous udder like tits that shone with oil as she slapped a new coating on them. They rolled lusciously over her torso as she made sure they were well protected and Dom noticed how wide her nipples were. They didn't stick up much but they seemed to cover a vast area. She started oiling her belly, her legs wide apart and now and then her hand swiped through her crotch curving the lines and folds of her quim as she plastered herself with oil. Dom noticed the carefully trimmed patch of dense black hair which stopped before it covered her crack. He enjoyed the sight of some seriously thick black lips and the odd flash of bright pink between them as her fingers sought to oil every crease, but then he noticed a little white string that hung from her cunt. 

That really had Dom puzzled. 

When she finished, she knelt up as she oiled her friend's back. The huge black knockers swung wildly with each pass over the white girl's curves and they both chuckled as the black girl's hands strayed round the front and fondly massaged the firm almost solid breasts with their very erect nipples. Dom was amazed at the variation in breasts he had seen in such a short period of time and the white girl's had the look of hard domes, that didn't wobble like her friend's.

Finally they lay down quietly and rested and Dom peered up the black girl's legs which were splayed wide apart. The contrasting colour of her companion's hand which rested on top of her right thigh was remarkable, but Dom was more interested in the way the Negroid cunt folded neatly yet contained an element of bulging fat lips about half way down the slit. The little string occasionally caught the slight breeze and fluttered over her cunt. He was sure getting a full tour of vaginas he thought happily. 

Never could he have imagined the interest through the variety and he liked it. So did his cock which was getting a bit sore in the sand. He was just about to move, when the white girl sat up. She peered at him intently and said something to her friend who glanced back at Dom and shrugged. Nothing further happened to cause Dom any distress. She lay down again and he saw how her strange breasts didn't slide into her armpits but remained solid and pointing upwards. They were odd.

The white girl's short legs were in a constant state of movement, twitching, bending and opening and she was often fiddling with the significant bulge at the front of her shorts. Dom ached for her to remove it, as it seemed she would have quite a big cunt hidden away, but she just fidgeted. When she lay back and arched her butt high and wriggled and then slapped her big butt down on the sand it made her thighs wobble sufficient to cause an earthquake. He watched them fondle each other, the white hand sliding into the dark gap between her friend's thighs. They kept up a constant lookout as if afraid they would be seen. 

They were by Dom, but ignored him.

*******

'Dommy, I’m back darling,' called Marilyn shrilly, waving at him from their original encampment.

Reluctantly he got up, swiped sand from his erection and wandered into the sea to wash it all off. He noticed the two women he had watched with so much interest were also alerted and glanced up at his mum. Then they settled back to their rest.

'Honestly! Your son Marilyn,' exclaimed Erith as the three adults watched him. 'He's always aroused.'

'Thth!' Val tutted. 'So what Erith. He's only young.'

'Yessss,' drawled Marilyn. 'Can't do much about it really. Sorry.'

'Oh! It's Ok,' said Erith. 'Got over the initial shock. Been a bit since I've seen one.'

'Well even if he is young Marilyn, he is certainly packing a nice lunchbox that some girl will enjoy in years to come,' giggled Val.

The three women screeched until Erith frowned, signalling that they might be in Mary and Sandi's earshot. The two girls were examining their purchases and seemed intent on them, rather than the conversation. 

Dom joined them and they all chatted merrily, sipping drinks from the cool boxes until Sandi declared she would go pee. Dom said he would too and Mary scowled.

'You want to pee too honey?' asked Val, getting a sulky nod from Mary. 'Well go on, don't be silly - you three. Go in the sea like we did. No one ever bothers you, you know that and look there's hardly anybody left on the beach.'

Sandi tore off at a great pace, Dom close behind, loving her small cuddly frame's energy and dramatic tensing of buttocks as she ran. They splashed into sea water about a foot deep. Sandi looked at Dom who was waiting for her to pee first.

'Of course it's easy for you,' she giggled. 'You just stand and aim.'

'Can't you then?' he asked innocently.

'It's funny. I don't know - never tried it I suppose. We just scooby down you know,' said Sandi squatting as if to illustrate what she meant than standing again. 'Oh here's Mary. Mary have you ever done a pee standing up?'

'Don't be silly Sandi. Course not,' answered the older girl.

Dom stared at her lovely sun drenched skin and perfect breasts, willing her to try. He had an idea.

'I can scooby down as well, but this is the best way for me. Look I'll show you,' he chuckled.

He grabbed his cock and thrust his belly forward and grunted. Mary half turned away, but peeped as Sandi watched whole-heartedly. He grunted again as it seemed his hard-on which had waned a touch was reluctant to give up the golden rain. The spray of piss suddenly burst forth from his knob end and curved in a golden, glittering, sun lit arc, up and out maybe over a metre to splash noisily into the white foam.

'Wow! That's a long way Dom. Cool,' giggled Sandi, her hands at her mouth in awe. 'How high can you go?'

'Sandi!' complained the still half watching Mary, trying to gaze unconcerned out to the horizon.

Dom pointed his prick higher and they watched his fountain of urine go nearly head level as his muscles strained to force the flow higher. It started to decrease and he just managed to drop his cock before the wind caught the ebbing spout and make it splash his body.

'Cool!' murmured Sandi. 

'Thanks,' said Dom proudly, shaking his cock vigorously for the girls sake.

'Gosh I'll just have to go now,' said Sandi, holding her hand over her crotch.

'Try standing then. It's cool,' said Dom, mimicking her street cred utterance.

Without further prompting, Sandi splayed her legs, thrust her belly forward and put her hands each side of her tender little cunt. She pulled the skin high and wide as she grunted and her piss dribbled at first, catching her thighs until suddenly the full urinary flow started and she triumphantly squealed as her bladder emptied, letting a hot stream of piss arc forward. 

'Can I watch?' Dom asked, breathlessly. 

Mary tutted.

Sandi nodded so he inched nearer and crouched to see the virginal lips of her small pussy drawn tightly back and the piss blasting from some hidden orifice within the little girl's hole. He was captivated and grinned at her. Sandi returned his grin. He ignored Mary until Sandi gleefully nodded in her direction and he turned to see the older girl trying the standing piss too.,

Her flow was heavy and constant, with the relief etched on her serious face. Dom took the initiative and walked round her front.

'Dom!' she exclaimed helplessly as he stooped to watch her copy Sandi's daring.

'Don't be silly Mary,' called Sandi. 'It's only pee pee. Let him watch. It's cool.'

The poor girl had no say in the matter, cursing herself for being drawn into the younger one's playfulness. She did try to inch her body away, but the sand was building round her feet and the relief of the moment was just too comfortable to bother. The lad saw how her much more developed pussy opened further than Sandi's and he was sure he could pinpoint the actual hole of the source.

Soon all toilets had been completed and embarrassments were forgotten. The three sat in the surf, then played in the waves, chatting and playing ball games for some time, letting the three adults rest and read. Dom noticed that the two girls he had spied on earlier had taken up their stuff and walked up the beach towards the cabins. The bounce and sway of the black girl's boobs capturing his imagination and making his cock spring up to semi hard. The white girl sure looked a bit odd to him though. 

*******

Soon Erith, Val and Marilyn were gathering their belongings and calling in the juniors and they all left the beach and entered a large timber cabin with all modern conveniences. They sat with drinks on the veranda and watched the sunset as a Moby  CD chilled the atmosphere and made plans for the evening and the shower rota, until Val announced that there was no point in them queuing for the two showers in the cabin when a perfectly good club shower facility was only about fifty metres away.

Marilyn instantly insisted that her and Dom would go and use the out facilities to prevent any arguing amongst the regular users. She gathered the gear and took Dom down the palm lined track to the clean and spacious block. She left him to his own resources having loaded him with soap, shampoo and a towel and dived into a cubicle. Dom had spotted the black girl and her friend going into the far entrance of the block at the same time and decided to investigate.

Carefully he nosed round the wide corridors between the cubicles until he heard giggles and chuckles above the running water. He glanced round and even checked under the cubicle doors around to see if there were give away feet in the cubicles adjacent to the two women, but he soon found them as they had left the cubicle door partly open. He heard them chatting and stealthily neared the door.

'It's OK Madge. Leave it. No one around. It's the end of the day, hardly anyone is around now.'

'It's OK for you Shirley, you're the regular. It's different for me. I thought I heard someone in the block,' whined the other with a throaty deep voice.

'So what, it's a huge shower block and they're over the other side. Look there's only me that knows your secret. Loads of girls wear shorts on the beach on their curse days especially if they don’t use tampons and the beach was virtually deserted yeah? You looked perfectly normal with yours and you passed through security with no worries.'

Dom guessed the black girl was Shirley.

'Glad I don't get periods anyway,' said Madge. 'Yours nearly over yeah?'

'Yeah, by tonight for sure.  Virtually dry this morning. Oh that's lovely. Fresh water gets that salt out of your skin,' chuckled Shirley, accompanied by lots of splashing water sounds..

'Get it out of your pussy too darling, don't want grit in my teeth later,' added Madge.

Dom saw a white leg raise through the door gap and edged back alert and fearful although itching to see inside the cubicle. The shorts followed by black briefs were peeled down the leg and kicked off.

'Mmm! Madge you devil. Getting aroused already, you naughty girl,' chuckled Shirley.

'What do you expect when I see those lovely boobs being soaped like that. Let me do it darling,' pleaded Madge.

Dom listened to sighs and little delighted squeals and longed to peep round the door but dare not.

'Love your boobs too my sweet,' murmured Shirley. 'And this beauty is something else. Don't ever go the whole way will you?'

'No way. It's my ticket to satisfaction with you my black pearl,' whispered Madge huskily.

The lad listened to more mutual noises of pleasure and decided he wouldn't see much and really needed to shower and clean up. He found a cubicle near Marilyn who was still washing down thoroughly and he was clean and dry before she was finished. He went back to the cabin.

******

For the next hour, Erith, Val, Marilyn, Mary, Sandi and Dominic, all now dressed for dinner as was the norm, lazed around with drinks, books and games until Val suggested they should go and eat. Up to then Dom quietly took in the various dress adopted by his female companions on the hope that he would see up a skirt or down a blouse. 

Erith was the scruffiest in that she wore an all enveloping, ragged black smock with some Gothic logo emblazoned across the front. It was long and Dom had no idea what she wore underneath. He did hear some disparaging words from Val about Erith’s choice of clothing and how it could be smarter. Her words were ignored. 

Val was in an ethnic Indian sarong. 

His mum wore a very short tight denim skirt, a loose, embroidered white top with a very low scooped neckline and red high heel mules. He noticed how she had adopted the current fashion of wearing the skirt low cut and low slung on her fleshy hips, revealing the elastic of her white thong round the back. 

Mary had tailored blue shorts and a flowing, cheesecloth, flowery patterned top, while Sandi wore an all in one jump suit in pale pink. 

Occasionally Val’s scrawny legs would unfold from her sarong and Marilyn was always bending down showing him her butt and thong. He passed Mary’s chair on one occasion and glanced down the wide open neckline to be rewarded with a glimpse of a pretty white brassiere.

 Dom had watched with interest from the cabin deck as various people strolled by. Most of the females on the site were now clothed in full length sarongs and wraps, some were still topless, although some hardy folk - mostly elderly women remained nude and strutted around in groups playing a slow sort of bowls game with heavy steel balls. Some of these people were immensely fat and the rolls of blubbery fat that sagged round their waist and hips was grotesque. However the bosoms on some of them were fascinating in their inherent droop or perkiness, with all manner of nipples. One thin, mature, oriental looking lady who was topless and wore a pair of tight white shorts had the most enormous nipples that looked to Dom like mushrooms. On her skinny little tits they looked funny to the lad.

He giggled at some of the men too. Many were very elderly and also fat and when they stopped or bent forward to bowl, he was slightly alarmed at how low their balls hung down. He also noticed how little their cocks were, sometimes no bigger than a thumb.

