
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    Alphas on 
 
    Hotwives 
 
      
 
    Erotic Taboo Collection 8 
 
      
 
    Matt Coolomon 
 
    Edited by S.H Madonna 
 
      
 
    Adults Only 
 
    High level erotic content 
 
      
 
    Copyright © 2020 Matt Coolomon 
 
    All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted, in any form, without the written consent of the copyright holder. 
 
    This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to any real life person is coincidental. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Alphas on Hotwives: Erotic Taboo Collection 8 is a 149,000 word X-Rated exhibitionist step-daughter and wife-sharing story bundle. Please enjoy. 
 
    - Matt 
 
      
 
      
 
    Mining Rights Part 1 
 
    Mining Rights Part 2 
 
    Mining Rights Part 3 
 
    Mining Rights Part 4 
 
    Mining Rights Epilogue 
 
    Sorry Oral Only 
 
    Daughter Seduced by Older Men 
 
    Mountain Man Part 1 
 
    Mountain Man Part 2 
 
    Mountain Man Part 3 
 
    Suburban Wife Seduced 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Mining Rights Part 1 
 
    Mandy 
 
    Damn it was hot. I turned the control on the air-conditioner in our aging Ford Wagon, fiddling with it and trying to watch the traffic at the same time. It didn’t seem to be working. Again. So I gave up on the air-con and wound the window down. It was ridiculous that we drove such a huge car around anyway, with the price of fuel these days. And it was only Alan (hubby) and me, and at most a bunch of grocery bags from the local shopping centre. I had only just paid the registration on the damn thing too, way more than my girlfriend paid on her little Seca. 
 
    I pulled into the gym parking lot and just beat another driver to the only available spot in shade. I nearly took out the side of the adjacent car swinging into the spot, but I was pretty skilled at parking and always had a strange knack at getting good spots. 
 
    The gym is a glass-front building with everyone on show doing their stuff. Directly in front of where I was parked I could see Sven helping one of the luckier ladies, replete with lots of gold jewellery, with her pre-workout stretching. Sven is our local Adonis – our tall, tanned personal trainer in bike shorts and a muscle tee. 
 
    At least, we call him Sven. He’s probably really called Darren. 
 
    And not that I can afford a personal trainer. 
 
    No, my luck definitely ends at the car park on gym days. 
 
    It was early afternoon Friday. Recently my hours had been cut back at work, so I had time to work out during the day. I went three times a week and was proud of my body, though my gym membership was up for renewal in a couple of months and I wasn’t sure where we were going to find the cash to pay for it again, bit if a luxury really. 
 
    My class was starting. It was run by fifty-something mother-of-four, Margie Bourke. She was probably a more qualified fitness professional than Sven, actually. 
 
    I did my hour and hurried home, sweating it out in the heat and traffic. It was my actual home I was headed to, not where we were presently staying. My and Alan’s house was a small apartment in and old complex about twenty minutes from the city and beaches. I just wanted to check out the mail box. I grabbed a bundle of junk mail with a few window letters that didn’t look good. I didn’t bother opening them, and took off back across town to Alan’s father’s mansion on the beach. That’s where we were staying and playing make-believe for the next month – house-sitting and minding cats while Mr Jamison (Simon, my father-in-law) was overseas on business. 
 
    I pulled into the spot we were allowed in the four car garage – the spot between the 80’s Jag and the new Mercedes sports. 
 
    Yep, the old Ford wagon was looking particularly sad right now. 
 
    Alan’s father liked his money and his toys, and he didn’t like sharing. I’m amazed he allowed us to house sit for him. The cats usually went to a cat holiday farm somewhere. Haha, yeah, tight arse, probably didn’t want to pay the thousand bucks to have the cats in a cattery. 
 
    I punched in the security code before the house alarm went off on me again, and I tossed my stuff on our bed and jumped in the shower. 
 
    Twenty minutes later I was sitting at a glass-top outdoor table sipping a tall lemon squash and glaring at the electricity bill from our tiny apartment. How could it be so expensive? Then I opened the other window-faced letter and found a speeding fine for another couple of hundred. 
 
    Ohmygod! 
 
    I opened my laptop and pulled up our budget spreadsheet. The anniversary weekend we had planned for next month was a luxury item, right? It was the only place I could see to trim any fat. 
 
    The fridge door alarm jingled from the kitchen. “Oh for frig’s sake!” 
 
    I rushed back inside to close the damned door properly, and through the kitchen window I saw a Limousine pull up outside the neighbour’s house. 
 
    I had seen this Limo before -- about this time last Friday, I reasoned, as I watched the lady from next door come from her house wearing a little black dress, shiny red stilettoes, her blond hair slicked back into a tight bun. 
 
    Ohmygod, where is she going again at this time of day? 
 
    My phone beeped with a text. It was right there in my bag on the counter. 
 
    Dad: Amanda darling have you given any thought to this Sunday. Mrs Taylor has confirmed she’ll be absent. Please say you’ll come help out in Sunday school. Kids need your skills on the piano xx. 
 
    I rolled my eyes. My father is a pastor. I grew up playing piano in church, and after breaking away from it a year ago, I still seem to be first back-up if Mrs Taylor is absent. Fortunately that isn’t very often, and I had already decided I’d help out. I text back right away. My dad’s a darling who would do anything for me in return. 
 
    I sent off the text then hit call for my bestie Stephanie Howell. 
 
    “Hey, doc, can you talk?” 
 
    Stephanie is a doctor at my local clinic. 
 
    “Hi, Mandy, what’s up?” 
 
    “It’s back again.” 
 
    “What is?” 
 
    “The Limo. It’s back and that woman just took off in it. And she was tarted up again.” 
 
    “Ha! And what are you doing sticky-beaking, nosey parker? Why aren’t you getting done up yourself, on a Friday night in the city? Isn’t that man of yours taking you out?” 
 
    “Dunno. Maybe. I think we might be having wine on the deck tonight.” 
 
    “Oh that sounds like fun.” 
 
    “Yeah whatever. I’m a bit over all this today. I just got a stupid speeding fine. Although I think it might have been Alan driving. But either way.” 
 
    “Ouch that sucks. You okay?” 
 
    “Yes!” I scolded. Stephanie knows she’s not allowed to offer me money. 
 
    “Alright, alright! Jeez, girlfriend. You ought to go see that woman next door then, she’ll show you how to fix your household expenses.” 
 
    “Huh… what?” 
 
    Stephanie giggled. “No, I’m just talking shit. Forget I said anything.” 
 
    “Forget you said anything about what?” 
 
    “No, it’s nothing. Really.” 
 
    “It is not nothing. Come on, out with it. I know you and I know you want to tell me.” 
 
    “No, it’s just that your neighbour lady is a regular here and um… well I can’t divulge why, as you know.” 
 
    “Hmm. Okay. That’s intriguing. What does she have to do with my household budget though? I don’t get it. Spill!” 
 
    “Well let’s just say it seems she might be in a line of work that covers the household budget very nicely, and with a lot of spare change. Or so I’m guessing... without any actual facts to go on. So I might be way off here.” 
 
    “Aahh, and would that line of work be one of the oldest professions, by any chance? Is that what you’re suggesting, miss-way-nosier than I am, by the look of things.” 
 
    “Um, don’t know, and I gotta go! Have fun tonight, girlfriend.” 
 
    “Okay, bye Steph, catch ya.” 
 
    * 
 
    Alan’s dad had left us some wine. We had enough for lots of nights out on the deck, which made for nice free entertainment with the moonlit waves, stargazing, and a bit of romance. The best things in life are free, right? 
 
    At about 9pm the Limo returned and the lady from next door got out – looking as perfect and immaculate as when she had left five hours ago. We both waved but she didn’t seem to see us. 
 
    The woman was intriguing.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Alan 
 
    My wife is hot. 
 
    She’s the kind of hot you get when the girl next door doesn’t even know how attractive she is. When she’s genuinely pretty, and doesn’t need to be made-up to look that way. When she can really only do some lipstick and a bit of eyeliner, because any more than that and she’s detracting from how pretty she is. 
 
    Mandy is a bit above average height for a girl, slender and well toned. She has nice B-cup boobs and nipples that poke at her tops if she isn’t wearing a bra… which she sometimes doesn’t. 
 
    She turns heads of other men. 
 
    I’m kind of used to that. 
 
    It was mid-morning Saturday, doing the lawns at my dad’s place. I was emptying the grass catcher into a trailer and watching her over the pool fence. Mandy was scooping leaves from the pool. I noticed the guy from next door was watching her too from his back deck. 
 
    In summer Mandy usually dresses in pretty skimpy clothing. She’s got a great tan and likes to take any opportunity to work on it. The bikini top she was wearing was just a bit of string and a couple of patches over her boobs. There was plenty of boob showing from the sides and top as well. It was one of those knitted ones – pale yellow, with her nipples obvious through it. 
 
    Not that you could see them exactly, but you could see a little dark spot. 
 
    She was moving around in the pool area, having to bend to reach the middle with the leaf scoop. There were trees along the back fence so there was always lots of leaves and crap to scoop from the bottom of the pool. She was facing away from me as she reached, and the back of her denim skirt wasn’t long enough to cover her properly. She wasn’t wearing the bikini bottoms. She reached again and I saw the crotch of her sky-blue panties. 
 
    The guy from next door was tilting his head for a look too. He had done that a few times and did it again as I watched him. Mandy got down on her hands and knees and reached for a floaty chair that was drifting around the water with the gusty breeze. 
 
    There were leaves in the chair. She collected them and remained on her hands and knees while reaching with the leaf scoop for another chair. The old dude next door watched her intently. He was craning his neck and leaning over, clearly for a better angle. 
 
    He suddenly glanced at me and my face flushed hot with some weird kind of embarrassment. I don’t know what the hell that is, but I’ve felt it plenty of times before when guys have been checking Mandy out. 
 
    The guy looked from me back to my wife. He glanced back at me and gave me this little nod. He was smiling lightly. I swallowed hard and deliberately looked away so he could continue checking out my wife. I went back to cleaning the last of the grass from the catcher. 
 
    Mandy got up, grabbing the leaf scoop again, standing upright now. She wasn’t bending over in front of the neighbour anymore. 
 
    I mean, it wasn’t his fault, right? That’s why I couldn’t be mad at the guy. He was just sitting on his deck reading the paper. 
 
    I hooked the grass catcher back on the mower and resumed cutting the lawn. Mandy’s job done, she laid a towel over a lounger and rested back on it, applying sunscreen. She was side-on to the guy who was still watching her. She had a book and started reading. Her legs were bent up, the seat only angled back a bit, so she was still mostly sitting up. 
 
    I saw this neighbour dude get up and stretch. He was continually looking over at Mandy. I wondered if he was going to try and check her out again with the way she was sitting. Her feet were apart, her knees together but only lightly touching by the look of it. I could see they were moving apart then touching together again as she read. The guy could get another good look up her skirt if he walked along his deck towards his own pool. Their deck was raised a bit and he could easily see over the fence. 
 
    I kept mowing and keeping an eye on him through my sunnies. He was looking out at the ocean but kept glancing at my wife. I don’t know why I wanted him to do it, but I was flushing hot at the thought of him walking along to the end of his deck. 
 
    He was standing there for ages and continually glanced at Mandy. I was desperate for him to do it, and finally he started strolling out along his deck toward his pool. 
 
    I stopped the mower and stood watching through the foliage of a shrub. My heart was thumping and my cock was tingling semi-firm. The guy walked to the edge of his pool and leant on a rail there, looking out at the ocean. Mandy was right there over the fence. He glanced once, then stood with his body angled slightly toward her, his head turned so that he was definitely positioned to watch her sideways through his dark sunglasses. 
 
    I squeezed my cock through my pants. I had firmed up to full erection. Mandy’s bent-up legs were still casually swaying a little way open then closed. This older man was angled to see between them. He was definitely checking out her panties again. 
 
    She reached back with both arms and stretched. He nodded to her and said something I couldn’t hear. She spoke back to him. She had quickly moved her arms down and had a hand beneath her bent-up legs. She was covering her crotch. The guy had turned to face her directly and also approached closer to the fence. 
 
    I watched enthralled and brimming with excitement. Mandy remained sitting with her knees bent up, facing the guy directly. She was chatting with him now and keeping her hand in place beneath her bare thighs. 
 
    Fuck, baby. move your hand and let this guy have another look at ya panties. 
 
    She was giggling and chatting away. 
 
    Ok, phew, I didn’t say that out loud then! 
 
    But finally she removed her hand from covering her and plucked at the towel she was sitting on, straightening it. 
 
    The guy’s head tilted. Mandy looked up at him then checked around, looking for me, it seemed. 
 
    She was showing him. It was obvious and incredibly exciting to me that she was flashing this older man now.   
 
    They were thong panties she had on. There was no doubt she was letting this guy have a look. She had remained sitting with her legs bent up, her knees together but her feet still apart. He had approached the fence and was right there in front of her. 
 
    I know that view so well. Mandy has a habit of sitting like that and there’s always a clear display of the puffy little crotch of her panties.  
 
    And she’s been sweating away and she’s always wet between her legs first when she’s hot. Mm, yum… 
 
    I hoped the guy could see her slit through them a little bit. She always buys smooth cotton ones that form to the shape of her, and she keeps her pussy shaved bare. Which means there’s always a nice camel-toe into her.  
 
    I tease her about that and she plays up to it because she knows I like that look. 
 
    She also knows how exciting I find it when other men are getting a look, and she plays up to that too. 
 
    It’s usually only with strangers and always older men. Although a couple of weeks ago she let these high school boys hanging around under the stairs at our local mall have a look. Then the other day, when we first got here to look after the house, my buddy Robbo from a couple of streets across came over for a beer and Mandy sat like this while he checked her out too. But only for a minute before she swayed her legs to the side and tucked them up so he couldn’t see. 
 
    Robbo definitely got a camel-toe flash though. I could tell by the smirk on his face. 
 
    I guess it’s kind of a fetish for me, though I don’t see any harm in it. I’m pretty sure Mandy genuinely likes doing it. I think her skirts and dresses are definitely shorter now than when we first got together. She’s changed styles a bit, to get them so short. They were always kind of short, it was what caught my attention when we met – how short her skirt was. I can’t really remember, but I’m damned sure I would have been looking for that in a girl back then. 
 
    The guy walked down from his deck and out his back gate, jogging off along the beach. I quickly finished my mowing and put the mower back into the garden shed down the back. I walked around the fence on my way back to the house. I wanted to check out the view this neighbour guy had. 
 
    Mandy watched me over her book. I was outside the pool fence on the narrow strip of grass between it and the fence this other man was just looking over. As I got to the point he had been looking from, there was indeed a perfect view of Mandy’s puffy little sky-blue camel-toe. 
 
    She smoothed a hand over it and glared defiantly as I looked up from her doing that. I split my fingers and poked my tongue through, waggling it. She laughed. 
 
    “Hope he got a good look, baby.” 
 
    “Hmm maybe!” 
 
    I stopped to collect a garden hose from a tap. “Did you know he was watching you all the while?” 
 
    My wife nodded a little. “Yes, I saw he was there on his deck when I came out.” 
 
    “You saw him when you came out, or is that why you came out?” 
 
    “Umm… no comment, on the grounds it may incriminate me.” 
 
    “Haha, and cute blue ones too hey!” 
 
    “Hmm do you think so? He seemed to like my pink ones yesterday too.” 
 
    “Yesterday? What, there like that again?” 
 
    “Uh huh, he was in his pool with some other dude and they kept looking over the fence.” 
 
    “Aw shit, baby.” 
 
    “Hmm, I know you love me doing it, Alan. Don’t you?” 
 
    I swallowed hard. “Yeah, I love it, baby.” I was tilting for a look. “Can almost see your slit through those ones.” 
 
    “Can you?” 
 
    “Yes I can, and he would’ve too.” I looked over my shoulder into the distance where the guy had gone jogging along the beach. I couldn’t see him. “I s’pose he’ll be watchin’ for ya all the time now too.” 
 
    Mandy just bit down on a light smile, her cheeks flushed pink. 
 
    I held her eyes. 
 
    She tugged at the strings behind her back and removed her bikini top. Her nipples were tight, her tits shuddering as she breathed and looked down at them. She looked up and met my eyes again but averted hers to look beyond me. 
 
    I turned and saw an old guy on a balcony a couple of houses along. He was looking out to sea with a small telescope. There was another balcony in view beyond that one but no one was out on it. There was a five level apartment building not far along the shoreline, but they would need binoculars at least to see from there. 
 
    Mandy approached me at the pool fence. “Is this better?” she asked into a kiss. “Do you like?” 
 
    “Fuck yeah, I like.” 
 
    “Hmm, and do you want me to do it when that guy’s home next time?” 
 
    “Aw shit, like fully topless?” 
 
    “Mmm, if you want?” Mandy teased into another kiss. “You dirty husband!” 
 
    She broke away from me and kept her arm across her breasts, her bikini top dangling from that hand as she picked up the leaf scoop and put it on its rack on the fence. I glanced around at the buildings and at the beach, where people could possibly see. Mandy was just smiling at me as she collected her book and towel, still keeping her arm in place. 
 
    She stopped by where I was at the fence gawking and snapped another kiss to my lips. “I’ll do it if you want me to,” she said and left me standing there as she went inside.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Mandy 
 
    Well that was fun 
 
    I had housework to do and stayed topless for a while. Alan was out the front watering the garden. I was waiting for him to come in and see me like this. Just for the tease. I had to come inside just then because I saw the guy on the balcony looking and I chickened out. 
 
    I’m not sure if it’s the thrill of men looking up my skirts or whether it’s the thrill of my husband knowing they were. 
 
    I wanted to try topless but that’s seriously naked, right? I mean it feels crazy full-on to be completely nude up top. 
 
    It’s exciting to do it like this inside. 
 
    I peeped through the blinds and watched Alan chatting with John, the guy from next door I had just met. He was an older man, maybe close to fifty, I figured. He has an amazing body, about medium build and fully ripped. I was hiding there clutching an arm across my boobs and admiring his pecs and abs through his sweaty tee-shirt. 
 
    The panties I had chosen for the guy were from my ‘flashing’ collection. I have half a dozen I have bought especially. A couple of them are mesh and almost see-through, the others light cotton and clingy when damp (which is most often). It happens as soon as I put them on. I haven’t been game to wear the mesh ones yet. 
 
    I spied on the men for a while but their chat went on and on and I got bored and went and got dressed. Alan eventually came in but got a call from his friend Robbo and took off to visit him, leaving me all alone for the day, it seemed. 
 
    I had my lunch and spent two hours on the phone chatting with a couple of girlfriends, gushing about my free summer holiday house on the beach. I was doing some washing when I saw John from next door sitting out on his deck again. He had told me this morning that his wife was out for the day, and that I should come over and have a look at his gym. 
 
    Not that those two things were related. He wasn’t inviting me over because his wife was away or anything. It actually seemed more like he wanted to introduce me to her – after I’d asked about her that is – although he never answered my question about the Limousine picking her up in the afternoons. 
 
    I had only asked once, and hadn’t pressed him about it when it seemed he didn’t want to say exactly. 
 
    I had my washing in the basket. It was just towels. The clothes line was over the far side of the pool from John’s fence. 
 
    I checked myself in a full-length ornate hallway mirror. I had on a tight singlet dress that only just covered my sky-blue ‘flashing’ panties. I hadn’t put on a bra after doing the vacuuming topless earlier. My nipples were aroused by my naughty thoughts. They were prominent as I tugged my dress up on my hips until the damp crotch of my panties was showing. They were cutting into me – the way my husband likes. 
 
    I took a photo and attached it to a text: Hi bad husband, I’m going to hang washing with the neighbour watching. 
 
    My phone jingled with a return text but it wasn’t from Alan, it was from his friend Robbo. 
 
    Robbo: Nice pic Mandy. Alans out getting beer. He should lock his phone. 
 
    I was blushing wildly as I typed a reply. 
 
    Me: It’s rude to look at other peoples texts Robbo. 
 
    Robbo: You know me tho haha 
 
    Me: Yes, all too well 
 
    Robbo and I go way back to childhood. Our parents are old friends. I actually met Alan at Robbo’s 21st party. 
 
    Robbo: Nice nips Mandy. Seriously. U look fantastic in that 
 
    My blush was on fire now. 
 
    Me: You shouldn’t be touching Alan’s phone Robbo. 
 
    Robbo: Send me a pic of my own then  
 
    Me: OMG stop it! 
 
    Robbo: Haha worth a try. 
 
    Robbo: Not sure if I like those blue ones better or the pink ones you had on yesterday 
 
    I didn’t respond – just stood there blushing my head off and checking the picture I’d sent. The full crotch of my panties was exposed, but the quality wasn’t good enough to zoom in very much. 
 
    Robbo: Wonder what else Alan has on his phone  
 
    A wave of tingles flushed wildly through me. I got up Robbo’s contact and hit call. 
 
    “Hey,” he answered casually. “He’s got lots of pics, hey!” 
 
    “Don’t you dare!” I scolded. 
 
    “Ooh yeah, there you are,” he replied low and deep. 
 
    “Ohmygod, Robbo!” 
 
    “Ooh fuck yeah, baby, always wanted to see those proper.” 
 
    “What?” I pled, desperately now. 
 
    “Wow, that’s from way back when you guys got married. Was this on your honeymoon?” 
 
    “Oh shit! What are you looking at!” 
 
    “Yeah, your wedding dress is in the background hanging over a chair in this one. Ooh that’s nice. Good fucking quality too.” 
 
    “What is? Robbo, please?” 
 
    “This one’s with you sleeping. You’re nude on the bed but you’ve got the sheet pulled across a bit. I can see one of your tits and one very pink, juicy looking cunt.” 
 
    “Ohmygod!” I was stunned now. I had no idea Alan had pictures of me like that. 
 
    “Ooh yeah, I guess you’d been at it all night,” Robbo went on with a chuckle. “Oh yeah, that’s good too. Your legs are closed in this one but I can still see your shaved pussy, and can see both of your tits proper.” 
 
    My heart was still pounding but my mind was settling and the flush of tingles had centred in my belly and down lower than that. I was listening intently through the phone. My husband’s best buddy was groaning and humming appreciably as I imagined he was looking through other pics too. Ohmygod I’ve always loved his deep, mesmerising voice. I’m feeling mesmerised now… 
 
    “I’m just going to email a few of these to myself okay, Mandy? That alright?” 
 
    “Ohmygod! Robbo!” I’m quite sure he didn’t care if I gave permission or not. 
 
    “Aw fuck yeah, this one! You’ve got your legs spread nice in this one, Mandy. Yeah, that’s how you look through those tiny panties you wear.” 
 
    “Mmm but Robbo,” I moaned, as I pressed between my legs. 
 
    I had slumped to the hallway floor with my legs bent to one side. I clutched the phone, listening intently to snuffling and grunting sounds. I squeezed my thighs closed and took big breaths and held them. There was another sound, sort of a light, fast tapping or slapping sound. My face was on fire and my belly was tingling wildly at what I thought that was. 
 
    “Myeah… mmyeahh…” Robbo suddenly groaned. “Yeah fucking take that, baby.” 
 
    I remained silent, listening intently. 
 
    The guy I’d grown up friends with sniffed and huffed a couple of breaths into the phone. “Sorry, baby, couldn’t help meself.” 
 
    I gulped. “Um did you, um..?” 
 
    “Haha yeah, made a fucking mess too. Better go clean up before Alan gets back.” 
 
    “Ohmygod, Robbo!” 
 
    “Hey girlfriend, take it as a compliment, yeah!” 
 
    “A compliment! Oh god, I can’t believe Alan has photos like that of me!” 
 
    “Oh well, can’t blame him for that, Mandy. I’d have shit loads if it was me.” 
 
    “Well you shouldn’t have been looking in his phone anyway. I don’t even know what to say about that, Robbo. Who does that?” 
 
    “Haha, well, that’s just how I roll, baby. Alan should know better than to leave his phone lyin’ round here.” 
 
    “Yes, well, I’m sure he never meant to!” 
 
    “Hmm, s’pose not.” The guy huffed a breath of pure satisfaction. “So anyway, I can keep these pics can’t I.” 
 
    “Keep them? Ohmygod, Robbo, you didn’t really copy them, did you?” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m just sending the email now. I only took a couple of the best ones. I won’t tell Alan if you don’t. Or you can if you want, won’t bother me.” 
 
    “It won’t bother…? Oh shit, Robbo, what are you going to do with them? You can’t show them to anyone!” 
 
    “No they’re just for me, for stroking off’n that. You heard of cum tributing?” 
 