 Just as they were preparing to go to the restaurant, Val took a phone call which delayed them and Erith suggested the three youngsters went ahead anyway. Mary sulked initially, believing she was old enough to be grouped with the adults, but agreed to go finally. Dom and Sandi played catch as they passed through the pathways to the centre, past the touring van and tent area and he took a detour to escape her and hide behind a tree. She didn't find him for some time. He realised his luck was in when he saw Shirley and Madge sat drinking cans of beer outside a large frame tent in a secluded shrub surrounded clearing. A big maroon and silver SUV was parked next to it. Shirley was covered in a colourful sarong and Madge wore white linen trousers and a cream lacy blouse. An idea came to him for later. Sandi found him eventually.

 The adults joined the juniors and the meal passed without incident. Marilyn took the expected mobile call and made her apologies and left them to go and meet Mickey at the mixed sexes nudist resort next door. She had to check out of Sunshine Reach and enter Sun Plaza Resort, having arranged to meet her lover at the security point. She made quite an exit from the restaurant as she sashayed out, sexily swinging her shapely butt, even though there were no men about.

 'It's a pity she couldn't have had her dinner with him,' said Val, as the youngsters raided the sweets buffet. ‘But they’ll use that nice bar next door.’

 'He's only just made it to the coast hasn't he. Some business kept him in town. She knew he would be late. Flying visit too. He’s got to go back tonight she said,' answered Erith, waving at a vivacious Indian woman across the restaurant, who had recently seen off an equally exotic lady. 

 'Oh yes she knew. It wasn't a problem, but I always think a nice meal and bottle of wine cements things early in a relationship,' responded Val.

 ‘They will get on like there’s no tomorrow and I mean she will get on him, on top to start with I reckon,' sniggered Erith. ‘It’s a pity she’s a hot hetero bitch although she dresses a bit tartily.’ 

‘Erith!’ exclaimed Val as the sweet patrol approached. ‘Be careful when they - especially Dominic is around.’

 'Yes OK OK,’ responded Erith a touch wearily. ‘Mind if I go and chat to Rupinder?' she asked, already getting up.

Val waved her approval and chatted amiably to Mary, Sandi and Dom.

*******


 

'Is that friend of yours coming over later?' asked Madge as she washed the dinner things at the central pot wash.

'No, she called me earlier and said we could go over there about nine. Her sister is leaving for the city all of a sudden. She's happy with that. She's bi you know,' answered Shirley, drying the pots. 'We decided it would be nicer in a big spacious cabin rather than in a touring tent.'

'Mm! Cosy,' chuckled Madge. 'She know about me?'

'Not in the way you're thinking, but she knows you are here and my lover,' said Shirley, kissing Madge on the cheek. 'It'll be our surprise.'

Chapter 4 – The Nursing

 Dom, Val and Mary played Monopoly while Sandi read a book until she went to bed. Mary followed soon after. Erith had left to visit the Indian woman after seeing Val and the juniors back to the cabin. Val soon confessed tiredness and went to bed, leaving Dom playing with his Play Station and happy in instructions from his mother that he could be up as long as he wished. It was his weekend break too. Dom almost laughed out loud with delight as Val bade him goodnight. 

He had hatched his plan. 

Leaving the cabin stealthily, he made his way to the touring area and located the tent he had spotted earlier. His breath quickened as he saw it was still occupied. He was deciding on the best means of approach so he could peep on them, when Madge and Shirley appeared outside. Dom nipped behind a tree and furtively checked if he was being watched. The touring camp was quiet. He was safe.

 The two women closed down all but one of the lights, then the tent and strolled towards the cabins. Dom cursed but decided to follow - maybe they were going to the toilet block again. After nightfall he was grateful for the cover of half  darkness afforded by the intermittent track lighting and shadowed them until they approached a huge cabin with a veranda all round. He saw them greeted by a dark  woman in a white dress, which he was thrilled to find that he could see right through the diaphanous material with the inner lights behind her. She had very thin legs. 

After the initial greetings and laughter, the door was closed and Dom thought his night of voyeurism was over, but he noticed the veranda was over hung by lots of branches and overgrown shrubbery. Did he dare? His dick was shouting at him YES. 

It was erect.

There was no question, such was his fired up thrill of watching females. Rubbing his cock which was bursting at the seams of his linen shorts, he carefully looked around to see no lights, no movement in any of the adjacent cabins. He shrank into the undergrowth and made his way round the cabin. He heard laughter from an open window and a voice that seemed vaguely familiar. Yes of course it was Shirley - his target or was it? He crept closer and to his eternal thanks, found a low branch sturdy enough for him to clamber on to.

 Craning his neck he looked into the room to see it was a bedroom. The women were sat around on furniture along with the bed. One person had her back to him and was sat on the bed edge. Dom could only see the top of her head, but it looked familiar. He watched Shirley taking her drink and smoking, next to Madge who sat primly on a chair as if on edge. She fidgeted, her hands wringing into each other. He listened.

 ‘I hope you don’t mind me inviting Erith too,’ said the Indian woman, gesturing towards the bed, the woman with her back to him.

 Dom nearly fell out of the tree when he heard the name, confirmed by Erith, the very same person he had been naked with all day, getting off the bed to replenish her wine glass. 

‘Of course not Rupinder,’ murmured Shirley smiling at her host. ‘Madge is delighted to be included too.’

Dom dipped behind some branches as Erith walked towards the window and gazed out, glass in hand and cigarette in mouth. She turned back as he bemoaned the fact that he couldn’t see through her shirt as he had Rupinder’s. But he had seen her stark naked - up close all day and she had shown him details of her pussy he never could have dreamed of.

‘Love this open air life don’t you Madge? Fresh sea air, lovely company and privacy,’ said Erith. ‘Now I realise I saw you on the beach today.’

Madge chuckled and agreed, nervously rubbing her sweaty palms down her trousers.

‘So much for fresh air when you smoke so much,’ responded Rupinder. ‘I’ve told you to cut it down darling.’

‘Ok Ok, Doctor Shah,’ argued Erith pleasantly, beckoning them forward. She stubbed out the smoke as Madge queried something. ‘I want to show you what I’ve bought. Oh yes Madge, she really is my doctor. Cool eh?’

Shirley and Madge leaned forward. Rupinder got up and neared Erith and Dom saw her pointed nipples poking through her very sheer white dress. He could see the outline of her body which was very slender and the dark patch at the top of her legs. He wondered if he would see some bare tits and cunts too, but doubted it. This was just four boring women having drinks.

 Erith fumbled with her clothing out of his sight, but he saw the other three women’s reactions as they stared at her.

 Rupinder shouted with glee.

 Shirley smiled widely and murmured ‘cool.’

 Madge put her hand to her grinning mouth and stifled a yelp of surprise.

 Dom wondered what she was showing them and was rewarded with their urgent requests for Erith to stand. She paraded round the room, holding her smock at waist level. To his absolute amazement, Erith had a cock. It jutted out at possibly ten inches he guessed. It was thick, shaped pretty much as Jason’s erection with the knob and the veins. It was strapped round Erith’s sturdy body with black studded straps and buckles.

She slapped her butt and shook the false penis suggestively.

‘Oh my, what a beauty E,’ whispered Rupinder. ‘Here let me touch it. It’s a really expensive one yeah?’

 She stroked and pinched the plastic strap-on, feeling it’s texture and shape with long delicate brown fingers. Dom stroked his own hardening todger having slid it down his shorts leg. Rupinder’s lush black hair hung over her shoulders, spoiling Dom’s view down the front of her dress. With a squeal, she dropped to her knees and started to suck it. Dom looked on astounded.

 ‘OK  lets enjoy the evening,’ said Shirley, starting to disrobe. ‘I’ve got a nice surprise for you guys also. Show them Madge.’

‘You think so already?’ enquired a tremulous Madge.

‘Yes come on whatever it is,’ giggled Erith watching Rupinder fling off her robe with her mouth still locked onto the strap on.

 Dom saw the Indian body unveiled and gasped. Rupinder was extremely thin - almost emaciated. Her ribs poked through, her bones protruded all over and her knees looked enormous. Her tits were the tiniest little bumps he could imagine on a grown woman, but her nipples which looked coal black, must have been fully an inch long. She was a coffee colour as against the blackness of Shirley who was already naked and helping Madge out of her clothes. Dom’s eyes swivelled onto Rupinder’s jutting teats then on Shirley’s enormous milkers wobbling as she fussed round Madge. 

Slimy lube oozed out of his knob end.

Erith’s smock went flying from her shoulders and she stood naked - triumphantly dominant with Rupinder at her feet. Madge’s blouse was cast off.

‘So that’s it Madge you’ve had some cosmetic surgery. Nice job,’ Erith commented, gazing at Madge’s upright globular boobs.

‘You ain’t seen nothin’ yet,’ screeched Shirley, making Madge step out of her trousers, but shielding her from the others.

 The black woman shuffled aside on her knees and Erith, Rupinder and Dom in the tree goggled in amazement. Dom couldn’t believe his eyes. Rupinder ceased sucking on the strap on and stared. Erith sat heavily onto the bed, bouncing as she stared. Shirley grinned at the others.

 ‘Told you there was a surprise,’ she chuckled.

 ‘Fuck me - a lady boy,’ said Erith.

 ‘A trans-sexual actually,’ corrected Madge with a slight frown.

 ‘A chick with a dick - cool!’ exclaimed Rupinder.

 ‘Shit! Does it get hard?’ quizzed Erith, strutting over to Madge, making her stand up.

 ‘Hard? Just watch this darling,’ murmured Shirley.

She stood and backed against the compliant Madge who seemed a touch in awe at the situation. Dom gazed on as the statuesque black woman started to gyrate sensuously against her friend, rubbing her butt on Madge’s genitals, whilst the trans-sexual filtered her hands round Shirley and started to roll and fondle her huge boobs. Erith and Rupinder stood and watched, their hands gradually intertwining, then stroking each other as they watched the erotic display. Shirley grinned widely and stepped aside and there for them all to see - including Dom, was a fully erect five inch cock. He nipped his own knob and grinned at it’s own bulk and gazed back into the cabin.

****** 

He was dumbfounded. Was it a woman with a prick or a man with tits? Madge was superbly made up, manicured and with immaculate shoulder length hair and Dom could see - even with  his limited experience of females, that she had all the bearing and traits of feminism. The cock was obviously real, jutting proudly upwards in a sort of tapered shape, the knob end considerably narrower than the shaft, but a cock with tight little balls nevertheless. It worked well as the three others crowded round Madge and pulled, squeezed and sucked it in turn. He gave up pondering - resolving maybe to ask Jason but for the moment to enjoy the feast before him.

 Soon all four lesbians were engaged in a full scale orgy and the lad in the tree just sat and wondered at the exploits, the positions, the variety and the sheer pleasure that four females could get from each other. Their inter-action, their delight in each other’s physical as well as mental approach and their total lack of inhibitions stunned Dominic and the time flew by as he watched climaxes and sexual deviations previously unthought of in his immature mind. The views of close-ups of the pussies and arseholes was restricted, but he knew all about Erith’s private parts and had got a good look at Shirley’s too. His mind whirred with ideas on how he could get to see more of Rupinder’s, obviously very hairy twat. In the meantime, he voyeured cunts getting sucked and licked, being fucked by fingers, fists, and the real cock as well as various other toy cocks. Some were even electric Dom noticed and one huge black one made the most noisy thrumming sound when it was activated by the user. He made his own prick sing and buzz with lots of hard stroking, but he felt the sensations of cumming and decided to let it go, up in the trees, out of sight and with a perfectly sneaky view of some weird goings on.

******* 

Powerful lights suddenly carved through the night sky to his left and Dom forgot his near climax and cowered down -thinking he had been spotted by a security guard, but he hadn’t. He realised he was in a tree next to the camp perimeter, with it’s razor wire topping. A car purred to a halt as it topped the slight incline. The engine cut and he heard little giggles and laughs. There was a man and woman chatting softly, the chat mixed with murmurs that gradually made the boy think there was something sexual going on, such was his highly charged sexuality.