    “Cum tributing? What?” 
 
    “We print out a picture of you and stroke off over it, shoot a load all over ya.” 
 
    I gulped and pressed hard against my clit, my pussy throbbing now, an orgasm welling up. 
 
    “Spunked all over Alan’s phone doin’ it just then, haha.” 
 
    I shut up and tried to calm my breathing. 
 
    “Yeah, I can hear how much you’re lovin this, Mandy.” 
 
    “I am not!” 
 
    “Sure you are. Show me! Open your cunt and take a pic – text it to me.” 
 
    “God you’re crude!” 
 
    “Yeah I know, can’t help it. Show me how wet you are, Mandy. I’m emailing the rest of these pics to myself now. There’s about 12 of them from your wedding night or whatever. Is there gonna be any more if I have a look through all these folders?” 
 
    “No! Just put Alan’s phone down and stop looking at his stuff, will you!” 
 
    “Yeah in a minute. Your tits definitely look bigger in this new one though. Hair’s a lot longer too. I never noticed that before.” 
 
    “My hair!” I gulped as another surge of tingles heated my cheeks. The guy was noticing my hair! 
 
    “Yeah that’s better – got you on my big screen now. Fuck I remember how amazing you looked as a new bride too. You still got your stockings and garter belt on in this one. This is fucking gold!” 
 
    “Ohmygod, Robbo!” 
 
    “Aw fuck yeah look at those tits. New fucking screen-saver right there!” 
 
    I had fingers inside myself now. I was completely slick and as I listened to this guy bragging about the pictures he had of me, I quickly orgasmed – biting down hard on my lip and stifling the squeal that would have only added to his conquest of me. 
 
    “Hey, Mandy?” 
 
    I gulped and took a breath, expelling quietly. “Mmm?” 
 
    “You really are loving this, aren’t you! You want me to have these pics to stroke off over don’t you?” 
 
    “Huh! What choice do I have?” 
 
    “You’ve got a choice.” 
 
    “Really! And what choice is that, arsehole?” 
 
    “Haha, tell you what – if you send me a new pic of your tits right now, I’ll keep these and use them for cum-tributes, jerking off all over you. If I don’t get a new pic of your tits, I’ll know you don’t like the idea and I’ll delete and send you an apology. How’s that sound?” 
 
    I still had fingers inside myself. I was sitting with my legs bent up and spread – my panties pulled aside. I didn’t answer the guy. 
 
    He chuckled. “It’s Alan’s fault for taking those pics without you knowing then leaving his phone lying around, Mandy. It’s all his fault. But if I don’t get that new titty pic by tonight, I’ll know you don’t wanna play and I’ll delete. See ya!” 
 
    Robbo hung up and left me sitting there with that. I tried to process. 
 
    He’s saying that if I want him to stroke off over me, I have to send him a new pic? Like, that he won’t do that (for me) unless I show him I want it? He’s so fucking full of himself! 
 
    It took me a minute to regain my senses and get up off the floor. I washed my face to cool off then hung out my towels. The guy from next door was chatting with me over the fence but I was in a daze and ended up letting him usher me into his yard then inside to check out his basement gym. 
 
    It was amazing. It was better equipped than the commercial gym I went to. It was all gun-barrel steel and red and black leather. 
 
    I’d kept my arms folded over my breasts, covering my nipples. My mind eventually cleared, although what had happened with Robbo was only filed away for processing as soon as I could face that. I was still reeling and a bit off balance. 
 
    “So, no children yet?” my inquisitive neighbour asked. “Barbara and I never got around to it at all.” 
 
    “Oh, you didn’t? You’re not too old.” 
 
    “No, well, there’s still time, I suppose, but we’re not planning.” 
 
    “Hmm, we definitely want two,” I blurted. “We don’t know when yet. It’s a big commitment financially.” 
 
    “Sure! Exactly! That’s good to hear of a young couple considering that. Plenty seem to rush in without building that foundation first.” 
 
    “Huh! Well, you guys have certainly done that, by the look of it,” I shot back, motioning all around. “Your home is so beautiful. I can’t wait to meet Barbara.” 
 
    “Hmm, well I’m a very lucky man, and Barbara is the reason we have this lovely home. You might be surprised where we’re from and how humble our beginning was.” 
 
    “Oh? How humble?” 
 
    The guy smiled. “You said you have an apartment in Nerang. Sure that’s a bit away from the coast, but try heading another hour west and another hour again. Have you heard of a little place called Gatton?” 
 
    “Um, yeah, I think so. That’s like way out of the city, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yeah, it’s a little town where Barbara and I grew up and started out. We rented an apartment here on the coast after three years of marriage. A tiny two room bed-sitter in an old building that’s been demolished now. We absolutely worked our way up from nothing all those years ago.” 
 
    “Oh wow, that’s so great though. And you own this? If you don’t mind me asking?” 
 
    “No, not at all. Yes we own this and have some pretty solid business investments for a secure future too. We’re looking at slowing down now, doing some travel.” 
 
    I was sitting on the bench press and had relaxed my arms from across my chest. This rather attractive older man I was chatting with had glanced down at my breasts a few times and did so again. I followed his gaze and looked down too, then back up to meet his eyes and slight smile. 
 
    He glanced down and up again. “That’s a pretty dress, I was just noticing.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I replied and checked down again, plucking at the sides that revealed the bulge of my breasts a little. The shoulders of the dress were thin and the wedge of fabric covering me showed cleavage and was cut low beneath my arms. My nipples had firmed up and I could see them myself through the light stretch cotton. 
 
    I was blushing as I looked back up to catch the guy tilting to look between my legs. 
 
    “And lovely toned thighs,” he commented and tilted to look again. “How do you actually work your thighs, Mandy? Whatever you do at your gym is working." 
 
    “It’s mostly just with a step and weights.” 
 
    I touched the hem of my dress, which was stretched taut across my upper thighs. My bottom was bare on the leather seat of the bench press, my dress not long enough to cover me while sitting, and it was also bunched at my waist a little because of the way it always rides up. I had my knees together but my thighs are quite slender and don’t touch. I didn’t know if I was still wet from earlier. My panties felt a bit sticky if anything. 
 
    A few seconds had passed slowly while this older man was looking at me down there. I was watching his face and met his eyes again when he looked up. “I like that you’re not shy with your body, Mandy. You and Barbara have that in common.” 
 
    “Oh really? She looks so elegant though – the couple times I’ve seen her.” 
 
    “Yes, elegant. That’s true, for work. But when she dresses more casually she’ll often be braless like that – her dresses light and clingy, hugging her shape. And often quite short,” he said, tilting for another look. “It’s rather tantalising, the way you both like showing between your legs like that. I must admit I was appreciating the view outside by the pool earlier as well.” 
 
    “Mmm but you’re embarrassing me now,” I complained, blushing wildly and rubbing down my thighs. 
 
    “Oh no, please don’t be embarrassed. I’m just a little bit relaxed after living with Barbara all these years. I should mind what I say in company, I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Um, no, you don’t have to apologise. I’m just um... What do you mean about being relaxed after living with Barbara? What do you mean by relaxed?” 
 
    “Well, I’m just so used to other men looking at her, checking her out, to be blunt. She gets a lot of looks, and she doesn’t deny other men at all. She dresses for them and teases the hell out of them in public, where she has all the control, of course.” 
 
    John offered a hand for me to get up. He was motioning towards stairs. “We’ll have an ice tea, yes?” 
 
    “Oh yes please.” 
 
    He ushered me forward. The stairs were at the far end of the basement from the ones we had come down. This was a narrow and quite steep little climb up into daylight. 
 
    “Go on, this’ll be fun,” he said with a smile. 
 
    I rolled eyes away from him, blushing wildly again as I climbed what was actually an attic ladder. His big hand had started resting on my side. It slipped down over my hip and trailed lightly down my thigh as he sort of guided me. 
 
    “Ooh yes, those are very pretty,” he crooned low and deep. 
 
    I stopped climbing and looked back down at him. My embarrassment was fading fast and a thrill was surging to replace it. I motioned to the phone he had in his hand. “Would you be able to take a photo of me like this, for my husband, to tease him?” 
 
    The man set his phone and clicked. He had taken a photo from behind my legs. He edged around and I turned on the ladder for him. He reached up and tugged at the waist band at my hip, stretching it up. I held the skirt of my dress, mesmerized as he tightened the other side up as well. 
 
    “Just so they’re splitting you nicely, yeah?” 
 
    “Ah huh,” I uttered, and held my breath as he stretched my panties up in front. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s good. You have a lovely deep camel-toe with these, love. They’re so thin and soft, yeah.” 
 
    He had traced around the edge of my thong, down to my crotch. I slipped my hand down and covered myself protectively. I felt into my pussy, deepening my camel-toe for him. “Like that?” I asked, showing him. 
 
    “Yes that’s perfect, sweetie. Just like that,” he said and clicked several pictures from different angles. 
 
    I held the ladder with one arm hooked around a rung and raked back my hair with my other hand. 
 
    “Ooh and look at those beautiful young tits,” he crooned as he panned back and took more pictures of me. 
 
    I looked down and fiddled with the top of my dress. I was really bulging out the sides of it now. My nipples were so hard and beginning to ache. John had stopped clicking and seemed to be filming me. I just lowered my arm and tugged at the hem of my dress as I smiled at him. 
 
    “Wait till I show this to Barbara,” he said and clicked off his phone. “Would you mind?” 
 
    “To Barbara? No, I won’t mind,” I said. 
 
    He moved to come up the ladder. I climbed up onto his deck and he slipped an arm around my waist and gave me a little squeeze as he passed by. “That was amazing, Mandy. Ice tea? Or a coffee perhaps?” 
 
    “Ice tea please.” 
 
    He has an outdoor kitchen and bar. 
 
    I was smiling my head off now. I had my shoulders scrunched and my arms pressed together and down straight in front. I was twisting the hem of my dress down over my tingling naughty crotch. My nipples were about to rip through my dress any minute. 
 
    “Who’s that in the picture there, is that Alan’s father with you?” 
 
    There was a photo of four men standing in front of a small plane, the desert in the background. 
 
    “Oh yes, that’s Simon and I with one of the owners of the White Ridge gemstone mine, Yuki Nakajima, and a local business man here on the Gold Coast.” 
 
    “Oh, so you have some business out at the mine, do you?” 
 
    “Well, yes I do actually. You know Simon has the charter contract to fly workers back and forth from the airport here, right? Well, we met through that some years ago and got to be friends. That’s how he ended up buying right next door there.” 
 
    “Oh right, and do you have investment in the mine or in the transport with Simon? Should we be asking you about any nice cheap gemstones?” I tried cheekily. 
 
    “Haha I’m sure I could see to it that you get a look at any bargains that come along. Although my investment isn’t really in that aspect of the business. It’s to do with leisure services for the crew. The men are stuck out there for months with no access to a normal night life of any kind.” 
 
    “Ahh, now that sounds intriguing.” 
 
    “Well, it’s certainly an interesting and quite profitable business venture, Mandy. But I’m under strict instructions to keep it under wraps, so you’ll have to grill my lovely wife if you want any more information.” 
 
    John placed an ice tea on the bar in front of me. He addressed his phone again. “So, a pic to tease your hubby, text or email?” 
 
    “Um text. But just one of them. One of the ones from in front please.” 
 
    He smiled, cocking an eyebrow at me. “And I can keep the rest?” 
 
    I shrugged. “Um… you’re not going to tribute them are you?” 
 
    His eyes widened, his jaw sagging a bit. 
 
    “No. Sorry. It was just something this guy said to me today.” 
 
    John nodded slowly. “I think I know what that is.” He looked to his phone and scrolled, nodding some more and grinning playfully. He glanced at me. “So did you say I’m not to do any tributing?” 
 
    I just shook my head, blushing wildly again as I rolled my eyes away. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Alan 
 
    “So, when are you back to work, man?” 
 
    “Back to it Wednesday for three weeks straight.” 
 
    Robbo worked at the gemstone mine my old man did the transport for. Dad got him the job straight out of school about eight years ago. I could have signed up to. Probably should have since I hated the accounts shit I was doing now. 
 
    “So how’s it goin’ out there dude, you up for anymore promotions and pay rises?” 
 
    “Would’ve been if I hadn’t fucked up and had that fight with dickhead fuckin’ Ray. The piece of shit wasn’t worth it. Except he’s on a final warning now, so bit of luck he’ll get fired soon.” 
 
    “So what the hell were you fighting about? What’s the point of that? Just do the work and rake in the dollars, man.” 
 
    “Na, it’s just that it gets so fucking boring out there. There’s like fifty blokes and the only chicks around are in the office and ya never see ‘em.” 
 
    “Haha, yeah makes sense when you put it like that.” I tipped up the last of my beer, emptying the stubby. “Don’t they have ladies fly out there? Like hookers or whatever?” 
 
    “Wouldn’t know, man. Maybe for the execs up in the office complex. Who knows what fucking goes on up there.” 
 
    “I wonder if that’s what the woman next door to Dad’s place does. She gets picked up in a Limo. Could be a high class hooker.” 
 
    Robbo flashed a glance but looked back at the TV. 
 
    “What? Do you know something?” I asked him. 
 
    “Na, man, I don’t know shit, hey.” 
 
    “Bullshit. What was that look for then?” 
 
    “What look? I was just chattin’ with the guy the other night. Who knows what his wife does. I see them sometimes when I go do your old man’s lawn for him.” 
 
    “Ha. Yeah, I did the lawn this morning. Fuck that grass down the back is thick, hey!” 
 
    “Fuck yeah. And every time I go to do it it’s been left for ages and it’s even worse. Why doesn’t the tight-arse pay someone to come around once a week?” 
 
    “That’s why exactly, man. Coz he’s a tight-arse!” 
 
    “Haha I reckon he’s loaded too. He still won’t swing you any cash, hey?” 
 
    “Nup. I haven’t bothered asking for years now. Mandy will get another job soon though, and we’ll be right again then.” I looked at my empty beer bottle. “I probably shouldn’t even have bought this, to be honest.” 
 
    “Hey, man, I could have..!” Robbo tossed back. “What the fuck!” 
 
    “Na, I’m not fuckin’ bludgin’, man. If I can’t afford to buy a couple of beers on a Saturday..!” 
 
    My phone beeped with a text. I picked it up. The damn thing was sticky for some reason. I opened the text. 
 
    Mandy: John showed me his basement gym. Had to climb a ladder to get out. Oops! 
 
    There was an image attached. I expanded it. Mandy was halfway up a ladder with her panties fully on display and wedged into her slit. She was smiling down at the camera, no doubt with this John dude taking the picture. 
 
    Robbo was craning his neck to look over. I angled the screen away from him. 
 
    “What’s that, buddy? Was that Mandy flashin’ again?” 
 
    “Yeah.” I glared at my friend. “I can’t believe you opened that other text!” 
 
    “Haha, it looks just like my phone, hey!” 
 
    Robbo was smiling and showing me his identical looking phone again. Like I believed him at all.  
 
    “I might take off, man. Mandy wants to go into town tonight. Just for a walk and shit.” 
 
    “Cool, dude. I could bring a few beers round tomorrow?” 
 
    “Yeah, I don’t know. Mandy’s helping her dad out with Sunday school tomorrow. I don’t know if I’m going with or not.” 
 
    “Haha, good luck with that then, yeah?” 
 
    I left my mate and drove the three blocks back to my dad’s house. I pulled up in the garage and sat for a minute looking at the image Mandy had sent me. I heard her laugh, but the sound had come from next door. She was still over there, it seemed. 
 
    I went inside through the internal garage door and upstairs to Dad’s guest bedroom. From the window I could see the deck next door. Mandy was standing on the step of the pool while the guy John was fully in the water. 
 
    He splashed her and she squealed and laughed again. She was down a couple of steps with the water above her knees. She turned and picked up something from the edge of the pool. She held it up. It was a long rectangular piece of fabric, kind of torn and uneven. 
 
    “It’s fine,” he said. “It was worn thin anyway. I’d been using it for yard work and it was ready for the rag bag.” 
 
    “Hmm, I’ll try to believe you.” Mandy sorted the thing and held it across her chest, trying it out, it seemed. “Okay, I can do this,” she said, glaring defiantly at the guy. 
 
    She wrapped the cloth around herself and tied it tight. She then moved the knot around to her back and covered her breasts with the strip of white cloth. It looked like it may have been the body of a tee-shirt cut around a few times into a long strip. 
 
    Mandy pulled her arms through the top of her dress and carefully pulled it down from beneath the band around her. She then lifted her dress off over her head and tossed it onto a deck chair. 
 
    “Easy as that,” she said, smiling and plucking at her make-shift bikini top. 
 
    “Yeah, easy as that,” the guy agreed low and calmly. He had waded close and was looking from the tiny blue panties pasted to her pussy to her nipples poking at the thin white rag and the underside of her tits bulging from beneath it. 
 
    “It’s a bit narrow,” Mandy complained. 
 
    I was squeezing my erection through my shorts. 
 
    Mandy lowered into the water and drifted backward. She emerged and stood waist deep with the white fabric around her nipples completely see-through. She gawked down at herself and covered her tits with her arms. Right then the door of the neighbour’s house swung open and the wife strolled out onto the deck in a short satin wrap. 
 
    “Ohmygod!” Mandy cried, covering herself guiltily now. 
 
    “Oh hello,” the woman greeted her cheerily. “John, what are you up to out here!” she scolded playfully. 
 
    “Oh, I’m so sorry!” Mandy implored, wading urgently back to the steps where this woman was then standing. 
 
    “It’s fine, dear. Don’t worry about John, he’s an old pervert but he’s harmless.” 
 
    “Get you a drink, love?” John asked his wife casually. He was sitting up on the side of the pool then stood, fixing a towel around him. 
 
    “Yes, we’ll have Margaritas please,” she answered dismissively, then addressed my stunned and arms-tightly-folded wife again. “You would be Mandy?” 
 
    Mandy nodded urgently. 
 
    “Lovely day for a dip, isn’t it?” the woman went on and she slipped her robe off and tossed it on the chair with Mandy’s dress. “I’m Barbara. Pleased to meet you,” she said, offering her hand. 
 
    Barbara was a stunning blond. Her body was slender, toned and tanned. Her tits were large and her pussy shaved bare. She was completely naked. She sat and rested back on the steps. “Come sit with me, Mandy. What on earth is that you’re wearing?” 
 
    I rubbed at my face and continued glaring through a gap in the closed blinds. Music started and drowned out what was being said. Mandy sat smiling and chatting with this woman. She kept adjusting the sash of transparent fabric she had covering her nipples. 
 
    John brought them drinks but didn’t stay long. The ladies were soon laughing and carrying on, seemingly getting on fine. I pulled over a chair and got comfortable. This was interesting and I had a great view of this woman’s big tits floating on the water. 
 
    I wanted Mandy to take off her makeshift top as well. She kept fiddling with it and looking from it to this other woman, who must have been talking about it and maybe encouraging her to take it off, I supposed. 
 
    John came back again, with towels this time. He placed them on the chair with the clothing. He picked up Mandy’s dress and felt it then motioned inside the house. Mandy agreed with whatever he had said. He started to walk back toward the house but stopped and asked something else. 
 
    Mandy was then shrugging and grimacing a little. The woman was motioning to her and seemed to be encouraging something. John approached closer again. Mandy reached down under the water and her hand reappeared with her panties in it. She wrung them out and kept them scrunched in her hand as she gave them to John. 
 
    I guessed her dress was probably a bit wet from being splashed before, and he was going to dry her clothes for her. He took her dress and panties into the house and the ladies resumed their conversation. 
 
    This was exciting and intriguing. My wife was sitting there just beneath the surface of clear water with nothing on but a strip of transparent fabric around her tits. And that was continuing to be a concern for her, as she kept adjusting it every few minutes, keeping her nipples covered. 
 
    I wanted her to take it off. 
 
    I wanted John to come back and sit with them. 
 
    Mandy tugged the fabric up again, and Barbara motioned for her to turn around a bit. Barbara was shaking her head, seemingly denying Mandy’s concern. She had long red nails and was picking at the knot behind Mandy’s back. She worked the knot loose and took the sash of fabric from my wife, gathering it into a ball and tossing it towards the chair as calm as you please. 
 
    Mandy turned back around with an arm across her breasts, but after a moment she lowered it and let them bob freely on the surface of the water. 
 
    My cock lengthened and firmed. 
 
    It flexed and tingled when, after only a minute or two, John came back out and sat on the edge of the pool. He sat behind his wife, and she leaned back against him. He was facing Mandy directly and she didn’t turn away at all. She remained leaning back against a stair rail with her nipples above the surface of the water. 
 
    Fuck I wanted this! 
 
    I didn’t understand why. 
 
    They kept chatting, with Mandy looking a bit more reserved now, just swishing at the water and looking up at John a lot. A phone lit up on a table and Barbara got up and grabbed a towel, hurrying to answer the call. She was talking for a while then went inside and the volume of the music lowered. 
 
    I still couldn’t hear very well, just a word here and there. John and Mandy were talking about his garden by the sound of it. Mandy still wasn’t covering up at all. She shifted and sort of stretched her arms forward, then when she sat back again she was a step higher. Her tits were completely out of the water. 
 
    John said something and splashed her a bit. She giggled and looked down at herself then back at him. She was biting her smile and I could see she was blushing. 
 
    He motioned to her lap and tossed his head. She rolled her eyes away and shook her head. Then she lifted again and sat up on the top step, leaning back on her hands. The guy stood on a lower step, looking down at her body now. 
 
    Mandy shifted up to the edge of the pool then stood and went to get a towel. She had turned away quickly as she stood, but after dabbing her front dry, she reached behind to do her back and bottom. She was then facing the guy fully nude. She was just slowly drying herself while he stared at her. I could see her bare cunt was on display to him, and I couldn’t help it and came in my pants. 
 
    I crushed my cock in my shorts but it kept pulsing out a huge pent-up load. 
 
    I checked through the blind again and saw Mandy wrapping the towel around herself. She followed the guy inside. 
 
    I went to the bathroom and turned on the shower. 
 
    Fuck me! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    John 
 
    I left the ladies chatting and went to my office. I’d received a message from my business partner Yuki. I saw a shadow pass across the hallway and cracked my door open a bit. It was the young neighbour retrieving her clothes from the laundry. She dropped the towel and stepped into her panties. I had a look at her opening from behind that time but she must have felt my presence because she looked back over her shoulder at me as she stood pulling her panties up. She picked up her dress and held it to her front as she turned to face me. I opened my door a bit further and rested there against the door frame. 
 
    She lowered her arm and dress, showing me her tits again. 
 
    “Damn they’re nice,” I said evenly. “Fantastic nipples.” 
 
    “Thanks,” she uttered then resumed chewing her lip, her cheeks flushed bright pink. She glanced aside then picked up her phone from on top of the dryer. She offered it to me. “Would you take another photo of me, please? Like this?” 
 
    I approached and took the phone. “Just like that, just with your tits?” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    I focused and snapped a couple of shots for her. 
 
    I returned the phone to her and leant there in the laundry doorway. 
 
    She put the phone down and started sorting her dress in the right way. I watched her tits jiggle and sway as she did that and pulled her dress on, tugging it straight. I was fondling my erect cock to one side in my pants. She blushed at me as she realised. 
 
    The girl grabbed her phone and edged past me, her back to my front. I took hold of her hips and stopped her. She just gripped the door frame and glared back over her shoulder at me. I ground my cock against her lower back and her eyes closed, her breath catching and her bum squirming back against me. I felt her tits but she gripped my wrists and held me still. I tweaked and rolled her hard little nipples. 
 
    “No don’t,” she said, and she squirmed from my grasp and hurried to the sound of my wife talking on her phone in the kitchen. 
 
    I huffed a breath and returned to my office. I called my business partner. 
 
    Actually, Yuki is a major shareholder in the gemstone venture. Mine and Barbara’s interest in the business is limited to managing a team of girls servicing the lonely men stuck on site. Barbara has been in the business for almost twenty years. She worked her way up the ranks and we eventually bought a one quarter stake in the operation. Yuki kept a quarter for himself and requires constant updates. He was on a call but eventually answered mine. 
 
    “Ah, Mr John, you have good news?” 
 
    “Yes, Yuki, I think we do. I think this young daughter-in-law of Simon’s may well be the perfect replacement for Barbara.” 
 
    “Ah yes, good, she there now? You spoke?” 
 
    “Yes, she’s here visiting now, Yuki. We must go slow. Be patient. I think she’s going to be a natural, possibly one of our best.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Mining Rights Part 2 
 
    Alan 
 
    I was preparing Saturday night’s dinner. Mandy, my gorgeous wife, came and cuddled up behind me. I turned to take hold of her with one arm whilst continuing to stir the sauce on the stove. She had both arms up with her hands interlocked around my neck and I squeezed and felt up her side. I met her kiss and slipped my hand in through the big arm hole of her singlet dress to feel a bare tit. 
 
    She giggled into the kiss and clutched my arm. “Hey you!” 
 
    “What? After what I saw you doin’ out there in the neighbour’s pool…?” 
 
    She blushed. “You saw?” 
 
    “Yes, I saw.” 
 
    “Everything?” 
 
    “Think so.” I kissed her again. “I saw you strip off your dress then your panties and have drinks with that woman.” I kissed her again. “Then I saw you show your tits and pussy to her husband after she went inside.” 
 
    “Mmm, you saw all that?” my wife moaned into my mouth. 
 
    I was boning up fast.  
 
    She squeezed me through my shorts. 
 
    She quickly undid the fly then lowered to her knees whilst pulling my shorts and jocks down. She captured the head of my cock in her mouth and started bobbing, sucking me so fucking nice and sensual. 
 
    I abandoned the sauce pot and wound her hair around my hand. She took hold of my shaft and stroked as she sucked. I started thrusting and took over, fucking her hand and mouth until I shot my load down her throat. 
 
    It was only a small load – I’d just cum in my pants an hour ago watching her strip for the neighbours. 
 
    “Mmm,” she hummed and stood, biting her lip and smiling at me. “You went soft so fast.” 
 
    Uh oh, time to confess. 
 
    I nodded. “I just came a little while ago.” 
 
    “Oh?” She frowned questioningly. 
 
    I grimaced. “When you were drying off and let the guy see everything, I lost it in my pants.” 
 
    Mandy’s eyes lit up with her smile. “Oh, I see.” 
 
    “I’ll be good to go again tonight. Probably last an hour and give you a real good seeing to,” I tried, smiling too. 
 
    Mandy took a couple of tickets from her handbag on the counter and gave them to me. They amounted to a $500 bar tab and a late night show at a club. 
 
    “Shit! Where’d ya get these, baby?” 
 
    “Barbara gave them to me.” 
 
    Barbara and John were our neighbours – or my dad’s neighbours to be precise. We were house sitting my old man’s beachfront mansion. 
 
    “But what for? Why are they shouting us when we hardly know them?” 
 
    “They’re not shouting us. Barbara was given the tickets by the owner of the club and they’ve got other plans tonight. She said it’s us, or they go to waste.” 
 
    “Oh.” I have a thing about accepting charity. We’re fucking broke, but I’ve got my pride. 
 
    Mandy leant close, fiddling with my shirt front. She peered up. “Can we go please?” she asked sweetly. “I just had your cock in my mouth.” 
 
    That was true. And a good point. Hard to argue with. 
 
    I finished cooking and served dinner, then Mandy spent an hour in our huge guest bedroom and ensuite bathroom getting ready for a rare night out in Surfers Paradise. I put on my best shirt and trousers and gave my boots a wipe over. Mandy came downstairs in a little silver dress and stilettoes. She looked fucking amazing. The dress was backless, so nowhere to hide a bra. I wanted another feel in through the side of it to her tits she showed the neighbour dude earlier. I managed to control the urge this time and held the door open for her, giving her hip and bum a light fondle on her way past me, grinning my head off at her. Damn she smelled good too. 
 
    Mandy went to our old Ford wagon and waited for me to unlock it. The remote didn’t work, so I normally use the key. But I had another idea. I’d decided it when my wife was getting dressed up. 
 
    I had another set of keys in my pocket, one that had a remote that did work. I beeped my dad’s Mercedes sports and opened the passenger door for my wife. 
 
    She went bug eyed. “No WAY!” 
 
    “What’s he gonna do, ground me?” I motioned to the soft leather seat. “This suits you way better tonight, baby. Come on.” 
 
    “Ohmygod!” Mandy cried gleefully as she scooted in and buckled up. 
 
    I beeped again and the roof slid back and folded noiselessly away. The car was smooth and silent, so much not like our old heap of shit wagon. 
 
    We decided to cruise through the city to the far north end then came back along the esplanade. Just for the hell of it, and to enjoy the ride and city lights. I pulled into a parking building. 
 
    The venue was a strip club but pretty classy, everyone was well dressed and the prices were high enough to keep people like us out. Our whole world was a fantasy at the moment, though. The mansion and the Mercedes. Now a $500 bar tab. 
 
    We bought a $120 bottle of New Zealand pinot noir and sat at a little table away from the predominantly male crowd. There was another couple seated nearby who looked as out of place as we felt. Apart from the older, single men, the rest of the crowd were mixed groups partying together. 
 
    The 2-hour show was loud and powerful. The dancers were a mix of scantily-clad males and females, tits and balls bouncing everywhere, big dicks flopping about. The whole thing was a vampire comedy that was pretty fucking good, and funny. Fuck this wine’s pretty fucking good too. 
 
    We invited Ross and Maria to join us – the other young couple, who were on a second anniversary holiday, staying at a beachfront apartment nearby. It was hard to talk much over the music and singing. It was fun being able to ‘pay’ for a few rounds of drinks on our tab, and we all got pretty drunk. 
 
    The show ended and Ross and Maria left us, promising to meet up again while we were all here at the coast. The place quietened down. The groups had mostly all broken up and moved on to other venues. The entertainment had packed up for the night and it was just a usual late night bar. 
 
    I went to the toilet, and when I came back there was a guy talking with Mandy. He was an older dude, maybe fifty or so. He had her laughing and turned around in her seat facing another older dude sitting at a high-top bar table. They were inviting her to join them as I approached. 
 
    “Hey, come have a drink with us, yeah? I’m Michael and this is my buddy Hal. Mandy, was it? And..?” 
 
    “Alan,” I replied shaking his hand, and exchanged a quick grimace and nod with Mandy. 
 
    I was a bit too drunk to think much about this. My mind got a surge of excitement, though, when Mandy sat up on the stool she was offered and the split in the front of her short silver dress opened enough to flash her panties. 
 
    She had been flashing her panties all night under the table we were sitting at. I’d been noticing the guy we were sitting with had a few looks. This was different though. Mandy’s little dress was bunched at her waist and her bottom was bare on the bar stool. She was smiling back and forth between the two guys and hadn’t seemed to notice. 
 
    Her panties were a light silver colour and looked like they were made from a fine mesh. There was an easy view of them as Mandy pushed back her hair and smiled drunkenly around at us. We could all see her slit through the mesh with her legs open slightly, as they were for a few seconds right then. 
 
    Other guys were looking over with interest. There was only one other woman still in the club that I could see, and she was way over the other side of the bar. 
 
    The two dudes were talking but I wasn’t listening much. They were saying how good the show was and talking about particular dancers. 
 
    “I liked the black guy in purple,” Mandy announced, doing a little cheer and making the two old dudes laugh. 
 
    “What are you drinking, buddy?” one of them asked me. “Another Margarita, sweetie?” 
 
    “Na, man, we were just gonna head off after these,” I answered. 
 
    “Oh yeah, where to next then? There’s a couple of good night clubs along here. You like to dance, darlin?” the other guy asked Mandy. 
 
    “Yes, I like to dance,” Mandy replied happily. “Only with guys like those ones though,” she added, pointing to a show banner with young ripped stripper men on it. “Haha!” she went on and swayed backward raking at her hair again. 
 
    Her legs parted and both men tilted in for another look at her cunt. I just managed to catch her as she leant back a little too far, and stood holding her shoulders while she smiled stupidly back up at me. She was really quite drunk. 
 
    I met the gazes of the two men, looking back and forth between them then watching their faces as they tilted to resume looking up Mandy’s dress. Another couple of the men had stood and approached. I was a bit dazed and just massaged Mandy’s shoulders while they all checked her out. 
 
    I didn’t understand what was happening exactly. Mandy was holding my hands on her shoulders and peered around at the men too. She crossed one leg over the other and smiled back up at me again. 
 
    “No that’s not fair,” one of the men standing called out. 
 
    Mandy looked at him then back up at me. “Mmm, they’re all looking at me,” she whispered as she uncrossed her legs again. 
 
    There were low murmurs and a whistle from the men crowding around now. One of the men standing reached across the small table and slipped a fifty dollar note under Mandy’s bag. The guy who had invited us over slipped another fifty under it. He touched the inside of Mandy’s knee with a finger, he pressured lightly and she allowed him to open her legs a little more. The men all groaned appreciably. 
 
    There was suddenly a huge security guy standing beside me. Everyone looked at him. Mandy and I did too. He had his arms folded and didn’t say anything. Another of the men slipped a fifty under Mandy’s purse and another man did too. 
 
    Everyone waited. Mandy peered blankly up at me and I nodded to her. I don’t know what I was saying or agreeing to. 
 
    She fiddled with a clip on her dress behind her neck, releasing it, and she lowered her dress and showed all the men her tits. 
 
    There were more groans and murmurs of approval, but Mandy just laughed and covered her tits with her arm defiantly, until someone tossed a twenty dollar note at her bag, then she lowered her arm and showed them all again. 
 
    “Come on, panties too!” someone called out. “Get ‘em off sweetheart!” 
 
    “No! They’re see-through enough,” my wife tossed back, and she looked down at herself as she lifted the skirt of her dress and showed her panties to the men. 
 
    “Ooh that’s nice,” the dude who had invited us groaned and he pressed against the inside of Mandy’s knee again. 
 
    She allowed him to part her legs. His buddy held her other knee and the two of them slowly spread her while the others all leant in and muttered and groaned. 
 
    I was completely gone. This is a fucking dream, isn’t it?  
 
    The first guy rubbed up Mandy’s thigh. He looked from her blank stare to me. He pulled a wad of notes from his top pocket and thumbed another two fifties onto the twenty that was still sitting there on the table. Mandy’s body jolted and tensed as he touched the soft elastic edge of her panties. She clutched his hand. The guy looked at me again. 
 
    “She doesn’t have to do this,” the bouncer said at my shoulder. “Say when, if you want it stopped.” 
 
    I gulped hard and glanced at him. He was questioning me with his eyes. I glanced back at the crowd of men all watching me then back at the bouncer. I shook my head a little. 
 
    The crowd cheered and Mandy whimpered as the two men touching her resumed what they were doing. 
 
    “Wait!” she said. “Wait a minute! Who else has got money?” 
 
    The cheers rumbled into laughter and banter between the men. 
 
    “And no one touches the lady on these premises,” the huge security guy announced. “It’s against policy and against the law.” He spoke into my ear again as the banter and chuckling continued. “Say when, man. This is gonna get outta hand if you’re not careful.” 
 
    “Okay thanks, man.” 
 
    I was sobering up fast. The men were gradually settling. Mandy was left to it, everyone watching her quietly now. The two dudes had sat back. She had her feet up on a high rung of her stool and her knees pressed together. I was still behind her and she rubbed her head back against me as she peered up. 
 
    “This okay?” 
 
    I gulped and nodded a little. “Just sitting there like that though. You’re not doing a striptease or anything.” 
 
    “Show us your tits and bare cunt, baby!” someone called out drunkenly. “Woohoo!” 
 
    “Fuckin’ panties off – legs spread!” another guy called from the back of the crowd. 
 
    The whole bar was gathered around now. 
 
    Mandy looked at them all. She lowered her arm from across her body and showed them her tits again. Her nipples were tight and pointing, her flesh quivering as she reached beneath her dress to her hips and started pushing down the waist band of her panties. 
 
    She kept her legs bent up and her knees together. I held her shoulders, keeping her balance as she lifted her bottom and pushed her hands down and under. 
 
    My cock had firmed and was poking my wife’s back. These dudes were virtually salivating, their eyes wide and their mouths open, some of them just staring, others almost fucking snarling aggression. 
 
    Mandy peeled her panties from her thighs to her knees then slowly down to her ankles, keeping her legs pressed together. There was groaning and blokes tilting to try and see beneath her thighs. She took her panties from her stilettos and scrunched them in her hand. 
 
    She was smiling around the ring of men. “Is there any more money for me to spread my legs?” 
 
    “For how long?” one of the guys asked. He was getting out his wallet. Others were too. “Not just a flash, baby, we want ‘em fucking spread for a good fucking look.” 
 
    “Uh huh,” Mandy uttered. “I’ll count to ten.” 
 
    The guy tossed another two fifties on the pile. “And all the way open, yeah!” 
 
    Mandy nodded. She looked to the other men getting money out. 
 
    “Come on you fuckers, ante up,” that last guy said. 
 
    Four of five other men tossed money onto the pile. 
 
    “Just a minute,” The bouncer said. “Hold on there, sweetheart.” 
 
    He stepped forward and gathered all the money, folded in tidily and slipped it into Mandy’s bag, then handed me the bag as he stepped back. 
 
    “Ten seconds, and no one fucking touches her!” he warned everyone. “Ten seconds then you take her home okay, buddy.” 
 
    I gulped and nodded. I was stone cold sober now. 
 
    The gathering of middle-aged men shut up and watched. 
 
    Mandy checked back up at me one last time and giggled. 
 
    This was it. Twenty complete strangers were about to get a look at my wife’s most private and intimate spot. She was about to show them where a cock, my cock, fits inside her, where she’s vulnerable to being touched and turned on, in preparation for a cock to enter. Jeez. 
 
    My wife was going to invite all these men to imagine fucking her and emptying their balls inside of her. Like she’d be willing to let them. 
 
    I wasn’t even sure that she was only pretending. Maybe she would actually like to be fucked by them all. 
 
    Right then I nearly wanted it to happen myself. 
 
    There was a rail around the underside of the table, quite high up. Mandy hooked her stilettos over that and rubbed up her inner thighs to her knees. She took a big breath, held it, and parted her knees with her hands, keeping her feet together and pushing her legs wide open for the men watching. 
 
    “Fuck yeah, haha,” was the dominant exclamation coming from the group of men. Several of them had said it, others just grunting or groaning their approval of my wife’s lewd display. 
 
    Mandy raked back down her thighs and peeled open the reddened inner folds of her cunt, placing her fingernail right over top of her little glans. Blokes were elbowing their way closer or craning their neck over the shoulders of the ones in the middle of the pack. 
 
    Mandy took another big breath and just peered around at the men’s faces. 
 
    “Fuck she’s juicing up, man,” one of the dudes said to me. “You gonna need a bit of help with her tonight, yeah?” 
 
    I didn’t respond. Mandy glanced back up at me, grimacing a little. She closed her legs and twisted onto her side on the broad padded seat of the stool, her head against my chest. I stroked her hair and face. The men were tilting in for a look behind her bent up legs. 
 
    The security guy moved around for a look as well, and Mandy peered back at him. 
 
    “Fucking nice hey, Sly?” one of the guys said, gripping his huge shoulder. 
 
    “Very!” the big man agreed, his voice becoming even deeper. He casually squeezed Mandy’s bottom. “Very fucking nice,” he added, winking at me. 
 
    “Yeah, fucking open her again!” someone called from the back of the gathering. 
 
    The security guy looked at him then back at Mandy’s cunt. I was craning my neck to watch what he was doing. He used his thumb and peeled her open. Mandy clung to me, her nails digging into my chest and side. She braced with her bottom lifting slightly as the security guy positioned his middle and index fingers together and slid them into her. 
 
    “Ahh..huhh..hhm..” Mandy moaned and she writhed up higher off the chair, but the guy withdrew his fingers and just rubbed over her clit and back through her split open cunt. 
 
    He patted her bottom and grinned and winked at me again. “Time for you love birds to leave before this gets the fuck out of hand, buddy.” He took hold of Mandy’s arm and helped her to stand. “Go on you fucking perverts, shows over here,” he said to everyone else. 
 
    Mandy was like a rag doll as I pulled her along to the cheers of the crowd of men, the security guy following us and seeing us safely out the door before blocking it with his massive frame and folded arms. 
 
    We hurried along the quiet street. Mandy took off her stilettos and we virtually ran until we’d put a couple of blocks between us and the guys at the strip club. I had enough sense to leave the Mercedes in secure parking for the night. I would’ve been over the limit to drive for sure.  
 
    We ended up stumbling along laughing and collapsing on the grass of my dad’s front lawn at around three in the morning. 
 
    Mandy pulled the wad of cash from her bag and counted it. “Ohmygod, I made over five hundred dollars!” she cried. “Let’s do it again tomorrow night!” 
 
    I pulled her up off the grass, took her inside and fucked her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Mandy 
 
    My alarm went off at seven. I was so glad I thought to set it. Sunday school started at nine, and I needed a shower and something to eat. 
 
    I was probably still half drunk but I felt okay. Alan sat up beside me, rubbing at his face. “What time is it?” 
 
    “It’s still early. Think I’ll just get the bus. We’re both probably still over the limit to drive.” 
 
    “Okay I’ll make a cuppa in a minute.” 
 
    “Oh good, I’ll go have a shower.” 
 
    I soaked for ages under the huge shower head, that thing was amazing. Our shower at home is pathetic. 
 
    I picked out a nice conservative skirt and blouse for Sunday school. I was getting used to dressing to flash these men, so I had a bit of a giggle at myself modelling something that covered my naughty bits so well. 
 
    They were definitely naughty bits, now that I’d flashed them for money. 
 
    Alan was in the kitchen sipping coffee. He had made toast too. I took a piece and sat with him at the counter. We exchanged looks without speaking for a while. 
 
    “Everything okay?” I asked. 
 
    He huffed a breath and nodded. “That was pretty crazy last night, wasn’t it?” 
 
    I met and held my husband’s gaze for a moment but didn’t answer him. 
 
    He grimaced. “Lucky that bouncer guy was there, I suppose.” 
 
    “Yes, it felt safe with him there.” 
 
    Alan nodded again. He swallowed. “Although he ended up touching you himself in the end.” 
 
    I felt my cheeks heat as I remembered the feel of the guy’s big strong hands. 
 
    “It’s kind of freaky to think about now isn’t it, baby?” 
 
    “Umm… freaky?” 
 
    “Yeah.” Alan took a big breath and expelled. “He actually fingered you.” 
 
    A swarm of hot tingles filled my neck and face. “Yes, he put his fingers inside me, but only for a few seconds.” 
 
    “And he had such huge hands,” Alan went on, blushing himself now. 
 
    “Uh huh, all of him was huge.” 
 
    “Aw fuck, baby!” 
 
    “I know, Alan. It was crazy, wasn’t it?” 
 
    I took the wad of cash from my bag on the counter. 
 
    “Five-eighty,” Alan said for us both. “For showing a bunch of dudes your tits and pussy.” 
 
    I just held my husband’s eyes. 
 
    “Did you like doing it?” he asked flatly. 
 
    I felt my blush rise again. I nodded a tiny bit. 
 
    He took another big breath and huffed it. “Me too.” 
 
    “You too? You liked me doing it?” 
 
    “Yeah. I don’t get why, but you know how much I like you flashing all the time – well, this was like that times about ten. It was fucking incredible!” 
 
    “Mmm, stop it. You’re just turning me on again and I have to go do Sunday school and be all proper and innocent.” 
 
    “Yeah I know, and you look funny all buttoned up like that now.” 
 
    “Tell me about it. I was just thinking that when I was getting dressed.” 
 
    Alan squeezed my shoulders and gave me a cuddle from behind. “I don’t know about going back to that same club, but I want to do something again.” 
 
    “Mmm… something?” 
 
    “Yeah, let some other dudes check you out again,” he said while feeling me up, tweaking my nipples through my blouse and church bra. 
 
    “Um, I actually knew something about that club last night.” 
 
    “Oh yeah, what did you know, baby?” 
 
    “Barbara told me about it. She said girls often get paid to strip after the show. I think it’s like a thing there.” 
 
    “Huh! Seriously? You knew?” 
 
    “Uh huh. I didn’t know they’d pick me and pay us five hundred and eighty dollars though.” 
 
    “Aw fuck,” my husband groaned excitedly into my neck and ear. “But I think it was going to be a lot less until you said you’d spread your legs. That made them fucking ante up big time.” 
 
    “Mmm and I felt so bad and slutty doing that.” 
 
    “I know, but that’s the bit I liked the most – when you spread your legs then opened your cunt for them.” 
 
    My husband had a hand between my legs and was rubbing into my wetness. I was squelching through my skirt and church panties. 
 
    It was time to go. I broke away and hurried to the bus stop. I’d checked the bus timetable yesterday and I was almost late for the last possible bus to get to my dad’s church by nine. 
 
    The adult congregation were filing into the main hall. “Hi daddy!” I gave my dad a quick hug and went through to the kids’ room where a couple of the ladies were setting up for school. “Hi, Mrs Kent! Hi, Mrs Hetherington!” I was greeted cheerily. “Hi kids!” I sung to the noisy gathering of five to twelve year-olds. I took my seat at the piano in the corner. 
 
    Sunday school is a blast really. It’s fun playing piano and singing along with the kids belting out the songs. I don’t tend to think about it but I do kind of miss it. Time flew and it was suddenly eleven and I was hugging my dad goodbye. “I’ll call in this week,” I told him, though I didn’t feel like being around him in the mood I was in. 
 
    Flashing other men and doing stripteases for money at night clubs wasn’t exactly in his wholesome teachings and firm guidance growing up at home, and sitting in church every Sunday. 
 
    I jumped on my bus and headed back to sin city. 
 
    The sin city part of the coast here is only small. There are suburbs of regular family homes and small apartment buildings like ours. The coastal strip is one long beach with several city centres along it, as well as lots of holiday units, for families, from all over the country and the world. There are the big theme parks, of course, and the beach is a pristine paradise. 
 
    I stayed on the bus as it passed my stop, and I got off five minutes later in Surfers Paradise, the sin part of the city. Although by day it’s different. I walked past the club from last night. It was closed of course. 
 
    No doubt all the patrons from last night were at church too. 
 
    I wondered if the big bouncer guy went to church. 
 
    I could still close my eyes and feel his hands on me – his huge fingers inside of me. 
 
    “Ohmygod stop it!” I scolded under my breath and turned away from peeping in the darken club windows. 
 
    I walked along the street and into a shopping mall. I went to the ladies and into one of the stalls where I took off my bra and panties and stuffed them in my shoulder bag. I checked in the mirror and freed my hair from a band. I tugged at my blouse and undid the third button I’d redone after removing my bra. My blouse was then open to below my breasts and showed clearly that I was bare beneath it. 
 
    This was better. The dress code around Surfers Paradise in summer is the bare minimum, so I wasn’t going to look out of place at all.   
 
    I returned to the street busy with beachgoers strolling around. I found a quiet looking café. I needed more coffee. There was seating at the back in booths where it was kind of dark compared to outside. I was starting to feel tired and my eyes were becoming sensitive to the always brilliant sunlight of the Gold Coast. 
 
    I was sitting with my coffee and muffin when I saw my girlfriend Stephanie walk past with another woman. I was going to call out but something stopped me. I waited, fascinated. This other woman looked… I don’t know... classy but a little bit butch. She had a man’s short back and sides haircut and had her blouse buttoned all the way up. I could see a neck tattoo. 
 
    This was fascinating. They were standing waiting for the lights to change at a crossing. Their hands were intertwined and Stephanie was cuddling up to this other woman’s arm. They seriously looked on together. Ohmygod! 
 
    I sipped my coffee and let it pass. Wait till I get hold of her later. She’s in for it! 
 
    “Well, hello again,” a deep, mellow voice reverberated from behind me. 
 
    “Oh hi.” My blush fired up immediately. 
 
    “Do you remember me? Michael.” 
 
    “Ah huh.” I nodded. It was the man who had invited us to join him and his friend at the club last night. He had been the ringleader, I suppose you’d call him, encouraging me to strip. 
 
    “Mandy, right? Where’s Alan.” 
 
    “He’s at um... where we’re staying.” 
 
    “Ah, his father’s place. Right next door to the lovely Barbara and my friend John.” 
 
    “Oh, you know Barbara and John?” 
 
    “Yes, I must confess Barbara suggested I say hello to you last night. She said she gave you and Alan her tickets.” 
 
    “Oh I see. So you..?” 
 
    “I’m actually a part owner in the club, but don’t tell anyone. I like to hang out there incognito. The staff just take me for a regular.” 
 
    “Ooh that’s sneaky though! The owner’s watching them work and they don’t even know it.” 
 
    “Haha, well the manager doesn’t even know. But she’s a good woman and keeps the staff in line better than I ever could.” 
 
    The guy motioned to the booth seat opposite me. “Do you mind?” 
 