 Dom was in two minds, the feast of womanly sex going on blatantly a few yards away and now the possibility of something new. Reluctantly, yet excitedly, he decided to explore and tucked his engorged erection away, then carefully worked himself through the branches until he could peer down into the convertible BMW which was immediately below him. He could see a blonde and could see down the front of her white top at some considerable cleavage. Her legs were long and curvy as they disappeared into the footwell as the man budged over towards her, placing his hand on her thigh.

 Dom nearly shouted thank you to the heavens as yet another extraordinary opportunity to peep on something sexy wound his surging cock back up to full erection. It had been near to spouting many times while in the tree, but he had managed to curb the climax so far. Now with it in his hand, he watched the story unfold below. The man pressed a button and the woman’s seat slid almost flat and she turned to embrace him as he slid nearer her. Dom was grateful for the moonlight allowing him to see some details. The man’s seat was also adjusted. She pulled her skinny top to one side exposing her ample breasts.

 ‘A goodnight fuck darling,’ breathed the man.

 ‘You bet darling,’ she answered, pulling his head down to her breast.

 ‘We will fuck all next weekend when you come to the city,’ he mumbled as his mouth tried to trap her nipples. ‘We might not even get out of bed.’

 ‘Oh yes please,’ she giggled throatily. ‘After the first time with you I realised that I have to have more of you. I’ll sort the boys out no worries. They will be OK.’

 Dom breathed in, trying to position the tone of her hushed voice in his memory. He wanked his cock hard, as the man pushed his hand under her skirt. She lifted her butt and he pulled off a tiny white thong, stuffing it in his pocket. He sucked on her teats as she fumbled at his trousers and then he shifted his butt and out sprung an enormously hard cock. Even from his sheltered yet precarious position, Dom could see that this was no mean prick. It was massive. He glanced down at his own modest erection and prayed into the future.

 The man’s hand was working away between her legs and Dom couldn’t see her cunt, but she was moaning loudly as she wanked on his stiffy, the head of which Dom could see shining. Suddenly she threw her head back and moaned loudly.

 ‘Ooooh yessss!’ Mickey, that’s it darling. Uuurgghhhh!’ she spluttered.

 Dom’s hand froze on his cock, his mouth went dry and his legs went jelly-like as he recognised his mother. Her gold rimmed spectacles were mis-placed on her nose and she reached and flung them carelessly onto the back seat. Her mouth fell open - her eyes shut. Dom watched as her blonde tresses spilled out behind her as her head writhed as Mickey’s fingers played her tune on her clitoris. He leaned over her and they kissed hungrily.

 ‘Fuck me now darling,’ she whimpered. ‘I need your big cock deep inside me.’

 Oh no mum, you can’t in front of me, Dom moaned to himself.

 ‘Turn over Marilyn, I want you doggy style tonight. In the car, in the night air. Dirty rough sex to remember eh?’ Mickey chuckled.

 ‘Ooh you evil lovely bastard,’ Marilyn breathed and obeyed with some speed and Dom saw her hitch her skirt high round her waist, baring her shapely butt as she knelt expectedly.

 Oh my god she’s going to get fucked, Dom screamed inside himself. Mickey shuffled onto his knees – trousers crumpled round his feet, manoeuvred behind her and the lad saw the full implication of the tool that was going to plunder his own mother’s body. The cock was fat, maybe eight inches long and gleaming as Mickey rolled his hand over it, nearing Marilyn’s waiting crotch.

 ‘Come on darling,’ Marilyn whined, shaking her butt. ‘I’m soaking wet, fuck me.’

 As Mickey started to nudge his monster knob at her winking cunt, Dom had to decide whether to run away and forget the situation. Should he turn away and resume watching the lesbians? Surely he couldn’t watch his lovely loving mum get fucked so blatantly in front of him. But she doesn’t know Dom, he screamed inside. She doesn’t know I’m peeping on her. She wouldn’t do it if she knew…Oh my God he’s sticking it in…Oh My Goooooorrd!
 Mickey stuck it in effortlessly before the lad’s very eyes and Dom was riveted on the action as Marilyn moaned deliriously as the fuck action started. The rhythm built and Mickey was giving her full length with each stroke. For her part, Marilyn was bucking her snatch back at him and Dom could hear every slap of their flesh accompanied by each breath, gasp and groan. Mickey groped below her rocking body and found her dangling tits. He kneaded them and nipped the hard teats as the speed built up. Sometimes he nipped too hard and she yelped and Dom frowned hearing the pain in his mother’s voice. At the same time he was pulling his own pisser and now it was mightily hard, in fact harder than he’d ever known it in the few hours since he had experienced his first erection.

 He glanced back at the cabin, the source of his main voyeuring operations, his brain telling him to ignore the scene in the car – it wasn’t right for him to watch.. There was still action, judging by the movements, but he was well out of good vision and it would need careful climbing to get back. He decided he would do just that and tensed himself ready to work his way back through the branches. Just then Marilyn rooted him to the branch he was perched on.

‘My arse Mickey. Fuck my arse,’ she grunted.

‘Shit! I didn’t hear that, Dom cried. She wouldn’t do that!

The cracking noise of Mickey’s slap across her quivering bum, cut through the still night air and froze young Dominic Deacon.

‘You dirty cow,’ said Mickey, slapping her again.

Her head shot back with the pain as his hand meted out more slaps, but she stayed relentlessly bucking back on to his cock. 

He’s hurting you mum, called Dom silently.  Do you want me to stop him?
‘My arrrssse,’ growled Marilyn in a low down tone, oblivious to the forlorn silent cry of her little boy. ‘Do it you filthy fucker.’

 Dom ignored the street language that he had never heard his beloved mother utter before and saw her fling her hands back and pull her cheeks apart exposing her arsehole. Mickey withdrew his shining, slimy sex probe from her dripping fanny and slapped her butt with it. The wet slap sounding louder somehow as Dom watched with fearful eyes. That can’t go into a bum hole mum, he reasoned. Your bum hole is for number twos, for getting things out, not for putting things in.

 But Mickey destroyed the lad’s reasoning as he started to thrust at Marilyn’s gaping anus, which was held open by her straining, ringed fingers at each side. Dom could see the dark orifice even in the gloomy light and he could hear her muffled whimpers and groans as her face burrowed into a rug on the back seat. Suddenly no more could he see the intimate hole as Mickey’s prick invaded it. Dom watched horror struck as a couple of inches penetrated until she stopped him.

 ‘Hold there darling,’ Marilyn moaned. ‘It’s OK but I’ve got to get used to it. God! That’s some tool you have there Mickey.’

 Mickey dutifully stayed still and fondled her tits and massaged her back and her buttocks. His hands filtered under his cock and flicked her clitty making her whimper and shake her butt. With a gasp, she lifted her head and levered onto her arms, throwing her head back. Slowly she eased back with Mickey solid behind her, letting her find her own depth and pace. Marilyn worked her arsehole back and forth on the cock meat that was inserted until she found her anal muscles relaxing and started to inch her way back onto the sturdy prong.

 With a deep groan she suddenly found space and more than half of his dick slid into her fundament. Poor Dom was mesmerised. His cock was near to bursting, his hand a blur as he wanked it automatically, not thinking of the consequences, wondering how his mum could be accommodating such a massive thing, in such a tight place. 

*******

A light flashed through his brain as if a new compartment had been opened for him. This was not his beloved mother, but a woman. A beautiful, sexy blonde without a man in her life and who craved sex. Suddenly the whole scene was a highly erotic chapter of learning and Dom realised he wanted to see the climax. Everything he was seeing this incredible weekend was totally new and an eye opener and now this and it was only Saturday night. His musings were interrupted.

 ‘Fuck my arse now Mickey. Give it to me hard. I can take it, go on,’ Marilyn said quietly but with authority.

 ‘Sure darling?’ he asked reasonably, stroking her back tenderly.

 She nodded, tossing her hair wildly.

 ‘Yes I’m sure.’

 With that, he eased back and thrust, securing the remainder of his dick inside her sphincter. The accompanying groans were too much for the boy in the tree. As he watched Mickey speed up, Dom’s hand shot over his knob, letting his cum spout out. It came out of his one-eye with considerable force surprising Dom who had great difficulty in suppressing his groans of ecstasy. Luckily the equally ecstatic noises from below drowned the junior version and Dom pumped his jism fountain dry as his mum took all of Mickey’s inches hard up her arse.

 Her lover was going at with full speed and the brutal slap of their thighs and her grunts and gasps seemed to echo round the surrounding area. No one was alerted however and no one came thought Dom thankfully as he feasted on the now detached view of an adult anal shag. He didn’t need to remind himself that it wasn’t his mum down there with eight inches of prime white pole in her bottom. It was a beautiful blonde with nice legs, big floppy tits and a passion for rough ready sex. As her moans grew louder and Mickey’s noises hardened, Dom – in his ante cum state started to wonder about her bum, would she be able to walk properly and how many times she would shit during the night. He was after all sharing a room with her. Oh my God! he thought. I’ll be able to watch her when she comes to bed. Shit! That will be interesting but I’ve got to be back before her -  and just look at my shorts.

 His jism had splattered everywhere, depositing gobs of it all over his dark blue shorts. His mind was taken away from the laundry aspect as Mickey came inside Marilyn’s turd tunnel with extreme force. His sperm rocketed into the waste lands of infertility with such force and heat, she felt it searing her tender rectal membranes. She frigged her clit with all the expertise of a practised masturbator and within seconds she was joining him in climactic drooling from her lips. Mickey panted and soaked in her cream pied bottom as she wriggled and drew every ounce of his cum from the tortuous knob end still firmly wedged inside her. Streams of delighted sensations flowed through every inch of Marilyn until they waned slowly with the pleasant lowering of nerve sensations that signalled the end of her cumming.

 Dom watched as they started to shift around as Mickey’s dick finally subsided enough to plop out of his partner’s bottom. The couple embraced tenderly and started to chat and Dom thought it might be best if he left his vantage point and got back to the cabin. Carefully he moved through the branches taking in a few seconds to glance into the cabin with the four sexy women. He saw legs, tits and all sorts of sexual things but decided prudence would be best if he withdrew from his superb position and left.

******* 

He lay in his bed, nursing his cock back up to full stand, waiting for Marilyn to return hoping to watch her undress and maybe see her body in a new light. How would she undress, would she wash herself in the basin or go to the bathroom next door? As it happened he didn’t see. He fell fast asleep with happy memories of his first voying day.

Chapter Five – The Cumming of Age

 ‘Oh just look at you Dommie,’ giggled Marilyn, holding a tee-shirt to her chest and stooping over him and covering his morning glory with the sheet.

 He felt movement down his body and smiled to himself as Mary’s cunt lowered over his dick as he sat on the beach, playing with Sandi’s cute bottom, while Shirley dangled her huge black bazongers over his face. This is the life I want, he dreamed.
 ‘Dommie wake up darling,’ murmured his mum close to his ear.

 He felt her sweet breath and turned his sleeping face as if to smile and nuzzle into tits that were so big, black and floppy he wanted to submerge himself in them forever. He wanted Mary to put his dick into her arse, Erith to play with his balls and Val to stick her fingers into his own arse. His hand filtered down to his erection in his deep sleep.

Marilyn watched him with pride as he wanked his cock under the sheets. That’s my boy, she mused. He’s going to make some girls very happy with that monster.
‘Dominic, you must wake up, there’s all sorts of things planned today,’ she nudged him vigorously.

 He grunted, opened his eyes - closed them and then rubbed them.

 ‘Mum?’ he grunted in a surprised tone.

 ‘Yes who else,’ she chuckled, ‘Now hurry up, everyone else is up except us two. To save time you can shower with me if you like….Ooops sorry!’