    “Um no, that’s fine.” 
 
    I recognised him suddenly, and not just from last night. There was something familiar about his face in sunglasses. 
 
    I could also see his eyes lowered and focused on my open blouse. A waitress approached and served him coffee. “Would you like another?” he asked me. 
 
    “Actually yes I would.” 
 
    “Another of what the lady had, and could you bring me one of those blueberry muffins please?” 
 
    He gave the girl a fifty and put a money clip with a whole bunch of them back into his shirt pocket. 
 
    He smiled as I looked up from him doing that. “I don’t trust credit cards, and you never know when you might need a fifty!” 
 
    I rolled my eyes and shook my head. The guy was grinning broadly at my embarrassment. 
 
    “So, do you believe in omens, Mandy?” 
 
    “Omens? What do you mean?” 
 
    “Well, I’m thinking that you being here right now is an omen. It’s more than a coincidence.” 
 
    “About what? What’s the co-incident?” 
 
    “Hmm, well that would be the fact that I’m actually here to meet John and discuss something to do with you.” 
 
    “To do with me! Like what?” 
 
    The guy waved beyond me. John was approaching. 
 
    “Oh shit.” 
 
    “Told you. Definitely an omen.” 
 
    John was smiling like a Cheshire cat. “Michael. Mandy, this is a lovely surprise.” 
 
    “Um hi,” I stammered. 
 
    “Hello, John. I was just saying to Mandy we were meeting here. She just happened to be here when I arrived a few minutes ago. What about that, hey?” 
 
    “Well, it’s an interesting coincidence,” John said, taking a seat beside me.  
 
    He looked in the opening of my blouse. 
 
    I was so glad I’d taken my bra off. 
 
    I wanted him and his friend to have another look at me. They were exchanging hellos and small talk, and both continually glanced at my chest as I sat upright with my blouse gaping a little. I was watching their mature, manly faces and imagining being topless for them together. 
 
    I couldn’t exactly open my blouse right there in a café in broad daylight, but I’d like to have. 
 
    I wished I wore a shorter skirt. I could feel my pussy squelching as I rubbed down my thighs and squirmed in my seat. 
 
    “Mandy?” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Are you with us?” Michael asked, smiling and squeezing my arm. “Are you okay?” 
 
    “Mmm.. uh huh,” I said and picked up my fresh mug of coffee and sipped. 
 
    The two men exchanged another deliberate look with each other. Michael questioned with his eyes and John agreed with a little nod. 
 
    “So, as I was saying – an omen,” he said to me. “John and I were meeting here this morning to discuss a little proposition we’d like to put to you.” 
 
    “Oh?” This was interesting. 
 
    “Well to you and Alan, to be sure,” John added, turning to me a little and resting his arm along the backrest of our seat. He touched my shoulder with his strong fingers. A surge of tingles rushed through me, straight down to my pussy. 
 
    Michael continued. “How much did Barbara explain to you of what she does for a living, Mandy?” 
 
    “Um, not much. She showed me her amazing wardrobe and cupboard full of shoes, and said she needs them for her profession. But she wouldn’t say when I asked her what that profession is.” 
 
    “And can you guess?” John asked. 
 
    I looked from one man to the other. “We were wondering if she’s an escort maybe?” 
 
    The men exchanged another look and nod. 
 
    “She doesn’t have clientele, as such,” John explained. “She has worked for White Ridge since we moved here to the Gold Coast almost twenty years ago. She performs a service for mining employees and management only. It’s highly exclusive and in a completely controlled setting.” 
 
    “Oh wow!” This was making sense. “So the Limo that picks her up, it takes her..?” 
 
    “To the airport. It’s a one hour flight out to the mine. She works for a couple of hours and flies home. It’s about a five hour commitment once a week,” Michael explained. 
 
    “Barbara used to do two evenings a week but she’s looking to retire from active duty, you might say.” 
 
    The two men ended up just looking at me expectantly.  
 
    “Oh,” I said, grimacing a little, the realisation dawning in my slow-mo brain. This was finally adding up now. 
 
    I think I was wide-eyed, kind of horrified. 
 
    “Now, love, just think about this for a minute,” John went on low and easily, conspiratorially, I thought, patting my knee under the table. “We just want to give you the facts and leave the offer with you.” 
 
    “Hmm, but are you guys talking about what I think you’re talking about?” 
 
    “We’re talking about being highly selective about who we would make this offer to, Mandy,” Michael said. “We have only one position to fill and we have no other candidates at this time. We don’t like advertising and screening. There’s a certain quality we need, and it can really only be seen when the young lady is unsuspecting.” 
 
    I looked from one of these older men to the other again. “What quality is that?” I was blushing now. My heart was thumping and tingles of excitement were filling me. 
 
    “It’s hard to put into words,” Michael replied. He was sitting back, fiddling with a coaster on the table. He grinned across at John, questioning with his brows. 
 
    “Yes, very hard to put into words,” John agreed. He stroked my shoulder with his thumb. “It’s kind of daring yet sweet and innocent. It’s a very attractive blend of attributes.” 
 
    I blushed deeper, trying not to smile. Ohmygod, am I gonna make some money? 
 
    John leant close and tilted to look inside my blouse. “That’s nice,” he breathed into my ear, his deep voice reverberating and making my skin tingle and my nipples firm. “You’re not wearing panties, are you?” 
 
    I gulped and shook my head, glancing at Michael now leaning forward and looking over the table and down into my lap. 
 
    “Show us?” John asked, low and deep. He stroked my neck with his thumb. It was under the collar of my blouse now. He turned his head slightly and whispered more directly into my ear. “Lift up your skirt and show us that waxed little cunt again.” 
 
    I was completely mesmerized. Michael had a quick check around. When he looked back down into my lap I gathered the front of my skirt and lifted it up to my waist.  
 
    “Oh fuck yes,” Michael groaned. 
 
    John caressed up my inner thigh and guided me open a little. I checked around myself but no one was watching, the café was virtually empty. 
 
    I let John open my legs further, and when he touched my pussy I lifted a little and braced, and he inserted his middle finger into me. 
 
    “Ooh that’s perfect… so tight,” he said to his friend. 
 
    I clenched and squeezed his finger. He withdrew until only the tip was inside me. He parted my labia and isolated my clit, circling it and sending a bolt of electricity through me and heating my face. 
 
    “You’re so wet, love.” 
 
    “Uh huh.” I swallowed and quickly checked around again. The male barista was chatting with one of the waitresses, the other waitress outside cleaning tables. “Uhh.hhh..” I moaned and bit down on my lip as John inserted his middle and ring fingers into me this time. 
 
    He withdrew again and spread his fingers, opening me. They both tilted in for a closer look while I kept my skirt bunched up to my waist. 
 
    “Those miners are on very good money and they’re stuck outback for weeks on end, Mandy. They’d pay well for even fifteen minutes with you if your husband would allow it.” 
 
    “Haha, there’s no way any of those sex-starved miners would last fifteen minutes in here,” John added. 
 
    “Mmm, they wouldn’t?” I asked but had to brace again as John inserted deep and rubbed back against my pubic bone. 
 
    “Yeah they’d be lining up, sweetie,” Michael said and he reached across and had a feel of one of my breasts. 
 
    The barista was looking over now, as was another man sitting across the far side of the café. 
 
    My phone buzzed on the table. It was a text from my husband. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Alan 
 
      
 
    I put my phone down on the counter and picked up the huge salad roll I made myself. I took a big bite. I was incredibly hungry after sleeping all morning and just getting up and showering 20 minutes ago. 
 
    I had almost finished my roll and big glass of OJ when my phone buzzed with a reply to the text I’d sent in search of my missing wife. 
 
    Mandy: Just having a quick coffee. Back soon x 
 
    Me: Ok baby have fun. Luv ya x 
 
    Mandy: Luv u 2 x 
 
    I finished up my lunch and went upstairs to my dad’s balcony. He had a field scope. I’ve used it before to perv on chicks at the beach. Its range is up to 100 times magnification, so pretty good for close-up viewing, and easy enough to just point and see what you’re looking at. 
 
    There were quite a few chicks within range and a couple of them were topless, but only lying on their fronts, unfortunately. 
 
    I was watching dudes surf as well, and there was a sail boat in the distance that I followed for a while. 
 
    I ended up getting sleepy again and had a nap for a bit. It was almost two in the afternoon and still no sign of my wife. I’d left my phone downstairs so went and retrieved it. There were no messages or missed calls. It was about an hour and a half since Mandy text she would be home soon. 
 
    I figured she’d gotten caught up with friends or something. I thought about giving Robbo a call. Mandy had left me some of the money from last night, so I was good for shouting a few beers, maybe even head down to the pub for a while. 
 
    I ended up back on my dad’s balcony with the scope while mulling over my options for a lazy Sunday afternoon. I checked around for any topless girls and found a pretty redhead sitting up with her perky little tits on display. I focused on her. I rubbed my eye and was about to look through the scope again when I saw a nice black convertible parked outside the house next door. 
 
    John was in the front passenger seat and turned to look back at Mandy seated in back. I couldn’t quite see who the driver was. The three of them seemed to be deep in discussion. 
 
    I was partially obscured from their view behind some plants. I turned the scope and focused, recognising the driver as the dude from the club last night. He was leaning back over his seat, and as I focused on Mandy, I saw the guy move the front of her blouse aside and feel a bare tit.  
 
    Oh, so not exactly deep discussions then. 
 
    Mandy’s blouse was completely undone and open. The guy moved to her other tit and felt it as well. She was giggling and pushed his hand away, but she remained sitting with her blouse fully open and her tits out. 
 
    I rubbed at my sweaty brow and eye socket again and pressed my eye back to the lens. John got out of the car and opened Mandy’s door for her. She got out with her shoulder bag in one hand and clutching her blouse closed with her other. 
 
    The car sped off and John and Mandy parted ways with a quick peck on the cheek. He went into his house and she came in the front door. I went to meet her and found her slumped back against the closed door with her blouse still open and having fallen from her shoulders. It was at her elbows and her tits were rising and falling as she took some deep breaths. 
 
    “Hey,” I said, just looking up from them. 
 
    “Hey yourself, bad husband. Did you like that?” 
 
    I frowned. 
 
    “I saw you watching.” 
 
    “Oh right. Yeah. I just happened to see you there.” 
 
    “Uh huh. Michael gave us a lift back from Surfers. We had lunch and they both fingered me right there in a booth at a café.” 
 
    I gulped. “They fingered you?” What the fuck? What are these guys up to in broad daylight with my Sunday school teacher? 
 
    “Yes. First John, then they swapped places and Michael did it too.” Mandy drew a huge breath and expelled. “Then they let this barista guy feel my boobs.” 
 
    “They let him?” 
 
    “Hmm well, I guess I did too. But I feel so crazy, Alan. I can’t seem to help myself. I just feel lulled into this weird numbness and feel like letting them do whatever they want.” 
 
    I pulled my wife to me. I knew exactly how she felt. “Me too, baby. I was going to see if you wanted to do something again tonight.” I kissed her and looked down between us at her tits. I just had to have a little tweak of those peeking little nipples. “Did you go to Sunday school like that? You didn’t, did you?” 
 
    “No, of course not. I stayed on the bus and got off in Surfers. Then I went into a toilet and took off my bra and panties coz I wanted to feel naughty again, like I have been all the time lately.” Mandy peered up grimacing guiltily. “I even sent Robbo a picture of my boobs last night because he told me to.” 
 
    “Robbo?! Huh? Shit. He told you to?” 
 
    “Ah huh, he’s already copied all the pictures on your phone from our wedding night.” 
 
    I felt my face and neck flush. “Oh. Shit!” 
 
    “Yes, oh shit exactly you bad man! He said I was completely nude in them. Taken when I was asleep!” 
 
    “Aw shit, baby, no one was s’posed to see them!” 
 
    “Hmm, well, Robbo did. And it turned me on so much I had to send him another one, didn’t I!” 
 
    Mandy went into the kitchen and I followed. She got a glass of water and rested back against the sink sipping it. Her blouse was still draped from her elbows, her tits out. 
 
    I swallowed. “So, they didn’t do anything...? I mean they both… like they fingered you, but..?” 
 
    “No they didn’t try anything else,” Mandy answered, blushing a little. “Not physically anyway.” 
 
    “Huh? Not physically?” 
 
    Mandy huffed a breath and met my gaze, holding it steadily for a moment before going on. “So, we were right about Barbara. She’s a prostitute.” 
 
    “Oh yeah.” That was no surprise, it was pretty obvious, I thought. 
 
    “Except she works exclusively at the gemstone mine. She flies out there, stays a few hours and flies back. That’s why we’ve seen her leaving in the afternoons and coming back not even very late at night. Apparently she only spends an hour or two at the mine, and only once a week now, whereas she used to go more often before.” 
 
    I was nodding. Taking this in. The gemstone mine out in the desert.  
 
    I wouldn’t have picked her for one of the women who fly out there, but I knew something like that went on. My dad owns the flight charter service out there, and I kind of knew there was something to do with hookers. 
 
    “John and Barbara actually own a share in the business organising ladies to fly out there. So does Michael. Barbara actually set us up with him at the club. She told him to look for us.” 
 
    “Oh yeah?” I took that in too, not quite knowing what to make of it. 
 
    “I don’t think she meant anything sneaky,” Mandy continued. 
 
    “Yeah, well, I’m still okay with everything that happened anyway,” I told my wife. I wasn’t sure whether she needed reassuring, but just in case. 
 
    I had gotten more of a handle on how I felt about everything throughout the morning, between snoozes. I’d been replaying over and over in my head how the huge bouncer dude had fingered my drunk wife at the club. The fact that two other men had gotten fingers into her just now was making my balls tingle and fill as we spoke. 
 
    “So, what did you mean about nothing else physically, baby? What um..?” 
 
    “I mean they had something to say that has me even more crazy excited than the way they were touching me. Only it’s just the idea of it. There’s no way I could ever do it.” 
 
    “Ever do what, exactly? What did they say?” 
 
    Mandy just stared at me for another long moment. She finally took a breath. “They want me to take over from Barbara. They said I’d be perfect for it.” 
 
    Hang on, hang on, what the fuck. My Sunday school wife a hooker? 
 
    I gulped hard, my heart suddenly pounding in my throat. 
 
    “I told them there’s no way we’d do that,” Mandy added firmly. 
 
    I swallowed again, took a big breath and expelled. “Fuck me, that’s just fucking crazy, right?” 
 
    Mandy’s blush intensified. “Yes, it’s crazy,” she agreed. Her eyes narrowed though. “It’s definitely crazy, right?” 
 
    My face flushed as well. “Yeah, I mean, like… there’s no way we’d..!” 
 
    I looked at my wife’s tits then back up at her face. 
 
    I swallowed hard again. 
 
    “Except they said it pays at least a thousand dollars for a night. Even more if you stay longer.” Mandy lifted her blouse onto her shoulders and did up a button as she approached where I had slumped at the kitchen table. “Which means being with multiple men, for a short time each apparently. They said they charge the guys quite a lot for like fifteen minutes with one of the girls. But apparently there’s nothing else to spend their money on out there, and they get paid very well.” 
 
    “Shit yeah.” I nodded. “Robbo fucking rakes it in and he’s not that high up the ranks. He’s only on like the middle of the pay scale, so he says.” 
 
    “And does he ever say anything about the girls who fly out there?” 
 
    “Nup, he reckons it’s only for the bosses in the office compound. He said the usual workers just live on internet porn and shit.” 
 
    “Oh!” Mandy giggled. “He said he’s going to use the pictures of me for that, so..!” 
 
    “Aaah shit, Robbo said that?” 
 
    “Uh huh, that’s why I had to send him a new one.” 
 
    I held my wife’s eyes and cheeky smile. God she’s looking particularly gorgeous – glowing a bit or something.  
 
    The idea of my buddy having nude pics of her was just freaky right then. I didn’t know how to think about that with everything else going on. My poor little brain was going into overdrive.  
 
    She reached for my hands and squeezed them. I held hers and squeezed back. She rested her chin on a hand and kept playing with one of mine, toying with fingers. “So, are we saying it’s not a definite no?” she asked calmly and evenly. Her beautiful eyes had rolled up to meet mine. 
 
    I swallowed. I didn’t know the answer to that question. But I suppose that was the answer right there. 
 
    Ok, ok, so, at least a thousand bucks, maybe more for just a couple of hours work. Fuck me, she’ll make more than me in a week. 
 
    I shook my head. “Not a definite no,” I told my wife. 
 
    A blush filled her pretty face. 
 
    I wanted to backtrack immediately. 
 
    “Baby I um..!” 
 
    “No it’s okay,” she cut in quickly. “We’re just saying not definitely no! Right?” 
 
    I gulped and nodded. “Umm, not definitely no, yeah, that’s all we’re saying. Like... no! But… I mean, fuck! Imagine if you did it, baby! Like if some other dude was... like, all over you and fucking you and that. I mean, we’re married and you’re my wife!” 
 
    I didn’t know what the fuck I was saying or thinking. I could see some dude’s dick balls-deep inside Mandy and I instantly hated the guy’s guts, but my heart was pounding and my balls were tingling some more. 
 
    “No, this is just silly,” Mandy declared and she got up and went back to the sink where I’d left dishes from lunch. “I already told them there’s no way we’d do it, and they were fine about it.” 
 
    I shut up before I said anything else I’d regret. I needed to calm the fuck down and stop thinking about the thousand dollars a night thing as well. 
 
    Jeez we could use the money!  
 
    No, fucking stop that shit. There’s no way you could handle her getting nailed by some other dude!  
 
    I flung my head back and gripped it. Mandy glanced back from stacking the dishwasher. I got up and walked out onto the back deck to stare blankly at the ocean. The mental picture of a tradesman miner’s huge cock pounding into Mandy was filling my head and twisting my gut. 
 
    Fuck there’s no way I could sit at home waiting and knowing that was happening, right? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    John 
 
      
 
    I watched the young husband pacing his deck, quite obviously filled with emotional turmoil. I had no doubt the lovely young wife had just given him the news. 
 
    I could still feel her cunt clamped around my fingers. Mmm, and I can smell her intoxicating scent. 
 
    Mandy was visible through their kitchen window. I was in my study, on the same side facing their house. I could see the street too, and saw Mandy watching a noisy motorcycle pull into their driveway. It was their family friend, Robbo. He often did the lawns for Alan’s father. He had a six-pack of beers with him and wasn’t dressed for doing yard work. 
 
    Mandy looked down at herself and fiddled with her blouse and skirt. She looked out towards the back deck but Alan had wandered down to the pool and dived in. He was swimming laps. There was a clothes airer on the back deck and Mandy grabbed something from it. She went back into the kitchen and pushed down her skirt, stepping out of it and into a tiny white band of fabric that she pulled up and straightened to only just cover her still-bare pussy. 
 
    I’d seen that white tube thing the other day. It was as short as a skirt could possibly be. She stripped her blouse off … ooh yes, I’d like those tender little nipples in my mouth …and she grabbed her skirt from the floor, tossing the discarded garments into the laundry. She had her yellow knitted bikini top on the sink, and she quickly tied it in place whilst looking out the window towards the front door. Hmm, interesting. She’s definitely up for a bit of man-tease. 
 
    Young Robbo had backed away from the door and was looking around the side of the house. He smiled up at the kitchen window, where Mandy was waving to him, still just holding her bikini top in place with her other hand. 
 
    Robbo went back to the front door and disappeared from my view. Mandy remained at the kitchen sink, side on to me as she released her bikini top and let the cups and strings dangle. She had it tied around her body and she fiddled with it there. She twisted it around and did something with the knot she had hastily tied. She was watching toward the living area and was still fiddling with the string on her bikini when their visitor walked into the kitchen. 
 
    He stopped and looked at her. She covered her tits with her hands, glancing at him and smiling broadly. He approached and gave her a little hug hello. She offered her cheek and he kissed it. 
 
    She stepped back and showed him the knot she was dealing with. Her bikini top had slipped down to her waist and she held one arm across her tits while the guy addressed the string and the apparently difficult knot. He undid it and released it to her. She moved past him and to the back door where she called out to Alan, who was just emerging from the pool. 
 
    Young Mandy went to her husband, taking him a towel. She still held her bikini top in her hand and kept an arm across her breasts. They spoke together and both looked back at the house. Their visitor was sitting up at the counter in the kitchen doing something on his phone. 
 
    Mandy and Alan were standing close and discussing something. She lowered her arm and bared her tits, putting her arms behind her back and thrusting her chest forward quite deliberately. Alan checked around toward my house and beyond. My study window is tinted and appears mirrored from outside so I knew I could stand there watching without fear of being seen. 
 
    My soon-to-be new young hooker took her husband’s hand and tugged him towards the house. She still had her bikini top in her hand and her tits out. 
 
    Young Alan was nodding but released his wife to go ahead. She had covered her tits with her arm again. Robbo was standing at the door, and she collected something else from the clothes airer and squeezed past him. Alan was still down at the pool drying himself. Robbo nodded to him and turned away, following Mandy back into the kitchen. 
 
    Robbo sat on a stool at the counter again. Alan had approached the deck and was craning his neck to see inside. Mandy dropped her bikini top on the counter and kept the other garment she had. She lowered her arm from her front, remaining facing Robbo and with her tits completely bare again. Robbo watched while she sorted the other garment, turning it in the other way. It appeared to be a top. 
 
    She gathered it and put it over her head, leaving it bunched above her tits while flicking her hair from it. She continued raking at her hair and tidying it while her tits were still poking out the bottom of what was a lacy pink tank top. 
 
    Alan remained watching from beyond the deck, his head lifted and his gaze was set intently. One hand clutched a towel around his waist and the other was in position where his cock looked to have firmed. 
 
    My lovely wife appeared behind me and looked from my shoulder. “Ooh, now that’s naughty, isn’t it!” 
 
    “Haha, it certainly is. And entirely deliberate too, if not planned.” 
 
    “Hmm, and you and Michael spoke to her this morning? I just got your text. Sorry, I didn’t take my phone into the spa today.” 
 
    “Yes, we spoke to her. And it appears she’s spoken to young Alan there. I think our plans are progressing very nicely, darling. There’s more to do. I need to get hold of the guy and work him into a win-win position.” 
 
    “Yes, but don’t overestimate his apparent enthusiasm, John. You know how it can be with some men when it comes down to actually letting it happen, rather than just imagining it in the cold light of day.” 
 
    “Yes, I know, darling. I’m not about to take anything for granted. I intend to have a good long chat with him before we go anywhere near mentioning the audition his young wife will have to survive.” 
 
    “Ah yes, the audition!” Barbara concurred, and she kissed my cheek as she turned away. “I wonder which men Yuki will choose to do this one.” 
 
    “Yeah, I dunno, love. He suggested auctioning the privilege to the whole management. They all want to be the one taking a new girl for her first time. He asked the question – why not make them bid and bloody pay for the right?” I know I’d pay a months’ wage for this tight, hot little sweetheart…   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Mining Rights Part 3 
 
    Alan 
 
      
 
    My wife Mandy was sitting sideways on a tall stool at the kitchen counter. My buddy Robbo was laughing and chatting with her, mostly. I was feeling a little stunned and had to clear my head enough to say something every now and then, or make a pathetic coughing noise. 
 
    Mandy was watching me, she could see how unsettled I was. I’d glance down at her legs or at her chest and back up to meet her eyes and the tease in them. Her nipples were tight beneath her pink top. Her little white skirt barely covered her. 
 
    She uncrossed her legs to get down off the stool and head to the sink. Robbo’s eyes flashed downward, his head tilting around the edge of the counter. I felt like I was watching it in slow motion as her slender thighs parted and we saw the full length of her slit. 
 
    She had nothing on under her mini skirt and her pussy lips were waxed bare. 
 
    I caught Robbo’s glance and wink. He was smirking confidently, as usual. Cocky prick. He’d already seen nude pics of my wife when he perved on my phone last week. And last night she had sent him a pic of her topless! This fucking thing we were doing was getting way out of hand. 
 
    Mandy bent to get stuff from the dishwasher she was unloading. Her skirt lifted in back and we saw her cunt from behind. Robbo was yabbering about work and didn’t stop as he tilted for a better look when my wife bent over again. 
 
    He smiled at me and stuck his tongue out. Mandy glanced back and saw him. “God, you’re so crude!” she scolded the guy and put her hand over her bottom as she bent to get the basket of cutlery. 
 
    “Yeah, can’t fucking help it though, hey!” Robbo shot back, winking at me again. 
 