The most dreadful odour seeped up from under her and she grimaced and dashed to the toilet. Dom hid under the sheets until the fart wafted away, not even watching her hasty retreat which made her buttocks wobble beautifully, but playing with his dick and thinking on where the pong had escaped from and what he had seen the previous night. That wasn’t a dream too,  was it? He searched himself for confirmation but failed to find any apart from deciding it was for real. Wait till I tell Jason.
 Marilyn was soon showered and urging him to follow which he did. She told him it was normal to be naked first thing. He followed her down the passage way, watching the swing of her butt and the total lack of evidence on her cheeks that something exceptionally large had split them. In the dining area, the other females had virtually finished breakfast and were all naked. He noticed some rather strange marks on Erith’s buttocks and a certain weariness in her reactions. Val was on her hands and knees searching for a drawing pin from the reminder pin board and he peered with renewed interest at her hoary hairy old minge and arsehole. Wow! What a way to be served breakfast, he chuckled to himself as little Sandi offered him some fruit, the oranges inches away from those delightful little buttons of tit flesh. His cock roosted up to half mast.

 ‘We didn’t go in next door after all,’ said Marilyn pouring some orange juice. ‘Mickey was waiting outside here in his car and we went to a bar a few miles down the beach road. It was so cosy and quiet – you know intimate,’ she giggled.

 ‘Real flying visit then,’ said Erith, scrutinising Marilyn sharply. ‘Long way for a drink or two,’ she added, thanking herself she didn’t say “long way  for a shag.”

‘Well he left about midnight I guess. Only take him two hours to drive back, especially at that time of night. It was nice evening,’ said Marilyn.

 ‘Had a good time then?’ asked Val, surfacing with the pin, and then after sticking it in the board, wiping the top of the cooker.

 ‘Super,’ breathed Marilyn. ‘He is soooo nice. Not hard to get to know.’

 Dom gulped as he listened to his mum.

 I’ll bet he was hard for you, mused Erith silently.

 ‘Uncle Mickey’s wife said he was a hard man,’ spouted Sandi. ‘I didn’t like her. She had a face like a monkey’s bum.’

 ‘That’s enough Sandi,’ admonished Val sharply. ‘I didn’t think he was hard at all.’

 Dom had difficulty swallowing his toast.

Marilyn grinned happily and winked at him. He wondered why, she couldn’t have known about his peeping.

 Mary was writing a list of things to buy at the shop and sat cross legged on a chair as she leaned sideways to rest on the table. Her golden puff of pubes shone clean and the top of her slit was visible to the lad as he happily munched on his toast. She too was munching toast and a piece flaked off and settled neatly on her left breast. With a delicate swipe, she removed the offending crumb, making her firm teen breast wobble slightly. She swiped again to clear the smear of jam it had left and Dom wanted desperately to offer to lick it for her but daren’t.

 ‘So Mickey said we could go to his club today if we like,’ announced Marilyn. ‘I mean it’s only next door and it’s mixed so maybe Dom won’t be too uncomfortable today.’

WHAT….MUuuUMMM? He screamed inside. I’m very comfortable here thank you, all these lovely tits and cunts to watch.
 ‘Maybe it’s for the better ,’ said Erith quietly as she gazed from the window. ‘ I mean he was always har…….’

 ‘That doesn’t matter E,’ interrupted Val as she stood by a window. ‘We dismissed this yesterday. It’s up to you Marilyn.’

 ‘Oh I like Dom,’ pouted Sandi, going to him and putting her arms round him. He squirmed away on his stool but too late. His dick shot upwards at the touch of her soft silky youth. She chuckled and kissed his cheek then skipped away. Mary tutted quietly, but none of the adults saw his stiffy.

 ‘There you go,’ said Val cheerily. ‘You’re OK if Sandi says so Dominic.’

 He got off his stool and walked proudly to the window. All but Erith watched him. She glanced down at the boy by her side, his tool pointing directly to the gardens.

 ‘Oh my gawd!’ she exclaimed. ‘Maybe it would be better.’

 ‘Yes I think so too,’ said Marilyn. ‘We’ll go. I’ll call Mickey up now. He said just to call and he will arrange it. Pity he can’t be there.’

 She grabbed her mobile and swayed out to the veranda and was soon chattering. She came back saying it was all fixed, the gate would need some ID, but as he was one of the founder members there would be no problem.

 ‘Oh single women, with or without children are welcome next door,’ scoffed Erith sarcastically. ‘It’s run by men.’

 ‘Erith!’ said Val, sharply.

 ‘Sorreee!’ chuckled the lesbian and stepped outside.

 ‘Has anyone asked Dominic?’ chirped Mary. ‘I mean does he want to go to a mixed nudist club?’

 Aah! it’s mixed, women there too, the idea dawned on Dom. No problem then.
******* 

They got dressed and his mum packed their bags and they made fond farewells, getting kisses from all the females including an initially reluctant Mary. Dom feasted on the tits so close as each one stooped to peck at him. He and his mother descended the few steps.

 ‘Now you will be OK for two weekends from now - down here Marilyn?’ asked Val from the veranda. ‘There’ll be a big crowd down for that.’

 ‘Oh yeah. Sure – you’re seventieth birthday right? Cool,’ she trilled dragging Dom away from his last drooling looks. ‘Will call you about times and things.’

 Dominic and his mum walked to the car park, with him quizzing her about the weekend mentioned. He had to get in on that. Big crowd, all females – wow! Marilyn wasn’t sure and fobbed him off with some ‘wait and sees’ and to look forward to the rest of the weekend at Sun Plaza Resort. She drove next door and they easily passed security, virtually being waved through apart from a casual glance in the car from a guard who had the car licence number and occupants listed. Once round the chicane of high overlapping walls for privacy, Dom’s mind accelerated as the car crawled into the car park. All round there were dozens of naked people, far more than next door.

  Families, groups of females, couples old and young, gaggles of children were everywhere. The tennis courts were full already, the boule rink was busy and there were serious numbers of people cycling by - either to the shop and facilities or to the beach.    

 Marilyn followed the signs and they went to the toilet/shower block to undress and then called at the shop for provisions whilst Dom loitered outside. He crowded innocently round one notice board which listed entertainment and was jostled several times by naked flesh of all ages. He loved it, his cock growing as he immersed himself in the close proximity of so many tits and pussies and one or two cocks as well. He peeked at some of those too and noted none of them were big and hard. His mum rescued him and his erection fell away as they sauntered to the beach past many cabins, tents, motor homes and caravans. Marilyn collected a few admiring glances and so did Dominic as his cock reared into erection within minutes and then subsided and then reared again.

 Many people ignored him, some laughed and some frowned. He saw one couple where the man also had a hardon as they stood chatting in a shaded area. The woman was very tanned, very tattooed and of muscular build with long frizzy black hair. Her tits reminded Dom of Madge’s from last night and he wondered if he would see any sexy things today. Marilyn flounced past them to the beach with an aroused but oblivious Dominic shuffling behind her trying not to bump into people but trying to see all of them.

 The beach was crowded, but they found a spot and spread out gratefully.

 ‘This will do nicely Dom,’ said Marilyn cheerfully oiling her body.

 ‘OK mum, suits me, cool,’ he answered getting some oil as she offered him the spout.

 He oiled himself lavishly, standing and rubbing the coconut smelling unction into his genitals with glee. One or two people glanced at his erection and smiled. Dom lay down on his belly and scanned the area around. He listened too. Two young women were chattering nearby. He tuned in as he studied one them who had a neat athletic shape. He could only see her fully frontal as the other lay with her head nearest to him – although he could see signs of large breasts quivering beyond her head. The other – a college girl type sat braced back on her arms, her legs straight out before her - close together.

Occasionally she would quickly swipe her hand over the shaven line of her remaining light brown pubic hair. She had small pert breasts with hard nipples. Her glossy blonde hair was pulled tightly back from her forehead with a band. Dom listened.

 ‘No I don’t wax it,’ said the sitting girl. ‘Just shave it there and there, I’ve only got light growth.’

 She indicated with her fingers and Dom watched as her pubic pouch was described with little touches of fingers.

 ‘You’re lucky Josie. My family always have this thick growth,’ said the other one.

 Josie nodded, glancing at the other’s crotch and agreeing pleasantly.

 ‘You’re half Spanish aren’t you?’ asked Josie.

  She got a nod in return. 

 ‘My Geoff likes me totally bald,’ continued the other one. ’Shaves it for me too – quite a job, if you know what I mean.’

 ‘Hmm! That’s nice. I used to let Gary do that until he started getting keen on my arsehole,’ grimaced Josie. ‘Wanted to shave that too which wasn’t bad and then he tried to get me into anal and I dumped him after that…’

 ‘Dumped him…’

 Their shrieks of laughter alerted several bathers as she realised the pun.

 ‘Oh yes, luckily Geoff isn’t interested in that,’ came the response.

 ‘Hey Marie! His friend Jim is a bit odd yeah?’ said Josie.

 ‘Oh yes - that girl he brought last week. Frightful wasn’t she?’ gurgled Marie. ‘Foreign girl, but not sure where from.’

 ‘Croatia – didn’t you know?’ chuckled Josie, suddenly letting her legs swing apart.

 Dom urged his cock into the sand beneath his towel as he got superb views of her snatch. It was a nice neat slit in a nice neat pouch with clean regular folds at each side. Her trimmed pubic line ended above the slit and she was liberally oiled right through her crotch. Josie kept opening and shutting her legs, making the puff of her pussy stretch and close. He liked that.

 ‘I mean her pubes wow!’ gasped Marie, leaning up and sideways.

 Her enormous floppy tits swung low and wobbled as she reached for a water bottle and took a swig. Dom revelled in the new sight, not realising how well blessed she was in that department, noticing that Marie didn’t have any nipple formation sticking out, but at the same time the saucers round them were very dark.

 ‘My Goorrrd!’ exclaimed Josie. ‘Yes - I mean they were up here and round here weren’t they? I mean she must have known about that sort of thing.’ 

 She indicated with her hand – her exaggerated interpretation of what the absent girl’s pubic growth looked like, describing what looked like a shrub rather than a bush and they laughed loudly until realising that several people seemed to be tuning in.

 ‘Apparently Jim likes it…hairy you know. Geoff told me when we drove home last week. You saw her pits didn’t you?’ said Marie quietly.

 ‘Oh I know. Uuurgh! Come on lets go for a swim,’ suggested Josie, shuddering with distaste and jumping up.

 Dom watched them get up and got lovely views of Josie’s pussy and the swarthy Marie’s quite spectacular bust, matched by a full rounded bum. He would bide his time for the full frontal of Marie. They skipped to the shore and he turned his attention to a middle aged man with a much younger woman up against the dunes at the back of the beach.

******* 

She was laying half over him, concealing her crotch but showing her breasts. She was obviously used to wearing a bikini as her breasts were very white and clear tan lines showed round her hips also. The man was on his back, feet towards Dom and what caught his attention was that every now and then she would glance round the beach and then fondle his genitals, which Dom noticed were shaved bald. She rolled his heavy balls luxuriously and then raked her fingers over his half hard cock. Sometimes she would pinch the spare flesh of his sac and pull it up. The man was enjoying the treatment and occasionally Dom saw his ballocks tense and rise in their long low sac. She got his cock to near solid and would let it fall across his belly, then would giggle as it refused to lie down and waggled in the air, partly upright and reacting to his chuckles until it became flaccid again.

 Dom wondered how it would feel to have a girl play with his balls like that and became determined to find out.  Soon his gaze settled on two women and two men, who arrived, noisily and quite close by. Marilyn tutted as she glanced at them, with obvious annoyance at how close they pitched. They were naked in a flash. It seemed to be an Asian couple and a white couple. The white guy stood pompously for a few seconds, gazing round the beach as his impressive donger swayed gently until still, hanging heavily against his leg. 

It was long and thick although flaccid and Marilyn spotted it, gulped and as Dom glanced at her she tutted and frowned as if not approving. Her son was delighted and ground his erection into the sand, especially when the females were fussy in which way their towels were placed. While the men dashed off to bathe, the two women placed and then unplaced towels until just so, affording the watching twelve year old superb close ups of bum holes and crotches as they bent and straightened.

 The Asian one was very dark skinned, with small low slung floppy tits and hard tight buds for nipples. She had a big butt, some spare belly and thick thighs and seemed a lot older than the other – a white woman. The Asian had an excessively hairy crotch and when she bent down, the pubes hung thick and long. The white woman was virtually opposite in build – being slender, fashion model thin in fact, with the merest bumps on her chest for tits. Her skinny legs with a wide gap between her thighs gave Dominic the best views of her shaven cunt which - when she squatted and fussed with towels, bags and clothes, opened like flower petals.