    Mandy sorted the cutlery into the drawer. We exchanged a long searching look while Robbo carried on raving about his workmates at the gemstone mine. 
 
    Mandy had been asking him all about the mine. She’d been offered a job there and hadn’t given them an answer yet -- a leisure provider for the men who are onsite for weeks at a time. A fucking prostitute, more like! She would be giving herself to the miners, although we hadn’t told Robbo that. Fuck, imagine if he knew, no way. And not that Mandy would be offered to him anyway. Apparently it was only management who got to have sex with the leisure ladies. 
 
    “So, man, you can if you want, yeah!” Robbo said to me, motioning to his motorcycle key on the counter. He had brought over his new Norton. I used to ride bikes back before Mandy and I got married. 
 
    Mandy pressed close to Robbo as she reached up to put a pot on an overhead hook. He grabbed her around the waist and tickled her. She screeched and squirmed but he kept at her. He’s a huge muscle dude and held her easily with one arm while clutching above her knees, where she’s most ticklish. 
 
    “Don’t!” she cried through her fit of laughter. She was trying to hold his hand away. His other hand was beneath one of her tits, his thumb extended upward and touched her nipple. “You big bully!” she scolded, blushing wildly and still trying to catch her breath. 
 
    “So where’s your little panties today anyway?” he teased back. 
 
    “Hmm, I would have worn a suit of armour if I knew you were coming over.” 
 
    “If you knew I was coming, ooh, yeah baby!” he went on, clutching her knee again and making her wriggle and squirm. 
 
    He was feeling her up now. He had his hand fully over her tit and was massaging it as she panted and held his other hand away. He met and held my stare, not so much smirking now as glaring defiantly. Mandy grabbed the arm around her and plied his hand from her tit. She held that arm at her waist and raked back her hair with her other hand, still half giggling and panting away. 
 
    “Go on, man, take it for a spin, hey?” Robbo said to me. 
 
    I swallowed hard. “No thanks.” Smarmy fucker, just wants to get lucky with my wife. Fuck, nooo! 
 
    Mandy’s blush fired up. She extracted herself from my buddy’s clutches and went back to the sink to get a drink of water. 
 
    “We’ve actually got shit to do, man. You wanna take off yourself, yeah?” I said, moving to rest back against the sink beside my wife. 
 
    Robbo huffed. “Huh! Yeah whatever, man.” He looked Mandy over, eyeballing us both. “Just taking up the invitation!” 
 
    Mandy squeaked. She was bright red in the face now. 
 
    I stepped forward and in front of her. “I never fucking invited you over, man.” 
 
    I was shaking in my skin. I’d had disagreements with Robbo before but I didn’t want it to get physical, I wouldn’t stand a chance against him. 
 
    He grinned, shaking his head and huffing another little chuckle. “Alright, alright.” He grabbed his key and stood to face me for a second but turned away. “Later, man,” he said to me. “Thanks for the pic, sweetheart,” he said to my wife, and winked at me again as he strode from the house. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Mandy 
 
      
 
    Ohmygod that was too much! 
 
    Alan had left me standing there quivering in the kitchen while he watched his friend ride away. I don’t know what the hell I was thinking to dress like that for the guy. I never asked Alan if I could or should. He had no idea any of that was going to happen. 
 
    He didn’t come back into the kitchen, but went upstairs to the guest bedroom we were staying in. I heard his phone ring, then I crept partway up the stairs and heard him talking with his father. It was his father’s mansion by the beach we were house-sitting. It sounded like a discussion about the lawn and gardens. 
 
    I went back downstairs to the deck where I had dry clothes hung out on the airer. I grabbed some panties and a bra, and quickly pulled them on in the kitchen. 
 
    Ohmygod I’m such a tart, getting around like this for Robbo! 
 
    It wasn’t just Robbo though. I’d been letting other men look at me and touch me these past few days, and I loved it. It was with my husband’s consent and encouragement, so he can’t be grumpy with me! 
 
    I finished straightening my clothes and went upstairs to confront him. He had finished his call. He was sitting out on the balcony gazing at the ocean. He turned to meet my questioning, somewhat tentative look. He half smiled, any kind of joy absent from his eyes. He took my hand and guided me onto his lap. 
 
    “This has all gotten a bit crazy,” he started. 
 
    I took a breath. “Has it?” 
 
    He nodded. “Yeah. That was a bit full on with Robbo.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    Alan swallowed and huffed a breath. “A bit.” 
 
    “But it wasn’t as bad as what we did at that strip club.” 
 
    “No… I guess. But it was different with him. He’d try and fuck you given half a chance.” 
 
    I grimaced guiltily. 
 
    “He told me to fuck off when he was leaving. He was gonna try getting it on with you!” 
 
    “Hmm, do you think?” I uttered innocently while thrilling all over at the thought. 
 
    “Fuck yeah. That’s what he fucking wanted, baby. He wanted me out of here so he could nail you.” 
 
    “Well, that wasn’t going to happen,” I consoled my husband. “I wouldn’t have let it go that far.” 
 
    Alan swallowed. “Yeah I know, baby.” He responded as I kissed him. “I do trust you. I just don’t trust him.” 
 
    “Hmm, and there’s no way I’d do that for free anyway,” I went on teasingly, smiling as I continued kissing my husband. His hands were moving upon me now. I was still on fire inside.  
 
    He scoffed. “For free, huh!” 
 
    “Hmm, not since we know all about THEM doing so well from it,” I motioned next door.  
 
    The neighbours were returning from a walk on the beach. 
 
    Alan looked around at them. “And she still looks good, hey?” 
 
    “Oh really!” I scolded. 
 
    “Haha, I mean, considering she wants to get out of it. It’s not like she’s too old or anything, obviously.” 
 
    “Obviously, huh? So you want to do it with Barbara, do you? Would you pay her for sex?” 
 
    “Um no. I’d rather have sex with you, baby.” 
 
    “Oh yeah, and would you pay me for it?” 
 
    Alan was looking at my exposed panties. He traced a finger up through my camel-toe. “If I had to.” 
 
    “Hmm, so we’re not against sex for money in principle.” 
 
    “No, not in principle. Just maybe in practice,” Alan said into another kiss. “I think we really need to think hard about this, baby. If we did it, there’d be no undoing it.” 
 
    “Ah huh, I agree. To be honest, I’m actually leaning towards knocking them back, Alan.” 
 
    “Oh? That’s surprising. You seem really into this.” 
 
    “I know, but it feels out of my control – when I get into it. And that’s scary.” 
 
    My husband nodded, frowning a little in thought. 
 
    “Plus I doubt you’d be able to handle it, Alan.” 
 
    He frowned deeper. 
 
    “I’m just saying,” I added lightly, as I saw my girlfriend’s car was pulling into the driveway. 
 
    “Yeah, well I dunno,” Alan said, huffing a big breath. “I might go for a jog. Are you girls going anywhere or staying here?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Steph said she might call around if she had time. I don’t think she’ll be staying long.” 
 
    “Alright, I’ll be back in a while then,” Alan said. He left me at the bottom of the stairs and jogged out the back to the beach. 
 
    “Hey, Steph, come in!” I called to my girlfriend at the door.  
 
    We hugged then went into the kitchen and I put on the kettle to make tea, collecting one of the cats I was looking after and giving it a cuddle. 
 
    “Who the hell was that you were with in Surfers yesterday, you naughty tart?” 
 
    I’d seen Stephanie walking along the street holding hands with another woman. 
 
    “Hi, yourself,” Steph sung back. “And who the hell was that I saw YOU with at Surfers yesterday?” 
 
    “Oh him?” 
 
    “Um, try THEM!” 
 
    “Oh right, that was just the neighbour man and his business partner.” 
 
    “So?” I challenged. “Who was she?!” 
 
    “Um, a friend,” Steph answered, grimacing and picking up another of my father in-law’s cats. 
 
    “Looked more than friendly.” 
 
    “Mm. An experiment.” 
 
    I glared. 
 
    Steph was biting her lip and smiling. “I’ve been getting curious,” she said, stroking the cat. 
 
    “About?” I was still glaring. 
 
    My girlfriend nodded. “Haven’t you ever? I know you have.” 
 
    “Yes, just like we’ve talked about though.” 
 
    “Hmm, well me too. Only I met Ronny and she’s really nice.” 
 
    “Ronny?” 
 
    Steph nodded, biting her smile again. 
 
    “Good name. Suits her,” I said, clicking off the kettle before it boiled too crazily. I poured the water. “So...?” 
 
    “So, it’s been interesting. Eye-opening.” 
 
    “In that you have...like tendencies… like, for real?” 
 
    “I don’t know for sure yet. I think I’m still just experimenting.” 
 
    I tried to disguise my own curious excitement. “And have you DONE anything?” 
 
    Steph didn’t answer. She just blushed and chewed on her smile again. 
 
    “Oh my god, what?” 
 
    “What do you mean, what?” 
 
    “I mean, you’ve kissed?” 
 
    “Ahh, yeah.” 
 
    I brought the tea cups over. “Has she touched you?” 
 
    Steph rolled her eyes. 
 
    “Sure has. Where?” 
 
    “Can’t remember.” 
 
    “Haha, right! Has she touched you with her tongue?” I asked suggestively, poking my tongue out and doing a little teasing wiggle. 
 
    My girlfriend just blushed. 
 
    I glanced at her, up and down her body. “Everywhere?” 
 
    Steph nodded stiffly. She took a big breath and expelled. “I can recommend it. Pheeewww!” 
 
    We both laughed. 
 
    I shrugged. “I skinny dipped with Barbara from next door the other day. We had Margaritas nude in her pool.” 
 
    Steph was staring now. “Nude in her pool?” 
 
    I nodded and sipped my tea. 
 
    “Sounds like we should have a little party,” Steph said and sipped hers. 
 
    I was suddenly overwhelmed by thoughts of my own situation. I desperately wanted to confide. I took another sip of tea and carefully measured what I said next. 
 
    “So, it seems Barbara is most definitely a hooker. We think she actually part-owns the business.” 
 
    “Oh yeah? Do tell.” 
 
    “Seems like she and her husband run it. They manage, I don’t know, a harem of girls.” 
 
    “A harem?” Steph gulped some tea. 
 
    I felt my blush rise. I grimaced. “They offered me a job.” 
 
    My girlfriend just stared back at me, open-mouthed for a few seconds. She shrugged with a little gesture. “Apparently all the men at that mine are regularly tested for STD’s”. Steph’s a doctor at a large medical clinic in the next suburb. “Some of our doctors work out there and handle all that. I see results come through the clinic all the time.” 
 
    “Oh. So...?” 
 
    “So yeah, I’m not surprised there’s some kind of service provided to the gem men.” Steph shrugged again. “At least they’re being safe.” 
 
    “Okay.” I took a breath, taking it in. “So, you’re not sounding too negative?” 
 
    “No, I’m not. I can’t see a problem with it, other than the big question.” 
 
    “The big question?” 
 
    My girlfriend stared incredulously. “Where is Alan anyway?” 
 
    “Oh. Alan.” 
 
    “Yes. Your husband, you dirty hooker!” 
 
    “Haha. Exactly! That’s the deal breaker right there,” I said and gulped my tea. 
 
    “I bet it is, girlfriend. That would break most marital deals in a heartbeat.” 
 
    I frowned to myself and pondered that. “But you’re saying that Alan is the only problem? That, other than what he would think, you don’t have a problem?” 
 
    Stephanie glanced down for a moment, fiddling with her cup and saucer. She looked up. “No, I wouldn’t have a problem with you doing it otherwise, Mandy. I see nothing wrong with men paying for sex whilst women provide them a necessary service.” She had another sip of tea. “Nothing wrong with it at all, as a matter of fact. I bet it pays well.” 
 
    “Um yes!” I went to the fridge and got the Tim Tams. “The other night I stripped at a club and this bunch of drunk men stuffed over 500 bucks in my purse!” 
 
    “You what?! Oh my god. Slut!” 
 
    “I know, and I loved it, Steph. It was amazing!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Robbo 
 
      
 
    Jeez, talk about fucking blue balls. Mine were fucking aching by the time I got home with my new laminator. I unpacked it and set it up. It only did A4 size pages but that was enough. I opened my laptop and brought up my folder of pics I stole from dickhead Alan’s phone. I picked out the best one of Mandy with her legs spread, and printed it out. 
 
    Ten minutes later I had it laminated and sitting up on my kitchen table. I boned up and immediately had my cock in my hand. This wasn’t going to take long. 
 
    I didn’t really look at the pic much as I stroked. I was inside my head, remembering the look of Mandy in that tiny white skirt earlier. The way her cunt fucking peeled open and showed how wet and juicy she was inside when she bent over. Ooh, fuck yeah. It looked like her juice might run down her legs any moment. I could still feel her tits. Her tight little nipples against the palm of my hand as I felt her up, soft and warm, with a gorgeous, toned body. I could wrap my hands right around her waist. I could feel her squirming back against my cock when I was tickling her. I bet she’s nice and tight… 
 
    “Aaw fuck. Mmmyeah... Ahaa, fucking take that load, baby,” I groaned and spurted cum all over her, soaking the picture and covering her cunt, tits and pretty face in my goo. 
 
    I slapped the picture with my cockhead, rubbing my cream all over her and imagining doing it for real. That fucking little slut needed it. I was tempted to put a couple on Alan’s fucking smug little chin and drag her upstairs. I don’t think she’d have complained if he hadn’t fucking been in the way. 
 
    I fixed my pants and carefully carried the laminated pic to the sink and rinsed it off, drying it with some paper towel, ready for next time. 
 
    I went through my pics and printed out and laminated another eight of them. I had a few buddies at work who’d pay good cash considering who she was. Her father-in-law, Simon, owns the charter company that flies us out to the mine and back every month. We see him round a bit, fucking smug little snob. 
 
    I reckon he has something to do with the hookers that come out. Not sure what exactly. I don’t get into that shit coz of the restrictions. You’ve got to be in management to get one of your own. All they offer us shit kickers is to line up at this hole in the wall. Stick your fucking dick into the chick when she’s already full of cum from the six dudes before you. 
 
    Fuck that! 
 
    Na, I can go without the real deal if I have to. Even better now that I’ve got hot little Mandy pics to jack off all over. Haha!  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Alan 
 
      
 
    “Hey, John, howsitgoin’?” 
 
    My neighbour was at his back fence as I was finishing up my 3km jog along the beach. I was exhausted. 
 
    “Excellent thanks, Alan. You okay there?” 
 
    “Yep. Didn’t realise how far I’d gone. I should’ve stopped and walked back.” 
 
    “You looked stressed though, son. I saw you earlier. You were pacing your deck looking anxious. Anything to do with the proposition my business partner and I put to Mandy?” 
 
    I didn’t answer the guy, just met his stare. 
 
    “Come on in and have a drink. We’ll talk,” he offered, opening his gate. 
 
    I thought about it for a few seconds. Mandy was probably right that I wouldn’t be able to handle her doing this, but I was still interested somehow. I figured this older guy had been through exactly what was bothering me. His wife had been hooking for years, and he’s had to sit around waiting knowing she’s being fucked by other dudes. I wanted to know how he handled that, at least. 
 
    He led the way into his house and got me a bottle of something from his fridge. “Try that first. Replace those electrolytes.” 
 
    The drink was blue. It tasted okay, went down well. 
 
    “Have we offended you?” John asked flatly. He was sitting across his breakfast counter with hands arched and his chin resting on them. 
 
    I liked that straight forward question. No bullshit was exactly what I wanted right then. 
 
    “Nope. Not offended,” I answered just as flatly. 
 
    “Okay, good. That’s a good start. But you’re thinking ‘no thanks’, right? That’s what I’d expect.” 
 
    I frowned. 
 
    “Hey, it’s perfectly understandable. I think my first reaction way back then was to take a swing at a guy.” 
 
    “Ha! Did it connect?” 
 
    “Haha, no, he ducked as I recall. Twisted my arm up my back and tossed me out a door with Barbara scrambling after me.” 
 
    John went back to his fridge and opened a bottle of water, taking his seat opposite me. “It’s all about power, Alan. If you look at it the right way – come to understand it..!” 
 
    “Power?” 
 
    “Yes. You imagine sitting home stripped of all your power while some other man is taking what’s yours.” 
 
    “Fucking exactly!” 
 
    The guy had nailed precisely what I was feeling. 
 
    He shook a finger. “The woman has all the power, son. Your woman! And, by extension, you!” 
 
    My chest was tingling wildly. There was suddenly a knot in my throat. 
 
    “If another man was to take hold of Mandy and have sex with her, you would be stripped of your power and position with her. You would be a total cuckold.” 
 
    I gulped. “Exactly!” 
 
    John continued. “That’s if he took hold of her. If he was able to look into her eyes. If he could speak to her.” 
 
    I frowned my confusion. 
 
    “But what if he could do none of that? What if he had no control over the situation at all?” John took a swig of his water. “What if all he got to do was stick his cock through a wall?” 
 
    I gulped, picturing it. “Through a wall?” 
 
    “A glory hole, son. Do you know what that is?” 
 
    I nodded, the picture clarifying in my mind. “So just blowjobs through a wall?” 
 
    “Um, not exactly. Through a wall, yes. But there are other methods. Our facilities are designed for the woman to lie on her back or bend forward as well as to kneel down. If you can imagine the mining employee in a narrow booth that your wife can open her legs around – she’s seated with a padded hole between her legs – access for the miner, but with no other contact afforded him. He’s not permitted to speak to your wife, other than what he might grunt at her. She is not required, nor encouraged, to respond in any way to what the miner might say. She’s trained to remain silent as best she can.” 
 
    “Fuck.” I was stunned now. This was vivid. My cock was hard under the counter. 
 
    “The miner has no control, son. Your wife can simply move away and out of his reach anytime she chooses.” John rested back with his hands on his head. “We only employ women – young wives – who are sweet and submissive, Alan. We don’t want loud-mouthed whores who respond to the men’s banter. Our host is a Japanese man, Yuki Nakajima. He insists the ladies are quiet little things who take it from these rough, horny men, but remain a mystery to them. It’s a theme we highly value, and one your lovely wife would be ideal for, if you both decide this opportunity was something you could come to embrace, as a couple.” 
 
    “Aw fuck,” I groaned. “Her legs spread around a cubicle wall? Like fucking straddling the hole these dudes are going to be fucking her through?” 
 
    “Or bent over backing up against the hole, or on her knees sucking cocks through it. There’s really no escaping the blunt reality here, son. You and Mandy would both need to be excited by the prospect. You two both getting off together on the idea is fundamental to this whole thing. You are in complete control now and always will be. You have an opportunity to make some excellent money on something that thrills you both. Or to simply say ‘no thanks’ if it doesn’t thrill you.” 
 
    “But it’s fucking crazy, man. My head’s fucking spinning with this shit now.” 
 
    “Okay.” John checked his watch. “Are you busy this evening? Just you?” 
 
    “Me? I dunno, we haven’t got any plans. Why?” 
 
    “Give me four hours of your time, son. Let’s go have a look at precisely what we’re talking about here.” 
 
    “Four hours?” 
 
    “How about you go have a quick shower and clear it with your wife? It’s nearly three. There’s a flight we can just make at three-thirty. It takes an hour to get to the mine. We’ll spend half an hour on the ground and catch the return flight, be back in time for dinner.” 
 
    “Oh shit! Really?” 
 
    John checked his watch again and motioned to it. “Can you be out the front in ten minutes? I’ll be waiting.” 
 
    The world was on tilt now. I rushed across the front lawn and found Mandy and Stephanie in the kitchen giggling their heads off at something. “I’m going out with John okay, baby!” I kissed my wife and didn’t hang around. “Hey, doc,” I called to Steph as I took off out of the kitchen and up to shower. 
 
    I pulled on my jeans and a nice shirt, and was out the front door getting into John’s black Range Rover within the ten minutes. It was only a twenty minute run to the airport. I got a text from Mandy on the way. 
 
    Mandy: We’re going out too. Will you be home for dinner? 
 
    Me: Yep, home about 7. Have fun x 
 
    I put my phone in my pocket. 
 
    “I’ve checked to be sure we could get seats,” John said. “It’s one of the worker flights. We’re lucky there were a few spares both directions. Our leisure ladies are already on their way and will be busy by the time we get there. Coming back their flight’s a little later than ours, unless you want to wait a bit and travel back with them?” 
 
    I glanced and met the older man’s smile. 
 
    “Just kidding. It’s against policy for any of the male staff to ride on the girls’ flights. Strictly ladies only.” 
 
    I gulped and nodded. John chuckled. 
 
    He pulled into one of the aircraft hangers and parked. There was a small passenger plane boarding with a line-up of men. I immediately imagined them fucking my wife through a hole in the wall. 
 
    We got seats in front. Across the aisle was a seat for a stewardess who tended to the men, they were all chatting away behind us. There were drinks served once we levelled out at altitude. I had the window seat and sat looking down at the Gold Coast then at the Hinterland then at fields of crops and forested rivers. After two glasses of Bourbon and half an hour, the cultivated farms gave way to savanna and then desert. 
 
    It was a smooth flight, the weather perfectly clear. We landed at a bitumen airstrip and taxied into a compound with a small terminal. There was another of my father’s planes parked there, presumably the one the girls were flown out here in. I imagined Mandy embarking in a line-up of hot young hookers, off to service the group of men walking ahead of us with their bags over their shoulders. 
 
    “They’re here for up to a month at a time,” John commented. 
 
    I thought of Robbo and recalled what he’d said about all of this. “So, these um..?” 
 
    “The men call them leisure ladies,” John explained. 
 
    “Yeah okay, and are they here for all of the men? Like for these guys. They’re just usual workers, right?” 
 
    We had entered a building. There had been a massive structure beyond this small complex that looked like offices and we’d just passed a huge kitchen and dining hall. 
 
    “Yes, the ladies are here to provide leisure for all of the men. Some of the more experienced women choose to move into a more personalised service, which is only available to the executives.” 
 
    “Oh right, and is that what Barbara does?” 
 
    “Yes. Barbara spent over ten years in the area Mandy would be working. It’s where all the new recruits begin and earn their wings, so to speak. We’re along here,” John said, directing right while the group of men all turned left and disappeared through double swinging doors. 
 
    He ushered me into a room with couches and a bar. There were two men seated on a couch chatting. They both looked over and exchanged a hello with John. 
 
    “We’re just through here.” John punched numbers into a keypad and led me into another room with a large window that looked down into a series of small rooms below. There were six of these small rooms, each with a young woman in them. 
 
    Two of the women were lying bent over padded benches, one with her head resting on her folded arms the other propped upright on her hands. They were backed against narrow cubicles. The one braced on her hands was being fucked by a man in her cubicle. He had his arms through sleeved holes in the wall and was holding her tits while pounding into her. 
 
    There was a woman on her knees in one of the other rooms, sucking a man off through her glory hole. The other three women were lying on their padded benches on their backs, two had their legs spread around their glory holes and were being fucked. The other was just lying with her legs bent up, seemingly having a rest. Looked like she was playing a game on her phone. 
 
    Beyond the cubicles was an open room where three more men entered and looked along the row. One of them nodded to the other two and took a seat. Those two approached each of the vacant cubicles and freed their cocks, sticking them through the glory holes and quickly being tended to. 
 
    John was just watching quietly whilst he was casually massaging the bulge in his trousers. He glanced up from it to me watching and smiled. “We can’t partake unfortunately.” 
 
    I just swallowed. I was completely blown away. 
 
    “These men are fully clean and tested. I’m not up to date, and I’m assuming you wouldn’t be either.” 
 
    I shook my head, I really could not string two words together, and looked back down into the rooms below. One of the men had stepped back and was fixing his pants. The one who had been waiting stepped forward and immediately started fucking the woman bent over the bench. Another four men entered the waiting area and took seats. There were magazines. The one getting sucked off jammed himself against the hole and the very pretty brunette stopped bobbing her head and was probably busy swallowing the guy’s cum. He backed away and she stood and went to her bag, fixing her lipstick in a small vanity mirror. A light on her cubicle had changed from green to red. The woman left the small room and an older lady came in with a small trolley packed with cleaning equipment. 
 
    I watched the cleaning lady sterilising the bench and glory hole, and browsed from one room to another watching the amazingly hot team of young wives being fucked repeatedly by these gruff looking miners. 
 
    There weren’t many young guys, most looked forty and older. There were a few younger ones though, and again I thought of Robbo. 
 
    “Hey, John,” I quickly had to clear my throat. That came out like a squeak! “My friend Robbo told me he knows nothing of this. He said he thought there was a service for management only – that he didn’t even know for sure it really happened.” 
 