 ‘Do you want to swim darling?’ murmured Marilyn.

 ‘Yes OK mum,’ he replied. ‘In a minute.’

 He changed his mind almost instantly as the two women, now happy with their beach layout made off to the shore to join their menfolk. Dom decided he would follow and cool down and see them clasp and wet.

 ‘Gosh Dommie, you are amazing,’ cooed his mother as he levered up and displayed his hard cock. ‘Don’t worry, I expect they’ve all seen things like that before. Enjoy yourself.’

 ‘Aren’t you coming too?’ he queried.

 ‘Not really keen on too much salt water on my skin darling,’ responded Marilyn.

‘Yesterdays swim was enough for one weekend.’

 He sauntered proudly to the sea and paddled near the foursome who played a half hearted game with a ball. The two female bodies gleamed in the surf. They looked at him and the Asian one giggled but he ignored them as he scanned the shoreline, picking up delicious sights of all shapes.

 




*******

‘You alone?’ came a pleasant male voice. ‘Wow! What have you seen?’

 Dom turned to find a teenage boy and girl standing close to him, accompanied by a younger girl who was playing in the sand with a bucket and spade. The boy nodded at Dom’s erection and grinned as did the girl.

 ‘Nice one,’ she added. ‘You new here?’

 ‘Er yes! I’m with my mum,’ he replied shyly, glancing at the girl’s chubby body. 

She had a light growth of fair coloured pubic hair and cute wobbly tits with puffy nipples as if nipples were growing on nipples. Her slit was very clear to see.

 ‘Wanna play ball, we need four for our game,’ said the girl.

  Dom agreed eagerly. The girl introduced herself as Angie who was fourteen and the boy as Peter who was 16. 

‘It’s OK dad. Dominic will make the four,’ Angie called to an adult on the beach.

 Dom looked and saw the wave of grateful acknowledgement from a large man. The man talked to a very fat woman sitting by him and sat down heavily on his chair again. Soon Dom, Angie, Peter were playing an energetic ball game near their younger sister Karen who was eleven and time passed with Dom’s erection subsiding and him not bothering to spy on anyone. Sheer childish pleasure was enjoyed until their father called them for lunch.

 ‘Play again?’ asked Peter.

 Dom agreed and went to Marilyn and told her about the family who were only about four metres away. Smiles passed between the two encampments as Dom scoffed his lunch. He passed the time watching the adult foursome again. Much oiling was going on between the white couple. The woman was oiling her partner, a squat older man, the well endowed one. He lay face down and she was lazily rubbing the liberal amounts of sun block on his fleshy body. They giggled as the Asian woman commented on something and all four looked at something away across the beach. This seemed to stimulate the white man who opened his legs wide, at the same time arching his body and thrusting his cock and ballocks down the towel so that they protruded between his legs in a squashed up bundle.   

 The woman sprayed some oil on his genitals and started to spread it over them, accompanied by ripples of laughter from them both. He opened his legs wider and her hand started to creep sinuously up his arse crack and Dom stared as her fingers twiddled around his anus. He wriggled – obviously delighted. The Asian woman leaned over and watched and said something, answered by peels of laughter and the oiling stopped as the man got up and altered his position, betraying the considerable erection her attentions had stimulated. 

 There were more chuckles and innuendo, but Dom’s voyeuring was interrupted by Angie’s father who wandered over and introduced himself to Marilyn and Dom as George Foster and pointed out his wife June who waved cheerily. Dom, who hadn’t seen her before in any detail, being shielded behind George, now noticed her flabby arms, several chins, enormous thighs, floppy breasts which seemed to settle under her arms when she was still and the massive rolls of fat round her midriff. She like all the Fosters was a mahogany sun drenched colour. He didn’t get to glimpse her pussy, as she was sat down most of the time and the base of her torso was a series of rolls of fat.

  ‘Oh we are old members….. not old you understand hah hah! We’ve been members here since we married,’ George answered Marilyn’s query.

  ‘Oh right,’ Marilyn responded. ‘You’ll know Mickey Haskins then?’

 ‘Sure Mickey…. He just about started this place. No that’s not right - it was here before him, long before him, but run down and seedy. He and Harold Brown, Ben Chapman and another guy have revitalised it in it’s new format. It’s cool,’ enthused George. ‘So you’re friends of Mickey?’

 ‘Yes,’ said Marilyn quietly.

 Dom watched her closely as her mind seemed to shift away for a moment. He recalled the events of last night and tensed his dick. He was sitting opposite his mum, who sat with her legs up, but wide apart. Both Dom and George, who was stood next to his shoulder, had uninterrupted views straight into her cunt. It had a lovely soft fold to one side where both of her labia were sort of glued together and hanging left side. Beneath was a small dark hole that glistened with moisture. Wow! Her pussy is open, he mused. The lad noticed movement out of the corner of his eye. It was George’s prick that quivered. Dom glanced at it again as it tensed, seeing the tiny shrunken unsheathed cock, under a beer belly roll, nestling amongst a big hairy pair of balls. My mum won’t be interested in that, he scoffed to himself. Wow! Dom – what are you talking about? that’s evil.
‘Great….cool,’ murmured George, rubbing his chin thoughtfully. That would be one sweet snatch to fuck. She’s wet too, impressed with my gear, he mused. Compared to June’s fat sticky old minge – there’s no contest, he added to himself. ‘Say! When you’ve finished your lunch come over and join us, just for a chat you know. Angie said you were new here, that right?’

§


********

 Half an hour later, Marilyn packed their things carefully and joined them as Dom played with the Foster clan in the water. George made a great fuss of her arrival and once arranged, he lay directly in front of her so that she could see his genital package and he – more importantly, could see her fanny. He frequently adjusted his position, blatantly rearranging his meagre genitals each time. Marilyn guessed his plan but didn’t care. He could look at her pussy all day, but never get to touch it. It certainly didn’t inhibit her positions and movement, so lucky George got several eyefuls of her thirty eight year old privates. It made him think up ideas for the evening. The afternoon passed pleasantly, with the juniors occasionally breaking up the adult chat and snoozes, having drinks and snacks. 

 ‘Is your dick always up like that Dominic?’ whispered Angie one time, as the two wandered back to the water’s edge. She pointed to his rampant stiffy.

 ‘Yes, but it’s only started to do that recently,’ he told her truthfully, glancing down proudly.

 ‘Cool,’ she murmured with a cheeky grin. Yeah most novices on nude beaches get like that. It’s cute and he’s cute, she thought.

  Marilyn met several other nudists through George’s connections. Her own connection with Mickey impressed them all.

 ‘Oh you’re mum to the boy with the perma hardon,’ chuckled Bettie Proudfoot, a  heavily pregnant, large breasted, chirpy woman in her early twenties.

 I wonder if it is mine? She’ll never tell me -  the bitch, grumbled George to himself.

 ‘Oh it happens to all of us,’ added Billy Thompson, a twenty five year old, lean father of two adorable little girls who shyly snuggled round his legs . ‘I had one only last weekend. Have no say in the matter and it’s not particular to any girls either. Might just be sleeping and up it comes.’

 ‘You men,’ chuntered June with disapproval.

 You frigid cow, thought George.

 ‘Peter often gets one,’ added George. ‘So do I now and then,’ he roared with laughter.

 June grimaced at Marilyn, with obvious loathing for the image.

 ‘It’s not a problem. Tell him not to worry,’ said Billy.

 ‘No it’s OK really,’ added his slender, twenty year old, bespectacled wife Mo. ‘Come on Billy, we’ve got to get these two kids showered, fed  and into bed.’

I’d like to get you into bed Mo, mused George. That superb arse is just itching to be split.
 ‘I don’t think he has worried himself about it, just his age really,’ said Marilyn, quietly to June who shrugged her answer dismissively.

  I would love to have a hard dick of any age to play with instead of George’s pathetic weenie, June thought.

 Peter took Karen off to the shops, leaving Dominic and Angie swimming lazily or floating on an inflatable tube. She was very friendly to the lad and he liked her. She tipped him off the tube at one point and as he floundered in the chest deep water, happily splashing his way back, she dived under him and tweaked his pecker, which was flaccid. She had come from behind him, taking him by surprise and they surfaced and giggled.

 ‘You mustn’t do that,’ he whined pleasantly. Please do it, keep doing it, all the time -  please please, his brain whirred

 ‘It’s only a game Dominic. I like to pull boy’s dicks,’ she told him. ‘Help me onto the tube please.’

 He hoisted her as best he could, while she tried to climb into the bouncing tube and he saw flashes of her teeny twat as he manhandled her soft soaking bum from behind. Angie made no attempt to conceal her crotch and was wide legged several times as she gleefully sought his help. He suddenly felt adventurous now there were just the two of them and no one around to hear him.

 ‘You ever pull one so it got hard Angie?’ he puffed as she settled into the shape.

 ‘Course I have Dom. It’s cool.’ she happily chuckled, splashing him gently as he slowly rotated the tube.

 ‘Yeah right,’ he added, knowingly.

 ‘I watched my dad pull his one night,’ she whispered, dreamily dragging a hand in the water.

 He gasped and giggled as the Asian lady swam past very close. Angie gulped guiltily and clasped her hand over her mouth. He made her continue when the lady had gone some distance.

 ‘He was watching a video and didn’t know I was in the house one afternoon. I was home sick and mum forgot to tell him,’ said Angie, leaning against the tube and bolstering her boobies over the top. ‘I heard funny noises and crept downstairs and it was this dirty video on the TV and my dad was sprawled on the sofa playing with his dick.’

 ‘Wow!’ gasped Dom. ‘What else did you…?’

 ‘Dommie, come on and put some more oil on. It’s as bad in the water as out,’ called Marilyn from the waves.

******* 

Marilyn and Dominic were invited to dinner at the Foster’s cabin and she accepted, thinking it would extend the nice weekend, it wasn’t far to drive home and save her cooking anything. She was told the family dressed for dinner and they split up on Marilyn’s insistence that she and her son would shower and dress in the camp facilities and not upset the Foster clan routine. George nearly got angry about her resolute decision, she not knowing the true reason for his urgency. 

He cursed silently. 

Fuck! That’s one tasty chick who I could spy on with my pinhole cam in the bathroom and she isn’t coming. The last time I had something good looking in there was Angie’s fifteen year old friend Clare and that was weeks ago. Oh well, maybe charm her tonight and fuck her before she leaves or at least give her loads to drink even though it will be non alcoholic and she’ll go in for a pee.

 Marilyn threw on a white sarong patterned with large exotic flowers, that Mickey gave her as a gift the previous night. She did her hair casually neat in a top knot with combs and put her makeup carefully on to enhance the golden tan she had collected over the weekend. Dom was given a clean tee-shirt and clean shorts. She had wondered about some odd looking marks on the blue shorts she intended him to wear. 

 When they arrived at the Fosters, Marilyn was surprised to find that George was wearing a colourful orange sarong below a black tee-shirt. June wore a very skimpy, black halter top over a white knee length linen skirt. Marilyn’s lack of brassiere was greatly appreciated by George who drooled incessantly at her, whilst June’s similar lack of underwear looked simply ridiculous. Marilyn’s upright nipples pierced the silky material that clung to her torso and the wobble they produced with each tiny movement, had George near cumming as he feasted over the sight. 

Mrs Foster’s breasts slunk into her armpits to hide in shame, but they had sudden moments of wanting to expose themselves at the scooped armholes of her top. 

God! Don’t let me ever get like that, Marilyn thought. 

My mate Justin was right in the idea we should try and fuck an older woman, mused young Peter Foster as Marilyn passed him the Cajun sauce.

 The dinner passed without incident and was well cooked and served in an orderly neat fashion. Peter excused himself to go to the TV room in the camp to join some of his pals and catch a satellite transmission of a key European football match. While the adults went to the camp bar, Karen stayed in with Dominic and Angie. They watched TV. Karen didn’t like the programmes and retired to her room with her Play Station.

 ‘You know you were telling me about your dad,’ he suggested.

 ‘Oh yeah! The dirty video. You should have seen the stuff on the screen. It was wicked,’ Angie enthused. ‘Some big dicks on there,’ she added clambering into a huge chair. 

 She wriggled around and he watched as her clothing became untidy and wrinkled up, but she didn’t seem to care. Angie’s tight tee-shirt became even tighter and betrayed the fact that she wore no bra, in that her tits which had not filled out yet - were straining against the material betraying their shape and burgeoning growth. Her sturdy legs were not quite apart enough to see all the way up, but he hoped.

 ‘Your dads got a big one?’ he asked.

 ‘Nah, well you’ve seen it. A tiddler even when he plays with it,’ she told him, indicating about four inches with her fingers. ‘Peter’s is enormous……well you know,’ she broke off suddenly, frowning and biting her lip.

 Dom frowned quizically at her sudden self interruption.

 ‘Seen it in the shower,’ she added after a gulp. ‘And when he gets hard on the beach like you did. What about yours?…I mean your dad’s. I’ve seen yours. That’s big for twelve by the way,’ Angie added pleasantly, as if she was a world expert.

 Dom smiled smugly and tensed it in his shorts. He liked the girl and felt he could confide in her. She sprawled casually on the chair opposite, with her pink denim mini skirt high round her thighs. His peeping feelings crept back and he wondered why he wanted to see up her skirt, having been naked with her practically all day and seen many views of her pussy and arsehole.

 ‘My dad’s left home,’ he said shyly. ‘But yes he has a big one, so has my brother Jason. He is fifteen.’

 ‘Cool,’ she murmured, shifting in her chair. 

 Angie’s legs went even wider and he saw that she wore no underwear. He could see straight up to her cunt. It looked so different and more interesting beneath a layer of clothing.

 ‘What stuff was on the video?’ he asked.

 ‘Fucking and sucking stuff,’ Angie told him matter of factly. ‘You know - the usual.’

 Dom nodded wisely, but didn’t really know.

 ‘You done it Dominic?’ Angie giggled.

 He looked mystified.

 ‘You know…fucked……a girl?’ Angie pressed on. ‘You haven’t have you?’

 He shook his head hurriedly and buried his face in his chest, skulking down into the sofa and peering at the game show on the TV.

 ‘You seen a girl’s pussy properly – like…. felt one?’ she continued.

 ‘No….er! well I’ve seen lots on the beach,’ he blustered – then, ‘It’s not the same thing is it?’ he added tremulously.

 Angie shook her head earnestly and smiled.

 ‘It’s OK don’t worry. You like being a nudist?’ she queried brightly.

 ‘Oh yeah! It’s wicked,’ he enthused genuinely. ‘Hope my mum joins here.’

 ‘Maybe next time you won’t get so hard,’ Angie chuckled, nodding at his crotch.

 ‘Yeah!’ Dom muttered.

 ‘You hard now Dom?’

 ‘Sort of.’

 ‘Sort of?’ Angie scoffed. ‘What do you mean? It’s hard or not.’

 ‘Well yeah…it’s hard I suppose.’

 ‘Don’t believe you,’ Angie mocked, sliding forward in her chair. ‘Show me – go on.’ 

 He shook his head and curled up against her further urgings, suddenly embarrassed.

Angie squirmed again and her skirt rode up under her chubby butt. She splayed her legs and started to stroke her smooth pussy. 

 ‘Bet I can make it very hard.’

 Dom gulped before he could comment - as she lisped the words out slowly and softly. His eyes were fixed on her fingers which were starting to open her slit. She grinned naughtily at him, licking her lips and he gasped as a finger started to penetrate her sweet pussy.

 ‘Come closer Dominic and have a look. It’s OK it won’t bite you,’ she teased him.

 With a practised air, Angie withdrew her finger and sucked it and the lad nearly fainted with shock. He tumbled off the sofa in eager anticipation and scrambled across the floor to her feet. Angie grinned and invited him as close as he could possibly get. His face, rapt with attention on her fingers which played with the delicate folds of her young cunt, was only about six inches away from her snatch. She could feel his hot breath on her tender folds. He could smell musky odours which intrigued him.

 Angie peeled her labia apart and opened her gash, letting him see the moist inner layers. It was so perfect, so new, so delicate in it’s structure, Dom was stunned. The myriad colours of pink that formed the arched lips that Angie displayed, shone out at him, contrasting with the nut brown pigments her skin had turned and rattled his brain. 

Dom’s brain was at the base of his belly at the moment and he tensed his dick and felt it strain against his shorts. Her plain neat fingernails raked across the vee meeting of her labia and unearthed to Dom what looked like a little heart shaped peach. She drew her legs up high, almost folded against her sides. Ripples of puppy fat spread across her bronzed belly.

 ‘That’s my clitty Dominic,’ she whispered, watching the intensity of his gaze.

 ‘Cool,’ he gasped, not knowing what she meant. But it sure looked good enough to eat.

 ‘Do you want to touch it?’ she lisped.

 He gulped and nodded, glancing at her and getting little urging nods back. She smiled sweetly in expectance wanting him to touch her. Angie’s tongue rasped across her dry lips as she tickled her cherry - showing him. Dom budged round to allow his hands to become free.

 Tentatively he reached out as if pointing with his index finger forward. He prodded sharply at her clit and Angie leapt back. He withdrew his finger and sulked in embarrassment.

 ‘Phew! Not so hard Dominic. Lightly…just lightly and rub it gently. Here let me. Give your hand,’ Angie breathed.

 ‘Sorry,’ he whimpered.

 She smiled forgivingly, taking his hand and virtually had to drag it forward such was his reticence. His finger curled out and she drew it to her cunt, her head curled down between widely splayed legs, her back curved forward, supple and willing to teach her new friend correctly. Placing his finger tip on her love button, Angie started to rotate it, soon finding that his own motions were taking up the example. She loosened her hold and gasped as the sheer fact of someone else doing it to her was far better than her own hand. Dom was a quick learner and had ample evidence of the pleasure he was creating from Angie’s gasps, gentle writhing and nodding smiles.

 After a while, just when he was getting a little worried about the slimy stuff oozing from her fanny, Angie stopped him. She grinned at his expression of concern.

 ‘It’s OK, it’s lovely,’ she breathed. ‘Your cock Dominic, let’s see your cock.’

 Seconds later, she was cooing over his hardness, jutting up at her from his kneeling position on the floor. 

 ‘Just look at you Dominic, you sexy beast. It’s amazing, it’s lovely,’ she lisped. ‘Come here.’

 She scrambled onto the floor making her sex pupil take her place on the chair. She yanked off his shorts and savoured the view. His pecker looked red raw and solid, the knob end blisteringly exposed, his foreskin stretched way down under the purple pink ridge of his helmet.

 Angie shuffled nearer - into the gap between his splayed legs as Dom looked on in some trepidation, fearful but tinged with wonderment at what would happen next. She gazed at his tight pack of junior gonads, all totally bald and echoing the lack of pubic hair on his belly. She reached up and Dom squealed with pleasure as she bent his cock away from his belly and put her lips over it. With a triumphant glance up at him, Angie dipped her head and he watched as his prick disappeared into her open mouth.

 ‘Oooer!’ he gasped, feeling the warm suck of her lips.

 His head fell back as he gave up to her expertise, not knowing the etiquette of sharing sexual pleasures. Where he could have stroked her hair, cupped her gobbling face or whispered encouragement and endearments, the boy immersed himself in the acute pleasure pain he was suffering.

 Angie’s cheek hollowed with each withdrawal, getting the maximum suction until she barely exposed his knob end before dipping again to encompass his hard shaft that throbbed in her hands.

 Hardly a minute went by with Dom’s little breaths, utterances and wriggles before he suddenly found himself wanting to cum. But she was still sucking hard and showing no signs of stopping. It was the most delicious sensation he had ever experienced, but he felt he should warn Angie. As he reached to tap her head and pull out, she induced his jism to rise and spout. Even Angie’s obvious expertise, for all of her fourteen years hadn’t anticipated the success of her fellatio skills.

 The first gob of his enriched cum hit her mouth and she drew back in amazement and then with pleasure seeing the look of lost in space that Dominic beamed over his face. With a girlish squeal she pounced again as his seeds fountained from his fist held cock. She slurped on the juices, sucking them out, encouraging him to give more and more he gave her. Dom had not had many climaxes, this in fact was the third, but whilst the first was self induced alongside Jason, the second was instigated by his mother’s anal adventure, this was done by a girl on him with the sole object of making him cum. 

Cum – Dom did, with a spirit and digestion of his first episodes in the book of sex.

 It ceased finally and Angie wound down by laying his softening penis carefully on his belly as if it were the state jewels.

 ‘Wow! Dom. That was something else. So quick but what a lot,’ she grinned sleazily up at him, her cheeks and chin awash with his sperm.

 ‘I’m sorry Angie. I tried to tell you but…’

 ‘It’s OK. I wanted to do that for you. Your first time eh?’ she interrupted. ‘It was meant to happen like that. Don’t you see. That’s what girls can do for boys. Cool eh?’

 ‘Cool,’ he echoed dreamily, not wanting to move.

 She lay her head on his thigh for a while and stroked his loose flabby cock which had wept a little more cum onto his stomach. The breathed heavily, almost in unison until Angie spoke.

 ‘Better go and wash my face or it will go crusty on me,’ she giggled.

 ‘Yeah,’ answered Dom knowingly, but not.

 He watched her trot from the room, her pink skirt still up round her hips, her cute chubby bum undulating softly. On her return, her clothing was neat again. She poured them glasses of juice and they started to watch TV. 

******** 

June arrived back a bit tipsily and alone.

 ‘Your mum and George have gone a drinks party at the Palmer’s cabin,’ she told him. ‘Whole crowd going and I’m not keen on some of them. I said I would take you round there for about eleven, then you’ll go back home. The Palmers are nearer the car park than us. It will save her legs OK?’

 ‘Dad’ll be pissed,’ muttered Angie, glancing at the clock and noticing it was 9.45 p.m.

 ‘Angie!’ barked June.

 ‘Yeah cool Mrs Foster,’ said Dom, starting to get out of the chair. 

 ‘Well we won’t go yet,’ said June quietly, eyeing Dom’s relaxed state and his shorts which were tightly creased round his crotch. Wonder if the little bugger is as hard in there as he was on the beach? she mused naughtily, sprucing her hair in a mirror. ‘It’s a bit early.’ 

 ‘I think I’ll go to bed,’ announced Angie uncurling from her chair.

 June responded with a wave and an air kiss, wandering into the kitchen. Dom watched as Angie deliberately flashed her legs wide to show him a last view of her peachy pussy. He grinned as she smiled and blew him a kiss walking towards him. 

 ‘See you again Dom,’ Angie chuckled standing very near to his chair. ‘Maybe have more time. I like you.’

 ‘Like you too Angie…..er! Thanks,’ he added, then gasped as she raised her skirt the few inches necessary to expose her crotch.

 There were some noises from the kitchen and Angie shuffled her skirt down, turned and left the room with some throw away goodnights. Dom bade goodnight in his mind to the dark slit in it’s little patch of hair as it nestled at the base of her soft round belly.

 ‘Had a good day Dominic?’ June asked, plonking herself heavily onto the sofa. 

 The whole piece of furniture seemed to ripple as much as she did until her weight settled. It was amazing that she managed to keep a goblet of red wine upright and unspilled He was suddenly faced with her left tit which oozed out of her top. It was trapped beneath the flab of her upper arm and June seemed impervious to its escape as she leafed through the TV listings magazine. Her nipple poked out defiantly. Brown and soft it protested silently at the mass of flesh round it and seemed to be calling to Dom to rescue it. It drew his eyes and he tensed his cock, finding it responded positively.

 ‘Yes thank you Mrs Foster,’ he squeaked, wondering how long he dare stare at her tit.

 ‘June pleeeaaase,’ she chuckled, sipping her wine. ‘No formalities Dominic.’