    “Well we don’t advertise, son. And the men know better than to spoil it for themselves inviting scrutiny.” John patted my back, motioning for us to leave. “Leisure services is a pretty broad term after all. We’re only just legal in this jurisdiction and don’t need to test that, if we can avoid it.” 
 
    The cleaning lady left and a stunning blond entered the room and started undressing. I paused to watch and John waited and allowed me. “Her name’s Margot. She’s been with us nearly a year now. Married with two children.” 
 
    “Shit!” 
 
    “I know. And that’s Tracy there on the end. Three years. The pretty redhead there is Chelsea. Nearly four years.” 
 
    I was led from the viewing room, back through the bar and along the corridors to our boarding flight. John didn’t say anything more about what he’d shown me. He mostly chatted with our stewardess on the flight back while I sat staring out my window and kept being attacked by pictures in my mind of Mandy in one of those small rooms. 
 
    John turned to me during the drive from the airport back home. “Come over tomorrow night at eight. We’ll have a wine and chat with Barbara, okay?” 
 
    I gulped and nodded. I took a breath. “I honestly don’t know what to make of all this, man.” 
 
    “I know. It’s a lot of information. Go talk to Mandy. She knows nothing of the mine and the glory holes. We didn’t get anywhere near discussing it with her at lunch, son. We’ll leave that for you to explain to your wife, if you choose to.” 
 
    We pulled up in front of the houses. “Tomorrow night at eight. After dinner drinks?” John checked with me. 
 
    “Okay, eight o’clock,” I answered. 
 
    “Good man,” he said, smiling and waving me off. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Mandy 
 
      
 
    I was back from afternoon coffee with Stephanie. I’d seen her off from our holiday house and was busy trying to scrub a tiny stain from the lounge room carpet when Alan walked in the front door. 
 
    I smiled back over my shoulder at him. He had a strange look on his face. His eyes moved to my bottom. I would have been showing everything. I looked back at myself then up at him. 
 
    “Ooh yeah, baby, that looks inviting,” he said, approaching behind me as I got up on my knees then stood. “You know I’ve got to have a little feel of these myself after you let Robbo before, don’t you?” 
 
    “Uh huh,” I answered, arching forward as he felt my breasts from behind. I rubbed my face back against his. He gripped my ribs and I squirmed and pressed my arms down tight. “No tickling.” 
 
    Alan resumed feeling my tits and tweaking my nipples. I moaned and squirmed my bottom back against him. He was firming up fast. His hands slid down my body and he gripped my inner thighs, making me squirm harder back against his now fully erect cock. 
 
    Alan pushed me forward over the lounge chair as he quickly slid his pants down his legs. I gripped the chair and he moved over my back, pressing his cock more deliberately against my bottom. “I’ve been thinking about you,” he growled into my ear. 
 
    “Apparently,” I teased but tilted my pelvis and held still as my husband’s erection probed under the back of my little white skirt and between my legs. My pussy had been wet for hours. He ground against me then rolled his hips, splitting me through my panties with the head of his cock. I folded my arms across the back of the lounge and lay my head down on them. 
 
    Alan was fully covering me and breathing into my ear. He pulled back then slowly pressed forward again, his cock head poking between the lips of my pussy. I lifted to tiptoes and kept myself presented for him and peered back at him. He turned my head further and kissed me, forcing his tongue into my mouth. He fumbled between us down below and suddenly he was inside me. 
 
    He’d entered my pussy through the edge of my panties. I glanced back at him as he gripped the back of my neck and thrust once, then again, then he thrust once more and held firmly up me, his cock throbbing powerfully as he ejaculated. 
 
    I waited while my husband finished in me. He thrust once more and ground into me again. “Sorry, baby, I couldn’t fucking help that,” he said, still holding me down by the back of my neck. 
 
    “It’s okay,” I uttered. “That was nice, Alan” 
 
    “Yeah, but let me get you off too.” He felt down the front of my panties and touched my swollen clit as I pinched my nipple. He rubbed hard and started sliding his cock in and out of me. “Like that?” he breathed into my ear. 
 
    “Uh huh,” I moaned, squirming back against him. Just being taken like this, and my naughty thoughts all day, I was close to cumming. My husband continued slow fucking me and rubbing my clit until my orgasm hit. He ground into me and held firm while I squirmed and throbbed on his cock. 
 
    “Yeah that’s it, baby. That’s a good little slut wife,” he growled, and he pulled back then powered into me again. 
 
    “Uh huh, I’m a slut wife,” I teased back over my shoulder, staying on tiptoes and flaring my hips as he pumped me. “Do you want to cum again?” I asked. “You’re so hard again, Alan.” 
 
    He pulled out and ripped my panties down my legs then pulled off his shirt. He mounted and entered me again. He gripped the back of my neck, making me moan, and he started rolling his hips, his cock spearing in and out slowly and rhythmically. I tilted my pelvis, ensuring I was presented perfectly for him. 
 
    “I still don’t know if I could handle other dudes fucking you, baby.” 
 
    “Ah huh, me either,” I said and wiggled back onto one of his thrusts. I put my hand between my legs and grabbed his balls, giving them a little squeeze. I know he loves that. 
 
    “Aw fuck, baby,” he groaned and started powering into me. “I think if it was just in your mouth, I’d be okay with it. Like through a glory hole.” 
 
    “Mmm yummy. Yes please, bad husband,” I panted. 
 
    He let go of my neck and took hold of my hips. I clung to the leather back rest of the lounge with one hand and orgasmed while my husband taunted me about sucking cocks through a hole in a wall, men lining up for me to suck them off and swallow their cum.  
 
    “Here, get on your hands and knees for me.” 
 
    My orgasm had subsided. I did as I was told and scooted around to the front of the lounge, in the middle of the room. “Wait,” I said and pulled off my top, placing it on the floor between my knees. I don’t want to drip on the expensive carpet.” 
 
    “Aw fuck yeah, what a slut. You like it fucking doggy style huh!” 
 
    “Uh huh, I like it doggy style. Ahh..huhh…” I moaned as my husband slammed into me again and forced me to tilt my hips and angle my opening to suit him. He did a few long strokes in and out, in and out, then ground his pelvis again, rolling it and pumping me. I exploded in orgasm again and he held firmly up me, kissing my shoulder and massaging my tits with one hand while supporting himself with his other hand. 
 
    He lifted his upper body, “Are you ready, baby? I’m just gonna take you now.” 
 
    “Uh huh, I’m ready.” 
 
    “Yeah?” He wound my hair around one hand and gripped it tight. “I’m gonna fucking pound my slutty little wife.” 
 
    “Uh huh, pound me, Alan. Pull my hair and take me hard.” 
 
    I was held tight and thumped into wildly. My usually reserved husband jack-hammered me until I collapsed on the floor on my belly, then he lay down on top and fucked me into the carpet while I reached beneath and held my scrunched up top in place against my pussy. 
 
    “Yeah fucking take that you dirty slut,” he finally growled and jammed himself to the hilt, holding firmly up me and snarling as his cock throbbed and gushed. 
 
    He emptied himself inside of me then got up onto his hands and knees. I turned over, keeping my top pressed to my stretched and dripping pussy. Alan was heaving for breath and covered in sweat. He got up on his knees and I slipped from beneath him and sat up on the lounge, keeping my top wedged between my legs. Alan sat beside me. He looked a bit sheepish. 
 
    I just looked at him. “So?”  
 
    He grimaced. “Um...” 
 
    “Where the hell have you been? What did you get up to with our bad neighbour?” 
 
    Alan huffed a breath. “He took me out to the mine.” 
 
    I frowned, confused. “What?” 
 
    “Yeah, we flew out there and back, just now.” 
 
    “To the mine? The gemstone mine?” 
 
    “Yep. We caught a flight with some of the workers, stayed for half an hour and got the same plane back with some other workers flying home.” 
 
    “Oh, okay… Why?” 
 
    Alan looked down at his lap, pulling at his fingers for a few seconds. He looked at me again. “We watched the women getting fucked by the miners.” 
 
    My body lit up with tingles. “You watched?!” 
 
    Alan gulped and nodded. “It was fucking amazing, baby. It’s some freaky fucking shit.” 
 
    “But… what... no, wait a minute. Let me get this straight. You and John got on a plane and flew out to the desert or whatever, to this mine, and you watched women being fucked by the workmen. By the actual miners, by the way, not the managers?” 
 
    Alan nodded some more. “Yep, exactly. It’s not just for the office dudes at all. The whole crew out there get onto the girls. They were just fucking them, one after another. Through these fucking holes in the wall.” 
 
    I was struggling with the idea of it being all the workmen involved, rather than just the managers. The hole in the wall bit zoomed past me then stopped and glared back. 
 
    I could feel my jaw sagging. “Through a hole in the wall?” 
 
    “Yep, glory holes. The dudes were fucking and getting sucked off through glory holes. They couldn’t even see the chicks on the other side. They had these arm hole things like in a fucking high-risk lab or something. They could reach through these sleeve things and feel the chick’s tits or hold her head in place while they were fucking her mouth, but they still couldn’t see anything.” 
 
    “Oh my god, Alan, that’s crazy.” 
 
    “I know, but it was different too.” Alan huffed a big breath and shook his head. “It was different from what I thought, and John said it too. It was like the dude has no control at all. He’s not allowed to talk to the chick or look at her. She’s just letting him get off in her. It’s not like he’s actually TAKING her at all. Not to me, it’s not.” 
 
    I was trying to picture this. “So, she wasn’t strapped down or anything. No chains or leather straps or whatever?” 
 
    “Nope. Nothing. She can stop it anytime she likes. The dude’s just gotta hope she doesn’t pull back before he gets his load off. He’s at her fucking mercy!” Alan smiled. “Haha, that’s it exactly. They’re giving these mining dudes mercy fucks and blowjobs.” 
 
    My entire body was alight with tingles of excitement. “And you say it was one after another?” I checked with my husband. “These men were lined up?” 
 
    “Yep, pretty much. There was a waiting area where they sat down in the order they arrived. Next up type thing, like in a barber’s shop.” 
 
    I smiled too. “Haha. Hmm, sounds like fun.” 
 
    “Haha, yeah. Not so bad if he can’t even see you, baby. I mean, I think I could nearly be okay with that. Since it’s really just his dick sticking through the wall.” 
 
    “Mmm, yes, his dick. That’s his best bit. And his balls. Do they fit through the wall too?” 
 
    “Ha! Yeah, I guess. That’s about it though, apart from his hands grabbing and shit.” 
 
    “Hmm, but no kissing huh? No talking and no kissing!” 
 
    This was starting to make sense. I could see where a husband might be able to deal with this. 
 
    “No intimacy hey, Alan?” 
 
    Alan swallowed. “Yeah, I guess you could put it like that.” 
 
    I cuddled up. “That kind of changes things a bit, doesn’t it?” I stroked down his sweaty chest. “No holding, cuddling, stroking. No lying with the guy after he’s cum.” 
 
    “Nope, none of that lovey dovey shit, baby.” 
 
    “Hmm, so not much there for the girl then, huh?” 
 
    “I dunno, guess not. Except the cash. She has to go home to her husband for all that romantic stuff.” 
 
    “Oh does she now?” I cooed into a kiss. “You really have thought about this haven’t you?” 
 
    “I was thinking about it, like that, on the way back. I mean this one chick was playing on her phone between dudes. Like it was fucking nothing to her at all.” 
 
    “No of course it isn’t, Alan. It’s a job. There’s nothing emotional in it for women who sell sex for a living. It’s their employment, that’s all. Well, for most of them, I’m sure.” 
 
    Alan just nodded. He quirked an eyebrow at me. “And how much did he say you get paid?” 
 
    “Ha..,! Um, about a thousand a night. And I can do it two nights a week if I want.” 
 
    “Shit. More than I make.” 
 
    “Yes, shit indeed. But I still don’t think you’d handle it, Alan. I think you’d freak out the first night and probably never speak to me again afterwards.” 
 
    My husband didn’t bite back. He seemed to take that in for a moment then just nodded a little. “Okay, maybe. To be honest, I just don’t know how I’d feel about it. The idea of you doing it gives me a fucking hard on, but that doesn’t mean I’d be able to handle it after getting that load off.” 
 
    “Okay,” I agreed. “That makes sense. So, what do we do with this then?” 
 
    “I dunno. They want us to come over tomorrow night for drinks after dinner. I say we keep an open mind but make sure it’s our decision in the end.” 
 
    I offered my hand. Alan grinned and shook it. 
 
    “Deal,” I told him, and I got up to run to the bathroom before I leaked too much on his father’s swanky leather lounge. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Alan 
 
      
 
    That night I ended up surfing porn online while Mandy was up in our room chatting with girlfriends on the phone. I guess we were exploring this in our own ways. I was drained but still felt aroused by the thought of Mandy in one of those glory hole rooms. The thing was, though, and I’m too damn level-headed sometimes for my own liking… The thing was that I really couldn’t get a grip on how I would feel after the event. How would she feel about me? 
 
    The idea of another dude’s cock in Mandy’s mouth was fucking electric. But it was just an idea. It was like this porn shit online. It wasn’t real. I could jack off to it, sure, but if it happened in real life right in front of me... well, I just wasn’t so sure. 
 
    I crawled into bed late and cuddled up behind my beautiful wife. Right at that moment, as I drifted off to sleep, she was mine and there was no way in the world I’d let another dude touch her. 
 
    When I woke in the morning I went downstairs and found her leaning over the counter eating toast and reading something on her phone. Her dress was too short and she was flashing a soft white panty camel-toe. And there I was right back again, boning up over the idea of some dude fucking her from behind through a glory hole. 
 
    I stole a piece of her toast and made some more. It was a long weekend, so I didn’t have to work Monday. “Let’s take Dad’s convertible for a spin up the highway.” I suggested. Mandy smiled broadly. 
 
    We finished eating and hit the road, getting the hell out of the Gold Coast. The other thing about holidaying at my dad’s place on the beach was that there were shirtless dudes and chicks with their tits half popping out, and skirts up their bum everywhere you looked. The place was pure fucking sex, and getting out of there for the day was a damn good idea, so I thought. 
 
    We cruised north, up through Brisbane and the more sedate Sunshine Coast. We had coffee beachside at a lovely open, plant-filled café watching the waves, but the area was more for family holiday makers and retirees. Still a beautiful drive in brilliant sunshine, and there was a nice cool sea breeze. 
 
    We chatted about our little apartment in the suburbs, about maybe fixing it up a bit when we could afford to. Mandy’s hours had been cut back at her work and she was currently on unpaid leave, but there were other jobs she could go for. She was well qualified and experienced in admin work. We really only needed her to pull a steady income and we’d be fine. 
 
    We headed inland after lunch and did a loop around the city, coming back into the Gold Coast via the lush, green Hinterland. It was nearly eight by the time we got back to my dad’s mansion. We had a quick dinner and took a bottle of wine next door. 
 
    John answered the door and welcomed us in. “Oh hello, darlings!” Barbara greeted us flamboyantly. She was just playing, I think. She claimed Mandy and took her straight to her bedroom to look at some new clothes or some bloody thing. John took me through to his pool room and we set up and were playing our third game when the women came to find us. I was on my third bourbon. Mandy had a glass of red and looked a bit tipsy already. 
 
    “Come on now boys, put this away,” Barbara said, taking the pool cues from John and I and leading John by the hand. 
 
    Mandy and I followed to a sitting room with two big plush couches and a huge screen TV. Barbara clicked at the TV with a remote but it was only music that came on. She pulled her husband onto one of the couches and they both looked at Mandy and I. We sat on the other one and scooted back like they were. The music was some weird 60’s or 70’s stuff. The couches might have been from back then too. 
 
    Barbara pulled John over her and he started kissing her. I looked to Mandy. She was just staring at them. 
 
    John broke off and checked on us. Barbara was pulling him back into a kiss and he just gave us a little wink and resumed taking his wife’s lips passionately. 
 
    Mandy whispered to me. “I think Barbara’s on something. I think I could smell pot in her room.” 
 
    “Oh right.” I shrugged. “Cool.” 
 
    I could see Barbara’s panties. She was in a short knitted dress with her slender thighs slightly open. “Ohmygod,” Mandy cried under her breath as John groped his wife’s crotch and started rubbing into her. 
 
    I was boning up. I had no idea there was going to be a live sex show, but this was way better than talking and shit. Barbara opened her legs and John peeled aside the crotch of her panties and slipped a finger into her. Mandy’s nails were digging into my chest. Barbara suddenly spun around. She lifted the back of her dress and searched for her husband’s cock. John freed it and pulled down Barbara’s panties. She guided him and he entered her and started fucking her against the arm of the couch. 
 
    John was thrusting in and out slowly. He seemed to be in full control of himself. He looked across at us watching, pulling back and showing us his cock in his fist. Barbara lifted her head from a cushion and looked from it to us as well. She gripped her upper thigh, opening her cunt while John wiped his cockhead through it. 
 
    Barbara motioned something to Mandy, raising her brows and questioning her. Mandy blushed back at me whilst feeling between us for my erection. 
 
    “Yes, that’s it. Don’t be shy,” John encouraged her, and me too it seemed. He was looking at me when I dragged my gaze from my squirming horny little wife. Mandy was feeling her tit with her free hand, the other one pulling at my jeans. 
 
    John sunk his cock back into Barbara. She moaned loudly as he resumed fucking her. This was crazy but it wasn’t as if they were trying to get us to do anything with them. We were a long way across a room, so I figured why not just go with it. 
 
    Mandy had my cock out and I was fully boned up. John had stripped Barbara’s dress. He had her completely nude. I lifted Mandy’s dress and she wriggled out of it. We pushed her panties down together, and she mimicked Barbara and backed up onto my cock, swallowing it with her wet, hot little hole. 
 
    Mandy gripped the arm of our couch. I pumped her from behind. John let out a groan and was jammed against Barbara’s butt while she continued to squirm back against him, moaning again. Mandy grabbed my thigh and silently convulsed. I ploughed into her and held firm, emptying my balls while stifling a growl of my own. 
 
    “Bravo!” John called out, and he and Barbara clapped. Barbara only for a second or two before standing and approaching us with her hand covering her pussy, her huge tits swaying wonderfully. 
 
    “Boys over there now,” she instructed me. “Quick, off you go.” 
 
    “Come on, Alan. Fix yourself up and come sit over here,” John added. 
 
    “This is okay, isn’t it, sweetie?” Barbara asked Mandy, sitting beside her and shooing me away again. 
 
    “Um, I guess,” Mandy uttered, blushing fully. 
 
    I zipped and buttoned up. John had gone to his bar and brought me back a fresh bourbon. 
 
    “You’re so beautiful, so pretty,” Barbara was saying to Mandy. Mandy had clutched her dress to her front but she released it to Barbara. 
 
    I gulped down some bourbon. 
 
    “Such an amazing young body,” Barbara said low and breathy as she stroked my wife’s shoulder. “So wonderfully toned and slender.” My quivering wife was in a trance. She has a sensitive neck and Barbara was talking close to her ear and stroking around her neck and hairline. 
 
    Barbara turned Mandy’s face to her and kissed her lips gently. “Huhh…huh...” Mandy slumped a little and moaned. The more experienced woman pressed to her lips softly again, sucking and nibbling, probing gently with her tongue as I watched with my mouth drooping open. The alcohol was starting to give me a buzz and my cock was stirring back to life.  
 
    John was sitting back on the opposite end of the couch to me. He was staring at Mandy’s tits and legs. Her legs were closed together but Barbara stroked and worked them open as she kissed her way down to Mandy’s nipples, manoeuvring herself up on her knees, bending over Mandy. 
 
    Mandy’s legs parted further. John tilted to look at her cunt. I was staring at Barbara’s slit from behind. It was open and gooey. Fuck, am I dreaming? There’s juice dribbling down her thigh. I watched the dribble as Barbara worked Mandy onto her back, lying along the length of the couch.  
 
    Barbara positioned herself above her, and swung a leg over Mandy’s head as she lowered and kissed her quivering belly. She was nibbling and licking and tweaking her nipple, working her way down to her pussy. Oh fuck yeah baby. Girl-on-girl 69! I have died and gone to heaven.  
 
    Mandy shocked me by biting then kissing Barbara’s inner thigh. Barbara nuzzled into Mandy’s crotch. Ohmygod… Mandy did likewise as Barbara lowered her knees further until she was almost resting on top of her. Barbara was eating into my wife now. She was licking and sucking on her. I couldn’t see very well because Mandy’s leg was raised slightly. Barbara’s leg closest to us was open though, and I could clearly see Mandy lick into her cunt ... ohmyfuckinggod. 
 
    Mandy used her thumbs to open the other woman’s folds and she lashed her clit while wriggling and moaning from her own pussy being nibbled and sucked on, plied open with soft little fingers and long red nails. 
 
    “Hope that tastes good, love,” John said to Mandy in his low, throaty voice. 
 
    Mandy looked across at us, swallowing hard. Her face was being coated with John’s semen. It was running down her cheek and into her hair. Mandy suddenly gripped Barbara’s butt and tensed, her eyes shutting tight and her body shuddering. Barbara let up eating her out and rubbed her cunt gently. Mandy’s leg had moved and we could see her split open and licked clean. She moaned and was breathing heavily then suddenly moved her head back.  
 
    Mandy came through her orgasm and resumed licking into Barbara’s cunt. Barbara sat up and split her lips open, exposing her clit while Mandy sucked and bit at it. Barbara took over rubbing her little button with her long red nails and Mandy sucked and licked into her gooey folds until Barbara buckled over in orgasm too. 
 
    John stood and motioned for me to go with him. “Let’s leave the ladies to fix themselves up, son. There’s a little something I didn’t get around to telling you today.” 
 
    I looked to my wife but she was being kissed again and was completely gone, otherwise. I know her when she gets like that after sex. She’s a complete ragdoll. I’d be virtually carrying her home in a minute. 
 
    I staggered up and John led the way to their kitchen and motioned to a seat at the counter. “Quite the show huh?” he started. 
 
    I looked back towards where we’d just come from – where my wife was still being ravaged by this other woman – this high class hooker for the mine management or whatever. 
 
    “Don’t worry, they’ll be out in a minute,” John told me. 
 
    “Yeah okay. We just weren’t expecting…” I tried to clear my throat. 
 
    “Hmm, indeed. And how have you gotten on with discussion about our little proposal, may I ask?” 
 
    I took a breath and huffed. “Dunno, man. How the fuck can I know how I’d feel about that shit until after and it was too late?” 
 
    John held out his hands. “Of course! There’s no way you could possibly know without trying it.” 
 
    I looked at the guy, frowning at him. 
 
    He smiled. “The other thing, I haven’t mentioned yet. We need Mandy and yourself to go through a small trial. Something that would help potentially answer that question for you, Alan.” 
 
    “Oh yeah? A trial?” I checked back toward the other room again. There was no sign of my wife emerging yet. “What kind of trial exactly, man? You mean like to sort of do it, but, like…what, less full-on somehow?” 
 
    “I mean here in a studio we have set up for… well, for auditions, to be frank. An audition that you, as the husband, are still involved in and can end at any time. One that will convince both you and us, whether or not you and Mandy are suited to this at all.” 
 
    I swallowed hard. “An audition?” Mandy had appeared, dressed, hand in hand with Barbara. 
 
    I looked to John. “You mean with one of the mining dudes and Mandy?” 
 
    John nodded, shrugging a little. “It’s usually with at least two men, son.” He pushed a folded piece of paper across the counter to me. “I’ve negotiated a larger than normal remuneration to offer your lovely wife, Alan. It’s all there, along with the time and location of her audition, if you both choose to take that next step.” 
 
    My heart was suddenly in my throat. I opened the folded page and glimpsed the figure.  There it was, 2,000 bucks a night. Two thousand a fucking night. Four thousand bucks a week, what the fuck... Mandy was cuddling up to me now. “Ooh what’s this, I wonder?” she sung playfully, but I quickly folded the page and stuffed it in my back pocket. 
 
    I met John’s steady gaze and held it while claiming my wife’s hand and turning her to leave. Barbara had gone back to the lounge room and John saw us to the front door. I met his final gaze as he winked at me before we headed off down the stairs. 
 
    “There’s a 48-hour timeframe with that proposal, son. The audition is for Thursday night and we need to know by this time Wednesday.” 
 
    “Okay, we’ll let ya know,” I said and took my giggling wife home to bed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Mining Rights Part 4 
 
    Robbo 
 
      
 
    It was unusual to catch the morning flight out to the mine. I had been on a nine day break though, and had run out of shit to do at home, bored as fuck. And I was curious about the leisure ladies. I’d never been -- always figured it was for the old dudes, and anyone younger desperate enough to pay for a fuck. Especially when you couldn’t even see the chick and only got to stick your dick through a hole in a wall. Fuck that. 
 