 ‘I like it here,’ he said truthfully. ‘The camp I mean.’

 ‘Yes I could see that,’ she chuckled. ‘Your mum said it was your first visit. Peter, Angie and Karen love it, as indeed I do and George of course. We started nudism just after we were married and have done so ever since. It’s soooo natural and a great leveller.’

 If that tit keeps wobbling at me, my dick won’t stay level,’ he thought.

 ‘Angie entertained you?’

 ‘Oh yes.’

 ‘She’s a great girl. So open. Karen is a bit timid at present, growing pains maybe.’

 If you knew the growing pain I’ve got in my shorts right now Mrs Foster.

 ‘And Peter is so friendly. It was he that first approached you yeah?’

 ‘Yes that’s right.’

 ‘Made some friends then.’

 ‘Yes. You have lots of friends here?’

 ‘Not lots…friends that is. Acquaintances more likely. George knows hundreds but he’s like that,’ added June, thinking that her wayward husband would probably be sniffing round some bitch right now.

 





*******
‘George, please don’t do that,’ Marilyn hissed after she felt her very persistent escort hand her a glass of juice and deliberately nudge his fist into her tits. Why am I here?  She mused. But this artist chap is really nice though.
George Foster ogled her erect nipples and smiled cheesily. I like that in a woman, defensive but interested in me. She wouldn’t be here otherwise, he pondered.

*******
‘Oh. Cool,’ remarked Dom

 ‘We go our own ways often,’ said June.

 ‘Oh!’

 ‘But you wouldn’t understand.’

 ‘No.’

 ‘Got a girlfriend Dominic?’

 ‘No…not at present.’

 ‘You should. A big strong lad like you.’

 ‘Mmmm!’

 ‘You speak nicely, have a nice family and a nice body and you’re good looking.’

 ‘Oh! Er…thanks.’

 ‘You ever had a girlfriend?’

 ‘No.’ I hope I can work on Angie for my first one.

‘Pity - but they will come along, no worries.’

 ‘Expect so.’
 ‘Did I say you have a nice body too?’ Did I tell you you have a nice cock?
 ‘Er ..yes. Thanks.’

 ‘No worries, Your mum has a nice body too.’ That bastard George has made that clear too.
 ‘Yes…she has.’

 ‘Wish I had one like hers.’

 ‘Mmm!’

 *******

If that George touches my arse one more time like that I’ll smack him in the face, thought Marilyn, as she tried to have a sensible and intriguing conversation with a very interesting man in his sixties. I think I would model for Jose…yes in the nude. Why not.
God that’s one great arse, George mused. I’m going to shag that before the summer is out.
******
 ‘You think I have a nice body Dominic?’ asked June, uncurling her piano style legs from under her. ‘Th th!. Oh dear, some of my body has escaped. I’m sorry.’

 She rounded up the flat flab of her left tit and made a great fuss of tucking it back in her top. As she shuffled about, her skirt rode several inches up her thigh. Dom watched the clash course of her thighs get longer and longer until she finally patted her chest as if to say - that’s my tit stored away.
 ‘Yes you have a nice body,’ he told her solemnly. ‘Er…June.’

 ‘Thank you, you sweet boy. You’re so nice,’ she smiled sweetly, taking a large slug of her red wine. ‘I like boys. Girls always give me problems. Mind you - I love Angie and Karen to bits, but Peter is an angel.’

 ‘Mmm!’ Sexy Angie is the angel round here June.
 ‘Do you see your mum’s body at home too? I mean naked…you know?’

 ‘Yes, often.’

 ‘I think that’s nice to be naked at home too. Even when we are at home I am mostly naked. It’s so free.’

 ‘Well I haven’t tried that.’

 ‘You must, you must Dominic. I’m sure your mother will from now on. You must too.   

 ‘Would you like to be naked now? Tell you what, lets get naked to celebrate your last hour or so on the camp,’ June urged.

 Before Dom could protest - not knowing why, but for the first time all weekend he was thinking he might not want to see this particular female in the flesh again, June had flung off her top and was fiddling with the zip of her skirt. Her flabby breasts were nudged from side to side as she struggled to undo the zipper clasp. 

 Oh shit! I’m getting hard again, he feared as he watched the tumble of her breast flesh..

Her belly roll spilled over the waist band of her skirt so much, she had difficulty locating it. Dom looked on aghast, until she smiled across at him when she finally wrestled the zipper open. She stood, not without difficulty as her legs were a touch unstable after her wine consumption.

 Dom was transfixed by the bulbs of her tits, which supported the neatest nipples in dark tight surrounds. He flexed his dick and found it was bursting at his shorts.

 ‘Go on Dominic try it. I am, it’s fun.,’ she wheezed, leaning on the arm of the sofa.

 ‘Well I…’ he responded. ‘Karen and Angie?’

 ‘Oh they will be fast asleep now. Both sleepy heads once they hit the sack,’ giggled June, easing her skirt further down her legs. ‘And who cares if we are naked. We’ve been naked together virtually all day.’

 ‘But…’ he murmured, watching as she stumbled out of her skirt which was a mere pile of material on the floor.

 ‘Don’t wear panties on the camp so don’t wear them when I’m dressed,’ June confided with a cheeky chuckle. ‘There – that’s better.’

 She posed like a fashion model, arms akimbo, legs splayed, grinning from ear to ear. Dom gulped as he stared at the jelly like lump that stood bare naked before him, but then he homed in on her crotch. It was bare shaved, just visible - tucked under a low roll of flesh. She chuckled.

 ‘Come on Dominic, you’ve seen a naked woman before. Get naked with me, come on it’s cool,’ she breathed, before taking another gulp of wine.

 He froze as June waddled over to him. She towered over him in his chair and he felt the heat of her flesh searing his senses. His eyes burned into her crotch, they wouldn’t move and she spotted his fixation.

 ‘Ah! Is it this you want to see Dominic? You naughty boy. OK Let Auntie June show you a few things. It’s obvious you are very naïve when it comes to the details of a woman’s body,’ June chuckled as she placed her hands at the side of her cunt. ‘I will teach you a few things don’t worry. Now get undressed that’s a good boy.’

 As she spoke, June gradually pulled her pussy pouch wider, stretching the skin and displaying the start of her slit. Dom gasped and in a sort of trance, started to off load his clothes. The shirt was easy and as he swung his shorts down, his cock snapped hard against his belly with a clearly audible noise.

 ‘My my Dominic. What a naughty boy you are. You mustn’t  get excited when Auntie June takes her clothes off,’ June murmured, her eyes glued to his erection. ‘Well not on the beach anyway, but it’s OK here.’

 ‘Bbbb..uttt!’ he stammered, as she shuffled closer.

 June reached down and grasped his cock and smoothed it, all the time issuing little mews and coos as she investigated it’s hardness and length.

 ‘Auntie June likes your body Dominic, especially your penis. Is that what you call it?’

 ‘It’s my cock,’ he declared, gazing in rapture as her tits jiggled in front of his face.

 ‘Yes, of course it….Oooer!’ she stuttered, as he daringly leaned forward and tried to lick her nipples.

 Her grip tightened on his dick as she lowered to allow him to suckle and she groaned with pleasure as he nudged at her boobies like a calf at the cow. Suddenly June’s perilous stance and the laws of gravity caused her to stumble and she collapsed towards the floor. Dom’s dick was pulled as she grabbed for something until she let go. She giggled uncontrollably as she finally lay beyond the chair, with Dom peering over the edge at her. The massive body rippled. June opened her legs and started to pull her cunt open.

 ‘Look Dominic. Have a look at my pussy. Lovely isn’t it?’ she murmured, liking the feel of her fingers on her labia. ‘Oh my - look at you big boy.’

 Her words accompanied his getting out of the chair and kneeling next to June. His eyes flickered from her floppy tits - once more reclining in her armpits, to her crotch which was fully exposed as she widened her legs and heaved up the lower rolls of her belly. He saw her shaven pussy pouch and the long lips of her gash. It was bright pink turning to red and was leaking some sort of slimy stuff he noticed. Do all cunts do that? he mused. His mum’s on the beach, Angie and now Mrs Foster was doing it.

 June grabbed at him greedily. Not caring about the consequences, the age of the lad, the beautifully hard young lad who was going to fuck her. Yes June, use him, she argued within, against her mature and intelligent brain which was yelling STOP!  All of her training as a school teacher was burning through her mind. Never have I done anything like this or even thought as much, but that bastard of a husband had driven me to this with his womanising and neglect of my sexy body and desires. He used to like me chubby, his little bundle of fun he called me. Never touching me for over eight years now and I need a good fucking. Please let this boy, this prime youth do it for me and I will never do this again…never. Just fuck me Dominic……
‘Just fuck me Dominic,’ she uttered as she roughly pulled him onto her pudding like frame.

Dom lay ignorantly prone on her, liking the heat, the rubbing of his hard dick on her belly as she grappled with his buttocks trying to pull him into her groin. June groaned in frustration, feeling his dick wallowing on the pit of her stomach, wanting it hard up her wet snatch and realising she would have to do it for herself. She stuck her hand between them, levering him sideways until she grasped it. He winced as she swivelled the extremely hard rod down until Dom noticed it was now in a very hot and wet spot. He felt he should move and thrust forward, liking June’s tight grip. It was like a wank and he wanted to cum now, such was the evening of excitement.

 ‘No stick it in me Dominic. In my pussy…wait…er….Oourgh..ah! there..ooer.yessss!’ June gasped

 The heat round his knob suddenly intensified although the iron grip had gone. Now it was hot, slippery and very easy to shove. The lad bucked, finding his dick entered even further and he loved the silky feel and total lack of friction that his hand produced. It was remarkably tight, without gripping and afforded him great pleasure as his body adopted a steady rocking action, with June’s assistance through her hand on his bum cheeks.

S’funny – I thought that maybe fat women have big fat cunts. Hers seems small, he mused as he racked up the speed.

June gasped with pleasure as his love stick reamed her pussy. The first real dick in her for years. Why haven’t I done this more often? She dreamed. There’s those odd blokes who I have fucked but it’s really that old bugger George who I love and want but he doesn’t want me.
‘Oh that’s lovely Dominic. That’s right - fuck your Auntie June. You must do this for me whenever we can,’ she murmured as his crotch slapped into hers. “You’re so good little man. You’re not a boy any more. You’re a man,’ she gabbled pulling at his arse cheek with more frenzied grappling.

 Dom panted as the fuck lasted. He was getting the hang of this now and she seemed to like what he was doing. His belly was rolling on hers and it was difficult to get more leverage and he guessed that’s what he needed. My cum must happen soon, I can feel it down there, but if…do this…Oh yes….he thought.

 Placing his arms each side of her wide mass, he found strength in the stiff arm approach, which raised his young tousled head. His shoulders strained as he upped the speed, while he gazed blankly down at June’s nodding, grinning, bloated, sweating face. Not knowing the emotions of sex - Dom just plunged on and on, sensing the moment  would come soon which would release all those wonderful inner sensations and his stuff into June’s hungry snatch.

 His body shuddered and he shook his head as the bubbling within started. His hard powerful body rammed at her relentlessly, making June shudder inwardly herself at the vigour and enthusiasm such an obvious virgin was showing. Suddenly she felt the massive surge and as his head shot backwards and his mouth distorted with the effort, she experienced the flood of ripe young sperm sluicing hot and full into her cunt. Seconds later, Dom was a spent force. He lay on her immense bulk, panting hoarsely as if it was his last breath, then he tried to roll off. She gripped him close, loving the effort, the sheer bludgeoning way he had fucked her without any thought for her well being or her climax. June didn’t mind though.

 Raw, fertile youth had taken her and the middle aged woman lay quietly hugging the virtual child to her fat sweaty body. She felt his cock slither out of her womb and sensed the warm trickle of his spunk  and her juices onto her anus. Immediately, Dom again tried to rise off her but she held him close. She needed his undivided attention.

 ‘No Dominic, just lie still and let your breath catch up my little man. That was wonderful. You are very good at this you know,’ she whispered at his enquiring face.

 ‘Thank you Auntie,’ he gasped, making her smile. ‘It was nice.’