    There were half a dozen other guys on the new SuperJet aircraft, heading out early too. I knew them all to say g’day to, but none of them were mates. They were all married with kids and that, not from my circle. Wonder if they do the glory hole shit? 
 
    The other people on the jet were from admin and I didn’t know them at all – a couple of women, quite tidy-looking actually, and three straight looking dudes in business shirts and ties. 
 
    I had a vacant seat beside me. I angled my phone so the dude across the aisle couldn’t see, and I flicked through my nude pics of Mandy, settling on the one she actually sent me. She was standing there topless showing me her tits. Ooh, yeah, like to suck those right now. 
 
    Her husband Alan was a good mate but I wouldn’t mind getting onto her, that’s for sure. I’ve always checked her out and wished she was into cheating and that. I never thought she would be, until this past week, and the way she’d been flashing her panties for me. Then when she actually flashed her bare pussy yesterday…  fuck yeah baby. 
 
    John and Barbara have been inviting them over next door, making friends or whatever. I know Barb is one of the hookers at the mine, high-up now, running the whole thing by the sounds. John’s definitely into it somehow, so is Alan’s old man Simon, who runs the charter flights and probably gets with the hookers too. Wouldn’t be surprised, he’s the biggest sleaze on the planet. 
 
    I’ve seen the way Simon checks out Mandy when she’s swimming and that. I’ve known them all my life. I saw how different Simon was when Alan started bringing Mandy around. He’s a total dick and always sucks up to her. 
 
    I could see this was all a set up, but I can’t be sure how much of it was John and Barbara, and how much of it was Simon working the whole situation just to fuck his daughter-in-law. Fuck, if they put her on the glory holes at the mine, I’d be lined up every fucking night to get my dick wet.  
 
    Bet Simon would be there too, sticking his cock through the wall and making Mandy back up on it, the dirty fucker! Actually, naa, he’d be more into dungeon games with a leather mask over his head, oh and wearing just leather thong undies hahaha… 
 
    I flicked back and forward through the pics I downloaded from Alan’s phone when he’d left it lying around. They were from their wedding night and Mandy was bare-arsed on the bed asleep, her legs spread in a couple of them. MmYumm, girl. 
 
    I’m not good at subtlety and worrying about people’s sensitive feelings and shit. Fuck that. I sent Alan a text -- just put out a sneaky little feeler, see if he bites. He’s so fucking straight. 
 
    Me: hey man did I hear right. Mandy’s gonna work for Barb at the mine? 
 
    I clicked off my phone and chuckled to myself as I reclined my seat and closed my eyes. God I’m good. This’ll be interesting.  
 
    Ten minutes later my phone beeped. 
 
    Alan: Who told you? We don’t know if we want to do it yet 
 
    Me: No one told me, just guessed. So it’s true then? 
 
    Alan: Like I said, don’t know yet. They offered Mandy a job is all 
 
    I was smiling to myself now. Haha, Alan, you thick fuck, fell right in. 
 
    Me: Hope she takes it man. I’ll definitely start doing the glory holes if Mandy’s there 
 
    Alan: Yeah right whatever 
 
    Me: Haha dude just so you know lol 
 
    Alan: No one would know its her. You can’t see anything and the women don’t even talk to you 
 
    Me: I’ll know it’s Mandy. I’ll make sure I get her and I’ll fucking get her to lie on the bench and spread her legs around the hole for me. Pump her good and full of splooge man. Can’t fucking wait 
 
    I waited for a response but there wasn’t any after a few minutes. 
 
    Me: Come on man you know me. I can’t help being an arsehole 
 
    Alan: I know man and you’re fucking good at it 
 
    I chuckled. 
 
    Me: Seriously though dude. Reckon Mandy will do it? Would you be into it? Bet it pays good! 
 
    Alan: Pays fucking awesome. It’s going to be hard to knock back 
 
    I deleted each text I’d sent. Never know who’s gonna pick up your phone. I was typing when another text came in. 
 
    Alan: You wouldn’t really start doing it would you man? You wouldn’t try and get with her would you? 
 
    Me: Fuck yeah man. I know I’m a dick but I don’t bullshit. I’d be lined up to fuck her every night she was on. Or get blow jobs. I’d pay for that however much they charge I’ll pay it if it was fucking Mandy on the other side of the wall 
 
    Alan: Right. Thanks for telling me anyway man 
 
    Me: Easy as dude. Think about it hey. You guys are always fucking broke, be good money 
 
    Alan: Yeah right. Makes it worse knowing YOU’RE going to be trying to fuck her though man 
 
    Me: Haha price you’re going to have to pay buddy. I’ll be first in fucking line every night lol 
 
    There was another pause for a few minutes. 
 
    Alan: So when are you back to work man? 
 
    Me: On me way now 
 
    Alan: How long for? Are you going back to carting? 
 
    I had switched jobs a few months ago. I’d been driving one of the dump trucks for years and wanted a change, so I moved out to the tailings dams, dragging fucking pipes around for the sludge pump-out. 
 
    Me: Yep got my air-con truck back dude. Fuck working your arse off out in the sun 
 
    Alan: Cool. How long is this shift? 
 
    Me: 3 days on, 8 off, then 24 days on. Just picking up the end of a roster 
 
    The conversation stalled again. I was looking through my Mandy pics. 
 
    Me: Was good the way Mandy was flashing her cunt yesterday man. Showed me her tits too before you came inside 
 
    Alan: I know. I freaked out a bit 
 
    Me: Fair enough. I nearly fucking dragged her upstairs man. Lucky you didn’t end up leaving me alone with her 
 
    There was another long pause. I waited – my cock halfway hard. 
 
    Me: Bet your wifes a good fuck buddy 
 
    Another pause. 
 
    Me: Just sayin 
 
    Alan: She never says no man 
 
    My cock went rock hard. 
 
    Me: Might have to stop by one day while you’re at work then I spose 
 
    Alan: Not much I could do about that 
 
    Me: True. I reckon you want it deep down man. You want me to fuck her don’t you? 
 
    Alan: Dunno. Maybe 
 
    Me: Haha you were into it yesterday when I was feeling her tits. Admit it man! 
 
    Alan: You’re such a fucking dick Robbo. 
 
    Me: I know but seriously tho man. You want it don’t ya? 
 
    Alan: Don’t fucking know 
 
    Me: You want other dudes nailing your wife man. Just fucking accept it. You’d be good as one of those cuckold husband types in the porno vids 
 
    Me: Mandy wanted me to fuck her yesterday man. I should have taken her upstairs 
 
    No response. 
 
    Me: Did you wanna watch? 
 
    Alan: Dunno. Maybe 
 
    Me: Fuck yeah dude I would have done her right there in the kitchen. I wouldn’t care if you watched 
 
    Alan: Gotta go, Mandy’s coming from the shop 
 
    Me: Alrighty. This is happening tho. Soon as I’m back I’m coming round to fuck your wife. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Alan 
 
      
 
    Jeez the guy’s persistent. I clicked off my phone and got out of the car to grab the shopping bags Mandy was carrying. We had been house-sitting for over a week now and had eaten my old man’s cupboards and fridge bare and needed to restock. I said nothing about my text chat with Robbo on the drive back to Dad’s beachfront mansion. I was reeling from it. He was right. Deep down I wanted him to fuck her yesterday. I wanted to be pushed over that edge, is all. It’s too fucking hard rationalising it. 
 
    The thought of it flushed through me as I carried the shopping bags into the house with Mandy chatting away. The idea turned negative again as she smiled at me about something. I seriously didn’t fucking know what I wanted but this thing John had explained about power was where my brain kept ending up. 
 
    Watching Robbo fuck Mandy was just fantasy. A minute ago I was into it. Yesterday I fucking hated his guts for trying. 
 
    That’s because if he did it, he’d have all the power, Mandy would be a rag doll, and I’d be a cuckold. 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    “So, that’s the test done,” Mandy said into a kiss as she cuddled up to me. “It doesn’t mean we’ve decided though, right?” 
 
    “Right. It’s just in case.” 
 
    It was Tuesday. The job offer we’d gotten from John last night included several steps. Mandy had to be tested for STD’s, which she had just done at the clinic before shopping. We had until Wednesday night to let them know we were accepting the offer or not. Then on Thursday night we had to be at this fucking huge Asian mansion a few blocks from where we were staying at my dad’s house. 
 
    We did a drive-by and checked the address on our way this morning and peered at it through huge black wrought iron gates. Apparently the owner of the mine is some Japanese dude. That must have been his house. Probably his holiday house! 
 
    Thursday night was the audition. Mandy was going to be fucked in front of me, by the sound of it. It was supposed to be a test for her, as well as for me. 
 
    So long as it’s only through a hole in a wall like I saw at the mine. With us in control! 
 
    “So I get that STD testing is a good idea, but I wonder if that also means they don’t use condoms,” Mandy said. She had begun unpacking groceries. 
 
    “Um, that’s actually a good question, baby. I couldn’t tell from the observations room. I didn’t actually see any of the guys put one on.” 
 
    Mandy flashed a little grimace. “That would be interesting with one man after another. Might get a bit messy. Squishy.” 
 
    That mental picture hit me. 
 
    “Although at least I’m on the pill,” my wife went on. “Even if we only do this audition thing and decide not to go any further. There might still be several men cumming in me.” 
 
    I swallowed and took a breath. “Yeah, I guess.” 
 
    Mandy was blushing a bit as she continued putting things away. 
 
    I could feel my face heating too. “But like we said, at least they will have been tested for STD’s, hey.” 
 
    “Ah huh,” Mandy agreed with another glance at me. She smiled cheekily. “And it would definitely help with lubrication if it was going to be one after the other.” 
 
    “Aw fuck,” I groaned. 
 
    “Haha, way to keep a girl wet,” my wife teased further. “One miner guy lubing my pussy up ready for the next one. I’m sure they’re used to team work for their day jobs.” 
 
    “Aw jeez, baby, I can fucking picture that now.” 
 
    “Mmm so can I, Alan. I can almost feel it just talking about it like this.” 
 
    I had taken hold of my wife from behind and cuddled her. I felt her up through her dress. She gripped the back of my neck and turned her head to kiss me. She felt my cock with her other hand. 
 
    “I have to go back to work,” I reminded her. I had taken a long lunch. I’d had an appointment for STD testing as well, as per instructions. 
 
    “I just can’t help myself at the moment,” Mandy breathed into my mouth. 
 
    She took one of my hands and pushed it down her body then up the skirt of her dress. I felt her through her panties. She stretched them from one hip then the other, pulling them from beneath my fingers. She was slick and my fingers sunk easily into her. She clung to my wrist and ground against my hand. She clung to the sink while I fingered her. Her hand clutched at the vegetables sitting there waiting to be prepared for dinner later. She scrambled them across the sink and grabbed a cucumber. She licked it all around and spat in the sink then she lifted one leg aside and forced the cucumber into her cunt. 
 
    “Mmhhmm… hmm..,” she moaned throatily and started slow fucking herself with it. She had her sandal hooked on the rung of a stool at the counter, keeping her legs open as she remained leaning forward and holding the bench with her other hand. I worked her swollen little button, rubbing it against the vegetable sliding in and out of her. 
 
    “Hhuuuh..hhh..huhh” Mandy moaned as she buckled over and started quaking in orgasm. She dropped the cucumber on the bench and covered her cunt with her delicate fingers and long red nails. 
 
    I was fully erect. “I have to go, baby. I’m fucking late already!” 
 
    “Uh huh just go,” my wife uttered. “Ohmygod I can’t believe I just did that.” 
 
    “It was fucking hot, baby. It was amazing!” I said and grabbed her flushed pink cheeks, planting a kiss on her lips. 
 
    I seriously had to run. I took off out the house and jumped in our old Ford wagon. I was zigzagging through traffic headed back to work as fast as I could. My phone beeped with a text. 
 
    Mandy: I confess I picked out that particular cucumber at the shop. I’ve always wanted to try that. 
 
    I pulled into the carpark at work.  
 
    Me: Awesome baby! Let’s do that again tonight 
 
    Mandy: How about the real thing instead! 
 
    Me: def 
 
    Mandy: Good. I’m going to get changed for a guy I can see on his balcony with binoculars now. Have a nice work arvo! x 
 
    My boss glared at me and looked at his watch as I passed his office. There was a team meeting in one of the conference rooms. I slipped in and copped another glare from my supervisor, who was delivering a motivational speech. 
 
    I held the off button on my phone in my pocket until the thing shutdown completely. 
 
    Mandy still stretched open from her cucumber right now and is dressing for some guy on a balcony. Aw fuck! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Mandy 
 
      
 
    I was coming back down to earth pretty quickly now. I had the curtains drawn on the sliding glass doors to the bedroom balcony. I was standing there with my dress down to my waist and my bra on the bed behind me as I faced the ocean, pretending to be gazing out at it – my arms raised as I adjusted my hair – my tits thrust up and forward for the guy watching me with his binoculars. 
 
    I could still feel where the rather large cucumber had been inside me ten minutes ago. I was starting to feel a bit stupid having done that. 
 
    I lowered my arms and fiddled with the dress at my waist, turning to face the guy with the binoculars more directly and letting him have a better look. My panties were on the floor in the kitchen. I hooked my thumbs in my dress and pushed it down over my hips and dropped it to puddle at my feet. I did another big fake stretch and let the guy have a look at me completely nude. 
 
    I avoided looking at him and turned away, strolling through the ensuited guest bedroom we’d been allocated by the father-in-law and wandering through his bachelor-pad mansion in a pair of sandals and nothing else. 
 
    I suppose I hadn’t quite come back to earth – rather back down to this weird sex-crazed funk I’d been drifting along in this past week. There were three cats following me and circling my legs. It was feed time and I pulled on my panties in the kitchen before tending to them. 
 
    I remained topless and walked out onto the deck to check some washing I’d hung out that morning. There was no one in sight except the man with his binoculars on a balcony a few buildings along the beach. I glanced and saw he was focused on me again, so I took my time and straightened cushions on the outdoor setting, letting him have another look at me. My panties were a pretty blue, boy-leg cut. My sandals had two inch heels and shaped my legs nicely. I looked at the guy this time, but just blushed and hurried inside when he lifted his head and eyeballed me over his binoculars. 
 
    The funk I was in was like a nice little cloud surrounding a rock-solid object. The object wasn’t of any particular form – it was an idea. It was a fact. It was the fact that I needed to have sex with another man – a man other than my husband. 
 
    I wanted some random dude to fuck me. 
 
    I’m not sure I even cared too much who he was. As long as he was like Robbo. As long as he was cocky and alpha and just took me without asking or caring how I felt. 
 
    I imagined all the men at the mine would be like Robbo, but there was no way I was going to tell my husband that. 
 
    I sat on his father’s huge leather chair and spun around on it. Simon had asked me to give his office a dusting, so I was allowed to be in there. 
 
    I’m not sure if I should be in here topless haha. 
 
    I had spun around a bunch of times but suddenly planted my feet and stopped, my eyes landed on a photo on the shelf. It was the same photo I’d seen next door hanging in John’s outdoor bar. It was of four men and a small jet, at a landing strip out at the gemstone mine. It was of Alan’s father Simon with John, and apparently the Japanese owner of the mine, Yuki Nakajima. The fourth man was one I thought I recognised before. It was John’s business partner Michael, who was with him when I bumped into them at the coffee shop the other day. 
 
    I approached the photo and picked it up. I remembered John explaining that he had business interests at the mine – which, it turns out, are to do with the job he’s offered me. Of course it turns out that Michael is a partner in the business too. 
 
    I sat back on my father-in-law’s chair, frowning to myself and wondering. We had also come to understand that this Japanese man had a vested interest in the leisure ladies – separate to his mining business. 
 
    “Hmm, I wonder,” I mused aloud as I looked at my husband’s father in the photo. 
 
    I thought of the surprise Alan and I had gotten when Simon asked us to look after his house. He’d been away on business trips plenty of times before but never asked us to house-sit – never offered us the privilege of using his mansion while he was away. 
 
    He’s always been friendly with me though -- gives me nice hugs and always seems attentive and interested in what I say. Huh. I wonder if you’re a part-owner in this hooking business too, you dirty old man! 
 
    I had a surge of tingles all through me as I thought of him having that kind of power over me – of being in his employ and having to allow him to sample what he was paying for. There was a huge mahogany desk in front of me. I imagined bending over it for my father-in-law. I imagined him fucking me over it every time we visited. The idea thrilled me. 
 
    I put down the photograph and lay over the desk, pressing my hard nipples to the cool polished timber. I felt my crotch. I was still hot and tingling from the cucumber. I kept my body over the desk and my tits touching the surface as I straddled the arm of my father-in-law’s chair. I bent one leg up on the seat and frigged myself on the leather studded armrest. 
 
    I had no idea how I was ever going to get out of this funk without some man – any man – even my father in-law..! Ohmygod someone has to fuck me! Please! 
 
    I squirmed down on the armrest, crushing it between my thighs as a mild, unsatisfactory orgasm pulsed through my pussy. My tits were sticking to the desktop. I’d knocked a box of pens onto the floor. And there were three cats sitting in the doorway looking at me. Stock still, eyes glued.  
 
    “Yes ladies, enjoying the show?” Ohmygod I’m talking to cats.  
 
    I peeled myself off the desk and stood shakily. Too much blood to your clit, not enough to your head you stupid woman! 
 
    I need a cup of tea. “Here, Kitty Kitty, who want’s some milk?” 
 
    I made my cup of tea and gave the cats some milk. I put on a dress and took the Mister Sheen spray into my father-in-law’s office and polished my tit marks off his desk. Oh. Perhaps I should have left them. Too late… 
 
    Television took my mind off things for a while and when my husband got home late from work that night he just cuddled me to sleep without fucking me. 
 
    We hadn’t even talked about it. 
 
    There wasn’t anything to talk about actually.  
 
    Two thousand bucks a night, two nights a week. We were in no position to knock that back and we both knew it. 
 
    The next morning over breakfast it was just long, searching looks and silent acknowledgment. “So, I’ll text John and tell him we’ll do the audition thing.” Alan said into my goodbye kiss. 
 
    “Uh huh,” I uttered, my blush firing up. 
 
    We exchanged another long searching look. 
 
    “Okay then,” my husband said, and turned and left me at the front door. He didn’t look back as he drove away. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Alan 
 
      
 
    I don’t know how I got through work that day. I was a total zombie, churning over and over the mental picture of Mandy in one of those glory hole rooms at the mine. I sent the text to John in the evening, after being held up at work yet again. 
 
    Me: Hey just letting you know Mandy and I have decided to go through with the audition. We’ll be at the address you gave tomorrow 7pm. 
 
    The response came back ten minutes later. 
 
    John: Fantastic news Alan. Barb will be there to meet you. Cheers. 
 
    I read it and put my phone on the passenger seat, started the car, and drove to my father’s house. My beautiful wife was sitting on the front steps waiting for me. 
 
    I showed Mandy the texts. She took my hand and led me inside, closing the door behind us and virtually throwing herself into my arms. 
 
    I held my wife for a long time, stroking and smelling her pretty hair. She was baking a roast for dinner. We ate at the dining table, and afterwards I poured us another glass of wine each.  
 
    “I think I’m going to be okay with it,” I said, breaking the ice on the subject that mattered. 
 
    “Me too,” Mandy replied, grimacing a little. “I’ve been thinking about it all day.” 
 
    “Yeah, hard to think about anything else, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Mmm, but these men are going to be faceless. It’s not going to be like actually being with someone else, Alan.” 
 
    “I know. If it’s like what I saw at the mine, it might as well be another fucking cucumber.” 
 
    “Haha,” Mandy laughed. “A cream-filled one maybe.” 
 
    “Aw yeah, fuck! But you’re up to date with your pill and that, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Mmm yes,” Mandy cooed, blushing and biting down on her pretty little smile. “It’s fine if they cum in me, Alan. I’ve been thinking about that, and I really want them to now. I hope they don’t use condoms.” 
 
    I gulped. “You want them to? What, you’re happy if there’s no condoms?” 
 
    Mandy nodded. “I want to feel it with them. Like, afterwards – being all wet from them. If there’s going to be two of them tomorrow night it’s going to be so interesting after they’ve finished in me.” 
 
    “Yeah.” I gulped my wine. I was boning up under the table. 
 
    “I hope there’s going to be one who’s really huge too. Just to try that. Like even porno huge!” 
 
    “Oh yeah, porno huge huh?” 
 
    “Ah huh. I wouldn’t mind if it hurt a bit. I’d let him stick it all the way in.” 
 
    “Yeah, and to cum in you that deep?” I teased back, squeezing my wife’s shin as she rubbed my cock with her foot. 
 
    “Mmm I hope so, Alan. I hope they cum in me deep and really huge.” Mandy’s blush deepened. “I hope these men in charge make me suck them off or something as well. I was thinking that’s probably the kind of thing that happens in situations like this. I mean, before they give you the job.” 
 
    “You mean like, John and that other guy?” 
 
    “Ah huh, John and Michael. If either of them told me to, I’d suck them off to get the job.” 
 
    “And swallow their loads?” I growled, thrusting my freed cock between my wife’s bare feet. 
 
    “Mmm definitely to swallow for them, or for any other owners there might be. Mmm, yummy!” She licked her lips and I jumped to my feet. 
 
    I dragged my slut-talking wife upstairs, my cock leading the way. I fucked her twice before crashing out asleep. The next morning we ate in virtual silence again. There was definitely nothing left to discuss now. We were going to do this. There was no turning back or chickening out. 
 
    I felt quite sick all day from nerves. Time dragged. Work was mind-numbing. Fuck I hated that job and needed to get out of it and do something else. It was actually a major factor in all this. With Mandy making four grand a week, I’d have the chance to try starting my own business, or something. 
 
    There was another bullshit motivational team building thing that afternoon and I only just made it home by six-thirty. Mandy had text me half a dozen times and I had been able to send her back short messages. I knew I would make it in time. She was freaking out all the same when I finally got there. 
 
    I quickly changed. 
 
    We drove the few blocks around to this huge gated mansion – blank grey walls and big timber framed windows, with the same black ornate ironwork like on the gates in front of each window.  
 
    “Hello, we’re here to see Barbara,” I said into the intercom. I didn’t know what else to say exactly. 
 
    The gates rolled away, inviting us in. From the road you could only see the upper level of the place as it was set back from the road. The long drive was bordered by amazing, immaculate Japanese-style gardens with a red pagoda surrounded by a pond, and highly-manicured shrubs and trees. The flowers were stunning. It was all beautifully lit to show everything at its best and the moonlight bounced off the water adding to the display.  
 
    Ahead was a sheltered area under a large vine that housed half a dozen very expensive cars. Fuck, I should’ve brought dad’s, not our heap of shit. God I hope we don’t drop oil on the white pebbles! 
 
     We drove up to the steps where we could see Barbara waving. 
 
    “Hello, darlings!” she greeted us cheerily, opening Mandy’s door for her and taking her hand. “Come, come!” she ushered us inside to a three-storey high foyer.  
 
    Fuuuck me. Call this a house? I was gob-smacked. My jaw was already on the floor and we just got in the door. The place was lined in Carrara marble, they must’ve used truckloads of the stuff. Any posh house has marble on the floor but you don’t normally see this much in just the entry way. There were huge vases dotted around the perimeter and healthy-looking trees – you couldn’t call those things pot plants -- they were full-on trees! Two enormous ornate gold mirrors reflected each other on the sides of the room, and there was a magnificent sweeping staircase up ahead with the man’s favourite wrought ironwork again on the balustrade.  
 
    John was talking with a short, grey-haired Japanese man who was taking a good long look at Mandy, I realised. Then he nodded and bowed to John and entered a room, closing the door behind him. John strode towards me and shook my hand, greeting me profusely before grabbing Mandy’s face with two hands and planting a kiss on both cheeks. Barbara quickly claimed Mandy back and led her away, talking conspiratorially. John took me in the other direction, ushering me along a hallway and into a dark room. 
 
    “Okay let’s do this yeah!” John encouraged, patting my shoulder. I had no clue what he’d been rambling on about. I’d gathered there were going to be three men including the old Japanese dude, Mr Nakajima, who was to be involved in some way. He asked me if I wanted a ra moo nay. What the fuck is that, some kind of sex toy? I thought. Oh. A drink it seemed, as he handed it to me. Ok, a cold glass bottle with a codd neck and Japanese writing on the label, with a weird contraption on the top. What the fuck?  
 