 ‘You must never tell any one about this Dominic. Anyone. If anyone and I mean anyone, your brother, your mother, your friends – anyone you can think of finds out about this, you and I will get into such serious trouble. Do not tell anyone about what we have done you understand? Our special secret, the biggest secret you will ever have. Yes?’ she asked solemnly, her eyes boring into Dom’s.

 The lad gulped and nodded and she made him promise on God’s honour, with the promise that they would do it again.

 ‘Need a pee,’ he told her, trying to pull away from her arms.

 ‘Ok Dominic. Off you go. It’s OK. Go and pee. I’ll follow you in, as there are one or two things I have to take care of before I deliver you to your mother,’ June giggled with raised eyebrows.

 He hadn’t a clue what she was referring to but was thankful to relieve himself. As Dom stood over the bowl he examined his cock. It was greasy and slightly swollen but looked OK otherwise. He finished his pee. He dabbed at his dick with toilet paper, some of which broke away and stuck resolutely to his sticky knob and shaft, so he laboriously picked off the tiny tissue waste.

 On vacating the bathroom, June waddled in and closed the door. She sluiced her crotch clean and dried, then sorted her hair and makeup. She joined a fully dressed Dom in the lounge and put her clothes on. He watched with fascination - the reverse process of something he knew he wanted to watch every woman do.

******* 

He was delivered to the Palmer’s cabin on time and without fuss and Marilyn introduced him round to the few who had stayed on. As it was Sunday night, many of the nudists had left for home being weekenders, but George was still harassing any woman within reach and Marilyn in particular. She had refrained from hitting him, to preserve peace and protect her relationships with the nice people she had met. She was determined to let Mickey know of George’s lecherous ways however.

******* 

‘You’d like to come here again wouldn’t you Dom?’ his mum asked as they reached the car.

 ‘Oh yes mum. I like it and I made friends,’ he responded eagerly, climbing in.

 ‘Didn’t get burned,’ she chuckled. ‘Except maybe on your whatsit. Did you oil it? Oh of course you did, we ran out of oil didn’t we? Needed so much,’ she screeched.

 With that she reached over and grabbed his crotch and shook it.

 ‘Hello big boy. My lovely Dommeee,’ she teased. 

‘Muuumm!’ Dom giggled at her cheeky good spirits as Marilyn drove from the camp and  he thought about the events of the two days, but more about her feeling him up that way and what he knew about her body and sexual exploits. 

Maybe he would learn more about her at home too. He hoped Mickey would visit them and he could work out how to peep and listen. Happily he fell asleep in the car.

******* 

The following week being a half term and with Jason away, Dom saw a lot of his mother in that her part time work and voluntary charity work allowed her to buzz round the house in her normal bright and breezy way. They did things together, he helped her with some of her tasks, but oddly and frustratingly, he never got a glimpse of anything other than her occasional nakedness on the way to the bathroom and her normal sexy dress round the house. Glimpses of nipples down or through her tops, tight crotches and that distinctive cameltoe became a source of mild excitement for him. He knew what lay behind that slice of material high between her legs and liked the way it carved into her cunt. He found pleasure in thinking about her cunt as much as the others he had seen.

 On the Thursday - she left him alone for virtually the whole day, knowing it was illegal - as to do so, a child must be fourteen, but also knowing he was such a responsible and careful child he would not have any problems. He had her mobile number too. After his breakfast and after doing some light chores to help her, he would be alone with virtually the whole day ahead of him. He did have some school work and he sensibly rattled that off within a couple of hours. Some of it was to do with his theatre project from the after school drama group. 

 Late morning came and Dom was free to relax as Marilyn prepared to leave. He had vaguely planned the idea and had been present as Marilyn changed clothes after her shower. Her happy, carefree chat as she drew off her clothes and quickly showered in the presence of Dom was nothing if not usual and he watched with interest as she donned a smart charcoal grey suit, over a cream blouse, over sheer black tights over a minimal pair of panties. As usual she didn’t wear a brassiere and as usual her shoes sported the most incredibly high narrow heels. The clothes she wore during the morning were unceremoniously dumped in the big basket in her room.

 June’s and especially Angie’s pussy smells had intrigued him and he guessed his mother’s would be the same. He entered her bedroom stealthily as if afraid to be caught out. It was shady as she had pulled the curtains to block out the brilliant sunshine that would flood the front of the house for most of the day. Her perfume pervaded the room headily and Dom liked that. He went straight to the wash basket and on top were the black briefs Marilyn had discarded only twenty minutes ago. Realising there was quite a pile of dirty clothes he rummaged further and found two more pairs. A white thong and a white plain panty. He perched on her unmade bed and examined the black pair.

They were already inside out and he held them up, the elastic wound tight as she had pulled them down. The inner gusset was clean but damp and he smelt it. He breathed in the warm mysterious odours that flooded his nose and imagined what her cunt would have looked like as it leaked the dampness. Dom clamped his teeth on the gusset while peering into the other two pairs. The white thong had a slight yellow stain and the others were clean. Neither of them smelt like the freshly discarded pair, although there were faint odours present.

 His interest aroused, he raided his mother’s bedside drawers finding piles of underwear and he spent many happy minutes carefully examining the delicate and fluffy garments before placing them back as he found them. He saw the family photograph on her table. Sara’s open, big eyed face beamed out at him.

 He wandered into his sister’s room which was on the back of the house. Marilyn had erected a clothes hanger with the latest pile of freshly washed clothes before ironing. It was a spare room in as many words and Dom desired it for himself. Sara had left little of her belongings, taking most of her treasured artefacts to college. On the wall was a year old photo of the family including their dad, taken on the beach and his eyes immediately focussed on Sara’s busty bikini clad body. He had never thought of her tits or cunt before. Dom glanced around and on the far side of the bed, under the window was a chest of drawers.

 He strolled round glancing out into the neat and leafy rear gardens. He opened one of the two top drawers and found pots and jars and tubes of makeup. The other one held a few trinkets of jewellery and ornaments. The second drawer yielded more significant treasures in the lad’s mind. A few pairs of panties and some bras nestled sadly together.   

 Even Dom could see they were of a shabby nature, cords and threads hanging or snagged. A white bra that was now grey. A couple of pairs of sports bras, with permanently stained armpits. Disappointed he made to wander back to his mothers room, still sniffing her moist panties as he searched.

 Glancing out of the window again he saw a movement in the next door garden. A flash of white. He ducked back to the side, hidden by the curtains and waited. His voying instinct had returned and his heart leapt with anticipation, as well it should. 
Rona Mendez had never entered his mind before apart from her neighbourly status. Friendly, but reserved, she would only chat to Dom for short periods.

 He knew his mum liked her lots and they both did little errands for each other, but they weren’t into being in each others house all the time. It was friendly but at a distance. She was always pleasant to Dom and Jason too.

 Being coal black, self financing and single, Rona kept her distance with the menfolk who lusted after her tall, voluptuous body. Being a police sergeant didn’t help her male relationships, but it didn’t bother her. She was aiming for stardom in the force. A career could oft be hindered by male baggage. Her white tee-shirt again caught Dom’s eyes. He watched her hang out some washing and strained his eyes to see the many pairs of panties she strung out, followed by a series of very large bras. He was straining as the washing was only just visible through a leafy tree. 

 He remembered his grandfather’s binoculars at the seaside cottage and wished he had a pair to study Rona’s underwear, but suddenly his interest went up two gears. She walked nearer to the house where the view was much clearer for Dom and then she pulled out a sun lounger from a shed, carefully lining it up on the paved terrace. His mind raced, it was very hot day. Would she sunbathe nude or just topless? Even in a bikini would be cool. She has enormous tits, just like that woman on the beach. How he wished he had a camera….Hang on. Jason has a video camera in his room.

 Dom scuttled to find the cam-corder. He knew how to use it and was fiddling with the battery and controls as he re-entered Sara’s bedroom. Stuffing his mother’s knickers into his shorts pocket he crossed the room. Wondering if he could get the camera to a beach - the nude beach next time, he slid behind the curtains and scanned Rona’s terrace. He nearly screeched with pleasure. She was laid out in her underwear - lacy black underwear and was busily oiling her body. He switched on the camera and settled down to capturing some private pin up shots for his own consumption.

 Immediately into zoom, he focussed on her lush body. Rona was laid at about 45 degrees away from him with her head nearest. He trained the cam over her feet, noticing her painted toe nails, her dimpled knees and up to her belly capturing all of her crotch hidden behind glossy black, rather enveloping pants with lacy edges nevertheless. He used max zoom to look at her cunt mound, it was quite a large bulge and then he looked up her full curvy stomach to her chest which heaved gently and made the large lumps of her bra clad tits rise and fall. He tensed his cock and found he was hard. He put the cam on the window ledge and ripped off his shorts. His cock sprang up and slapped against his belly. His lucky talisman - his dick, came good again for him, as he picked up the camera.

 Rona sat up and adjusted her sunglasses, then she rolled up her unruly thick black hair and captured it under a baseball cap. She glanced at her watch, then up at the sky as if studying it and then unclasped her brassiere. Dom’s heart surged with pleasure as she cast off the large wired structure and let her magnificent breasts roll free. She started to oil herself, with slow luxurious moves of her hand as she lavished the sun block on her glistening body. Her boobs wobbled and bounced and he prayed for her nipples to rise, but they didn’t. They remained mostly flat and glossy. She oiled all of her front and then lay back and Dom worked the camera slowly up and down her reclining torso, sometimes in zoom, sometimes not.

 She was fidgety and moved around a lot but stayed on her back and finally she settled once more with her legs wide apart. She reached down her belly and tidied the elastic of her panties and lifted the waistband and slid her hand inside. It was brief moment that Dom captured as she removed her hand again and seemingly satisfied with her undies, she lay quietly for some moments. Dom steadied the camera on some books at his eye level as Rona laid immobile. This allowed him to play with his erection. He rubbed it hard and then soft - varying the pace, finding he could control the sensations. All the time he kept his eye on the LCD screen.

 Rona stirred again and he took up the camera eager to capture every moment. She sat up and again he captured her knockers swaying wildly as she appeared to talk to someone, gesturing a hand towards the house. No one appeared and she lay back, legs wide apart, with Dom wondering if he dare sneak into Mrs Duncan’s garden across the bottom of Rona’s and get some shots up between her legs. Mrs Duncan was a formidable woman and he decided on safety rather than her wrath.

 Another happy but odd moment then occurred. As the black woman basked in privacy or so she thought, Dom saw her little King Charles Spaniel enter the frame. The black and white hairy dog, which he knew was called Charlie, trotted from the house and across the terrace. Rona either didn’t hear it or was ignoring him. The dog sniffed at the edge of the lawn and then approached his mistress. His sensitive nose elevated and without fuss he walked between Rona’s legs, put his forefeet on the edge of the lounger and sniffed right into her crotch.

 Rona squealed and flapped as she shot upright, her massive boobs wobbling dramatically. Charlie bounded away. Dom chuckled as he captured the moment and her reaction as she scolded her pet. He guessed Charlie’s cold snout would have given her a real shock and wondered what she would smell like and what would her cunt look like? 

 He never got the chance to find out, because while she basked for about an hour, with the lad faithfully pointing the camera at her, she never took off her panties. Finally she got up and tidied the terrace, called Charlie inside and he never saw her again for some time.

 He scanned the other gardens from his sister’s window, but apart from laden washing lines lazily drifting in the light air, he saw no other females. He went down to the lounge and wired up the cam corder to the TV and VCR. Settling into the sofa out of view of anyone approaching the house, he re-ran the tape and wanked off to the recent views of Rona accompanied by big sniffs of Marilyn’s panties. Wiping his dick, he heard a car start close by and leaped up to the window.

 Rona was in full uniform and going to work. He watched her drive away and wondered what to do next. He zapped some TV channels, found The Simpsons and happily lazed the afternoon watching them and SouthPark. His voyeuring was over for  the time being, but not for long – he hoped. He nearly forgot about putting his mum’s panties back in the basket, but didn’t.

FIN