    “Oh, you’ve never had Ramune before? Tastes like coke. You just take that little bit off the top there, shove it over the hole and press down hard. You might wanna put it on the table coz when it fizzes, you gotta keep holding the little plastic thing down hard when it releases the marble. That keeps it fizzy.”  Oh what-the-fuck-ever dude, I’ll play along. 
 
    I skulled the whole thing. I didn’t realise I was so thirsty and it was a welcome treat.  
 
    I was in a dream, but I seemed to be making sense to John, whatever the fuck I said. I’d primed myself to see this through. Mandy and I had psyched ourselves up and firmly decided together on the short drive that we were going to get through this. 
 
    John motioned for me to climb a short run of stairs and sit down. The room was almost pitch black, only a trail of lights on the floor allowing me to see where I was walking. 
 
    “Okay, son, sit back and enjoy the show,” John said. 
 
    I gulped hard and nodded. I couldn’t talk right then. 
 
    A door opened across the room but only briefly. Barbara and Mandy had slipped in, the form of another woman with them. I could just make out what was happening as Mandy was guided to lie back on something just below and right in front of me. 
 
    There was an observation window above the doorway I came in. John and his business partner Michael appeared there, standing. There was another person with them in a fine dark suit. As he stepped forward to the window I saw he was wearing a full mask – plain and black. What the fuck’s that all about. Perhaps he’s one of the fuckers. 
 
    The three men stood looking down into the room I was in. The lighting increased until I could see Barbara gently kissing and stroking Mandy’s hair and face while this young Japanese-looking woman was binding her wrists above her head in hand cuffs. 
 
    I gulped hard again and looked around, the lighting quite bright now.       
 
    The room was pretty romantic, but what they're doing with my wife? That's not romance. I imagined a brothel would be decorated just like this, plush red chaise lounges, large ornate gold-framed mirrors on two of the walls, another wall covered in all manner of tools. Tools of the trade? Jeez, what would you even do with that thing?... 
 
    They had me sitting up on a chair with the same red plush fabric and incredibly ornate gold framing. I felt like a king sitting on high, right in the middle of the proceedings, almost able to touch the raised bed Mandy was lying on. The workbench, haha. Probably their intention, having me sit up like this, make sure I was so engrossed I just shut the fuck up and watched quietly without being able to touch.  
 
    I wondered how many other husbands have sat in this chair, gripping the armrest with one hand, the other covering their privates, that seems to have a mind of its own -- just like I was doing now. 
 
    Mandy was still wearing what she’d been instructed to wear. It was a short knitted dress. She was completely bare beneath it. 
 
    Barbara looked up at me and smiled. She was on the other side of Mandy to me. Mandy looked at me too, but Barbara claimed her face and resumed kissing her. The Japanese girl walked around to the bottom of the bench and lifted something from the side of it. It was a metal frame that extended and draped a small curtain across Mandy’s midriff. The girl extracted other apparatus from beneath the bed and set up stirrups, placing Mandy’s feet in them then lowering the bottom part of the bed and folding it away underneath. 
 
    The Japanese girl pushed Mandy’s dress up her body, beyond the partition and over her tits. Barbara was feeling her tits and playing with her nipples as she continued to talk softly and kiss my wife. 
 
    My wife was now bare from beneath a red velvet curtain, her legs bent up and her ankles bound with soft ties of red velvet ribbon. I was thinking how easily she could break out of the bonds if she really wanted to. The Japanese girl gave me a key and backed away nodding and constantly bowing. They’re so polite, these Japanese people. But I hear their sexual exploits are out there! 
 
    I looked from the key to Barbara. She motioned to the hand cuffs holding my wife’s arms above her head. Barbara sat on a small chair at Mandy’s side and the grey-haired Japanese man came from the door where the girl had exited and did a quick bow. 
 
    The guy didn’t even look at me. He didn’t acknowledge Mandy at all either. He went straight for her spread legs and bent over, burying his face between them. 
 
    My cock went bolt upright. 
 
    Mandy glanced from me to Barbara as she writhed up off the bed. Barbara shushed her with a finger to her lips, obviously reminding her to be silent. Mandy was blushing bright red and squirming as this old Japanese man ate into her. He was sucking on her folds and nuzzling her open, snuffling and slurping away diligently, obviously enjoying making his own sound effects. He took a large massager from beneath the bed and turned it on, placing the loud vibrating dome against Mandy’s cunt and making her arch up off the bed and bite down hard on her lip, stifling a scream by the look of her contorted face, Barbara quietly stroking and coaching her.      
 
    I still had a sense of separation. Barbara was another woman and I liked her all over my wife like this. She was the only one Mandy could communicate with though. The old dude making her buck and orgasm right then was completely hidden by the partition. 
 
    This is okay, she’s clearly enjoying herself and seems to be okay? 
 
    It was fucking hot and my cock was stiff as fuck. 
 
    The Japanese man backed away and exited through the door bowing. Another man came in. He was in fucking mining gear.  What the…? Seriously? Boots, high-vis clothing and a hard hat. 
 
    Barbara grinned at me. I was fucking shocked and she knew it. At least my cock got a chance to calm a little. 
 
    The miner dude would’ve been about fifty. And he was fat. He never even tried to look beyond the partition at my wife. He just walked right up to her spread legs and dropped his pants, fisting a fat erect cock and wiping it up through her cunt. 
 
    This was it. I was about to watch another man’s cock entering my wife’s vagina. There was still a pervading sense of separation that forced me to sit there and not bound out of my seat and tackle the dude away from her. Or maybe it was a thousand tiny hooks that kept me velcroed to my chair, mesmerised! 
 
    “Aah fuck,” I groaned out louder than I wanted to. The guy glanced at me and smirked. Then he sunk his fat cock into my wife and thumped against her. 
 
    “Ooh fuck baby that’s tight,” he growled in a deep, booming voice and glanced at me again. He grinned and winked, with his tongue poking out. He continued to look at me while he started thrusting with his firm-looking arse and surging in and out of Mandy’s cunt, waving his tongue around. 
 
    The guy took hold of her thighs and held them while fucking her steadily. He was watching what he was doing now – watching his cock sliding in and out of my wife. I had an angled view that allowed me to see their coupling too. His cock was fat but not that long. Ooh yeah, in, out, in, out.… 
 
    I could feel Mandy looking at me and I dragged my eyes up to meet hers. They were half-open and glassy-looking. Her body was being rocked gently, her mouth open a little, her hands wound around the cuff chains. Barbara was fondling one of her tits and watching the guy around the edge of the partition. 
 
    “Ooh, haha, that’s fucking close baby,” the guy said and stopped thrusting, holding firmly against my wife and smirking across at me again. “Just about there, man,” he said to me and pulled back then thumped against Mandy again. “Ooh that’s it, sweetheart, crush that big cock.” 
 
    “Mmnn..nn…” Mandy moaned quietly through clenched teeth as she writhed against the guy. 
 
    “Ooh fuck yeah sweetheart,” he cried out and powered into her once more, holding firm with his head shot back and his butt clenched and twitching. 
 
    I watched stunned, my own cock throbbing. 
 
    “Ooh yeah,” the fat man groaned and resumed curling his hips and grinding into my wife. He was red faced and sweating now. “That was a fucking load, man. Jeez she sucks on ya, huh! Pheeww, baby.” 
 
    I just gulped and nodded a little. I think. 
 
    The guy pulled out his cock and held it, softly slapping Mandy’s split open vagina. His dick was red and still swollen, slick with their combined fluids – my wife’s pussy juice mixed with this man’s semen. 
 
    Fuck me. I need an ice pack, seriously… 
 
    He gathered a dribble of his cum leaking from her, wiping it up with his cock head and sinking back into her. The door cracked open and he looked back over his shoulder at another man waiting there. 
 
    “Go on, Nigel, that’s enough for you,” Barbara scolded playfully. 
 
    “Sure, Barb, whatever you say.” 
 
    I was looking at my wife – looking into her eyes – asking if we were still okay. She was reflecting the same question and yeah, in this weird, out-there world we actually were okay. I could do this. I could stand it as long as that barrier stayed in place, I reckon. This was nothing more than that fucking cucumber.  
 
    The next guy was a bit younger. His cock was longer but not as thick. He immediately ploughed into Mandy, held her thighs and pumped her. 
 
    The guy settled and started slow fucking her. He rubbed up her belly and reached beneath the curtain taking hold of her tits. Barbara kept the curtain in place so he couldn’t see what he was doing. She looked to me. I took a breath and nodded my acquiescence. Mandy had her bottom off the bed and the guy was rolling his hips and screwing her firm and deep while massaging her tits and tweaking her nipples. 
 
    He wasn’t taunting me like the first guy did. He had glanced a couple of times but only nodded friendly acknowledgement. Nice young man. He caressed back down Mandy’s body and held her hips. He started thrusting more powerfully, making her tits surge back and forth against the curtain, her dress still just bunched above them. 
 
    The guy pulled back and his cock popped out of my wife’s cunt to spring bolt upright. It was pretty fucking long, probably two inches longer than mine. He levered it back down and slowly inserted it into her, making her bite down on a moan as he speared it all the way in. 
 
    He glanced at me again, a bit of cheek in his eyes now. He pulled back then surged, making my wife’s mouth open in a silent squeal. She bit her lip. He pulled back and slid into her again, watching my face this time. Then he pulled back and thumped against Mandy’s spread legs and she couldn’t help letting out a little squeal. Again he pulled back and his cock popped out and sprung upright. He squeezed and massaged it. There was a huge drop of pre-cum oozing from the broad eyelet. He collected it with his thumb and wiped it into Mandy’s pasted open cunt lips. 
 
    The guy worked her exposed clit with that thumb and jacked himself off. He vibrated his hand over his cock head then suddenly gripped the shaft, positioning the head against my wife’s opening and snarling as he pumped his load into her red glistening folds. He was holding her cunt open with his fingers and spurted thick ropes of cum into her then sunk his cock to the hilt and ground firmly against her, making her squirm and bite down hard on another squeal. 
 
    When that man turned and left the room, Mandy was left with her cunt open and leaking cum. The little Japanese man appeared out of nowhere and scurried to her. He went crazy eating and licking her out, vocalising his pleasure again. He was slurping up the cum from her anus and sucking it from her skin. He peeled her open with his thumbs and stuck his tongue into her, covering her cunt with his open mouth and seeming to suck on it as I watched his neck gulp. 
 
    He never even glanced my way.  
 
    He pulled a leather cushion from beneath the bed and positioned it under Mandy’s hips, raising them higher. He took another massager from the drawer under the table and wound it to full buzz then jammed it against Mandy’s clit, making her buck and cry out before biting down on her lip and glaring at Barbara. 
 
    The Japanese man stroked her mons and held the vibrator hard against her until she tensed and her belly started convulsing. He wound down the vibration and stroked her belly. He looked to me and smiled, nodding and motioning to what he was doing. “Draws sperm deep,” he said, his eyes wide and filled with boyish excitement. 
 
    I gulped and nodded. 
 
    Mandy’s belly stopped quaking. Mr Nakajima stood and took a small erect member from his white underpants. It was all he had on. He just pulled his cock through the opening in front, stroking a few times, then squirted four of five thick pulses of cum across Mandy’s left inner-thigh and groin. 
 
    He backed away, bowing and nodding to me, and turned and left the room. 
 
    I sat there completely stunned and at a loss for what to do or say. Barbara took the key from my sweaty hand and undid Mandy’s hand cuffs. She helped Mandy to sit while the Japanese girl quickly dismantled the stirrups and put them aside. When Mandy was standing, the Japanese girl bent in front of her with a plush, monogrammed white facecloth and wiped Mr Nakajima’s cum from running down her leg. 
 
    Barbara was tugging Mandy’s dress down and into place. Mandy was rubbing her wrists, getting the feeling back. The cuffs weren’t tight but Mandy had been pulling on them quite strongly throughout the experience. There were red marks where she had been straining. 
 
    The men upstairs were facing each other talking. It was a full head mask on that one guy, laced at the back. There was something familiar about him all the same. Just his posture. I experienced a sinking feeling deep in my gut as I wondered if it was in fact my father. 
 
    No! Fuck no, no fucking way. It couldn’t be! 
 
    I brushed the thought off. It was absurd. Anyway, he was overseas. 
 
    “Hey?” Mandy said, cuddling close. 
 
    She looked up at the men with me. 
 
    “Does that look like Dad up there?” I asked her. 
 
    “Um, oh, dunno, could be.” 
 
    “He’s supposed to be in Singapore.” 
 
    “It’s only a seven hour flight. Never know, could have come back early,” Mandy said. “He’s in that picture with them.” 
 
    “Yeah I know, but..” Mandy had shown me a photo of my dad with these other three men here today. “Fuck. If that IS him?...” 
 
    “Then what?” Mandy cooed into my mouth, kissing at me. “Who cares, that was amazing, wasn’t it?” 
 
    “He’ll fucking care if I find out he’s set us up here, baby. I’ll tell Mum.” 
 
    Mandy giggled. “You’ll tell your mum, the government tax inspector?” 
 
    “Yeah, Mum would be real fucking interested in hearing about a prostitution business.” 
 
    “Ooh, you bad boy, you can’t go spoiling this for us now though,” Mandy whispered. 
 
    The men were leaving the room. I still wasn’t one hundred percent sure it was my father under the mask. 
 
    “Yeah well, if he is involved he’s not fucking touching you, baby. I’m feeling pretty pumped right now. I’d beat the fuck out of him if he ever tried.” 
 
    “Ooh, you’re feeling pumped are you?” my wife teased into another demanding kiss. “Me too actually. I’m feeling thoroughly pumped, thank you very much.” 
 
    “Ha. I’ll bet you are, baby. That was fucking harsh watching that. They both fucking came in you!” 
 
    “Mmm, and it was so gooey there for a while, but I feel nice and clean now after Mr Nakajima licked me.” 
 
    “Aw hell, and that too. What a freak that guy was. What about that big fucking vibrator thing!” 
 
    “Mmm that made me cum so hard, Alan. It was amazing. We have to get one for us!” 
 
    John came in, Barbara returning with him. 
 
    “Okay, how was that then?” he glowed at us, bouncing in his step. “You both looked to be enjoying it?” 
 
    I swallowed hard, keeping my wife cuddled close. “Yeah, it wasn’t that bad. It was okay,” I said. 
 
    “Ah yes. Maybe a little better than just okay?” he directed at Mandy, rubbing his hands together. 
 
    She looked up at me. We kissed while I kept eyeballing this dude who had brought us here. “Who was the guy in the mask?” I asked flatly. 
 
    John’s face dropped. He glanced up at the observation window then back at me. “You know who it was, don’t you,” he shot back at me. “He flew in this afternoon and is on his way back to the airport now.” 
 
    “And what the fuck does he have to do with any of this?” I demanded. 
 
    “He’s a silent partner in the business. He suggested Mandy would be perfect for the job. Which she obviously is,” he directed at my wife with a broad smile. 
 
    “So he suggested Mandy? He set us up?” 
 
    “Yes. He set you both up with a wonderful opportunity to make a lot of money and enjoy a lifestyle we can highly recommend, son.” 
 
    “He’s a total sleaze,” Barbara stated easily. “I’d blackmail the hell out of the bastard if I were you.” 
 
    “Now, Barb!” John reprimanded. 
 
    “Well I would. He deserves it,” Barbara went on. “I’ll help you if you like,” she said to me. “I know a few things he wouldn’t want made known to the authorities. I know where you can get some good stuff on him.” 
 
    “But he hasn’t done anything,” Mandy defended. 
 
    “Sweetie, you don’t know him like I do,” Barbara said. “Trust me and let me know if you want to get any leverage with him, okay? I mean it.” She turned to her husband grabbing his hand. “Come on, we’re going to be late. You kids can see yourselves out. We’ll talk tomorrow.” 
 
    “Yes, tomorrow,” John said, gripping and shaking my hand. “Forget your father, son. He has nothing to do with the business day-to-day. You rarely even see him out at the mine watching from the lounge. He never... well, you know... he only ever observes.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Mandy 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t stop shaking on the drive home. Alan was going on about his father. I couldn’t get past the fact that I’d just been fucked by two other men. I was clinging to my husband’s hand on my thigh but I had my other hand resting on my belly where I’m sure these other two men’s sperm was. Unless Mr N sucked it all out, and god, was he good with his mouth! 
 
    The second one had cum in me so deep. It had hurt at first but it ended up really nice. Interesting pressure up inside me while his cock continued pulsing for what seemed like forever. 
 
    I was going to love it with the men at the mine if it was anything like that. The first one tonight had felt so strange and different too. He was a lot thicker than Alan. It felt like he was really stretching me and when he was cumming in me I felt so full of his cock. 
 
    I hoped they both enjoyed it too. I could feel it was a bit awkward for them at times and I tried to keep my hips tilted and angled so they enjoyed it as deep inside me as they could. 
 
    I looked to my husband. He had stopped complaining about his father for the moment. “Did those two men look like they enjoyed fucking me, Alan? It was strange not being able to see their faces like that. I tried to squeeze when that one guy said he wanted me to.” 
 
    “Aw fuck, baby. Of all the crazy-arsed weird things happening tonight, that was the weirdest question. Of course they fucking loved it!” 
 
    “Oh, haha. Good. I’d like to be really good at this if I’m going to be doing it for a job, try and make these men cum really hard in me so they’ll feel nice and satisfied.” 
 
    Alan swallowed hard. “Those two seemed to cum pretty hard.” 
 
    “Mmm do you think? It felt like they did. And then the way Mr Naks used that vibrator to make me cum. The way he lifted me and did that. It was so sexy, wasn’t it?” 
 
    “It was kinky. It’s like he was trying to get you pregnant with all the cum those dudes pumped into you. Well, with what was left after he licked it all out of you. Yuk!” 
 
    “Hmm I know, but I’m definitely up-to-date with my pill. I’m going to start setting an alarm on my phone to take it the same time every day from now on. Steph says that increases the effectiveness. Reduces the slight risk.” 
 
    “Oh right. So there’s a risk?” 
 
    “Very minimal,” I reassured my suddenly-worried looking husband. “It’s fine! There’s almost no risk at all if you take it regularly and never miss out, it’s like a one percent chance.” 
 
    “Ah okay,” my husband conceded. We were back at his father’s mansion. “Because you’ve got sperm from both of those dudes in you right now huh, baby.” 
 
    I walked through the door Alan was holding open for me. My legs were still shaky. Alan caught my hand and I backed against him for a cuddle, placing his hand on my belly. “It’s right there, Alan. Their sperm is right there in my belly. It’s so exciting,” I breathed into a kiss. “Isn’t it? It’s exciting for you too, right?” 
 
    He nodded a little. “It’s exciting for me too, baby.” He kissed me back. “The fact that you’ve got sperm from two other dudes in your flat little belly.” He ground his erect cock against my bottom. “I’m glad they didn’t use rubbers or anything, baby.” 
 
    “Mmm are you really?” I moaned and kissed my husband back. “Do you want all those dirty miners to fuck me and cum in me too?” 
 
    “Yeah I want them too, baby. You hot little slut wife,” he growled and forced his fingers up me. 
 
    “Mmm let me taste!” I pushed his arm down and lifted his hand, sucking his fingers. “Mmm, tastes like man cum,” I teased. It actually did. I could taste and smell the men on my husband’s fingers quite distinctly. My leg was still sticky from the old Japanese man. I must have dribbled a bit more after that pretty Japanese girl wiped me with that lovely, warm cloth. 
 
    My stomach growled loudly. “I’m actually really hungry,” I complained to my pawing husband. “I need food. I’ve been so nervous I haven’t eaten all day.” 
 
    “Yeah me too, I’m fucking starving.” 
 
    “Just get pizza.” I said. “I’ll eat nearly a whole one myself. Get two!” 
 
    “Alright, back soon, babe,” and he hot-footed it out the door, adjusting himself as he went.  
 
    My legs were seriously wobbly. I made it as far as the kitchen and had an OJ and a chocolate cookie. There were texts on my phone from a couple of girlfriends, one from Stephanie. I wasn’t ready to talk yet so I quickly sent off three ‘I’m fine, it was amazing, talk tomorrow’ texts. 
 
    The cats were around my legs meowing and rubbing up. I fed them and put on the kettle for tea. Alan was soon back and we sat up at the breakfast counter gutsing down our pizza. 
 
    “I wonder what Barbara’s got on him,” Alan started again. 
 
    “Mon-ya-bab?” I asked with a mouthful. 
 
    He nodded. “I think he was involved in something illegal about ten years ago, in Indonesia. Something went on that had these fucking big-time lawyers working round the clock. Then it just sort of went away, whatever it was. I remember Mum was freaking out about it, but she wouldn’t say what it was, just that he had some issue to deal with over there.” 
 
    “And that’s when they split up?” I asked. 
 
    Alan frowned thoughtfully. “Actually yeah – just after that.” 
 
    “Hmm, interesting. He seems to spend a lot of time over there now.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, apparently he’s got these charter flight services to fucking mines all over South East Asia. This one here is small time. I don’t know how much he’s actually worth.” 
 
    “Ooh, I didn’t know his business was that big. You never say much about him.” 
 
    “He doesn’t talk about his shit either. I’m just going on what Mum says. And I reckon she’s only guessing.” 
 
    “Hmm, well, I personally don’t have a problem with him setting us up with this, but if you’re going to blackmail him can you get us this house, please?” 
 
    “Haha yeah right,” Alan scoffed. 
 
    “Oh and the Mercedes!” I tossed in, taking away the pizza boxes. 
 
    Alan grabbed me and pulled me onto his lap. “Alright seriously though now. Let’s forget about my sleaze-bag old man for a minute. Are we really gonna do this, baby? Would you really want to be getting fucked all the time by these random fucking miners?” 
 
    My heart was suddenly pounding, my face flushing hot. This was the moment. We had done the audition – tried out being fucked by these men. It was time for sober consideration and to choose whether or not to do this. 
 
    “Robbo said he was going to be the first one out there fucking you every night if we do it, baby.” 
 
    “Robbo?” 
 
    “Yeah. And he was dead serious too. He’ll definitely try and fuck you every time you’re there when he’s working.” 
 
    “Hmm, I wouldn’t mind that though,” I confessed, stroking my husband’s chest. “I wouldn’t mind letting Robbo, Alan. If it came down to that.” 
 
    Alan gulped. He took a breath and nodded stiffly. “Okay, so we’re both saying yes to this whole idea?” 
 
    I nodded. “Yes.” Ohmygod what will my parents think? Getting filled with cum on Friday, then sitting demurely on a church stool on Sunday playing the piano. 
 
    Alan’s face had flushed red too. He nodded some more. “Okay then, let’s do it.” 
 
    My entire body exploded with tingles of nervous excitement. I can’t remember what else we talked about that night. We didn’t even make love, we were so nervous together all of a sudden. 
 
    I spoke to my girlfriends the next morning and told each of them everything. I got one positive, one negative (she was probably jealous), and one a bit each way. It made no difference, I was doing this anyway. 
 
    Alan had taken the day off work. He jogged on the beach and stayed outside in the gardens until I’d finished chatting with my girlfriends. Then he went over and saw John before lunch. 
 
    There was nothing further to do or talk about. Barbara was taking me with her to the mine that afternoon. We had jumped at the chance to start immediately. It was too hard waiting and rehashing the whole idea over and over, as we both seemed to keep doing. 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    At 3pm I was sitting in the back of a leather-smelling limousine with Barbara. I wore a pretty pink dress, red lippy and new high heels. Barbara had told me to dress comfortably -- men would never see me anyway, but I felt I needed to dress for the occasion. I’ll actually be stripping completely to perform the mens’ services, except for the lippy. Barbara looked stunning. She had to look classy for her striptease performances for her clients. It was different. And she confessed to feeling a little regret switching from the glory holes. It’s only that she role-played as a dominatrix that John agreed to her being one-on-one with other men. She often blindfolded and gagged them, spanked them with a riding crop, made them lick her stilettoes. “One Japanese gentlemen even wrote my name with a crayon up his arse, hahaha,” she laughed raucously. 
 
    “Ohmygod, really?” Me, a dear in headlights, mouth gaping – what a newbie!  
 
    “Yes, sweetie, the things you do, huh?” She laughed some more. 
 
    We boarded the flight with eight other women, who I was introduced to and chatted with on the hour flight. There was no shop talk. These women had normal lives with husbands and children. It was fascinating to follow along with them after we’d landed. They all seemed really happy. We went our separate ways and they all wished me good luck as they left and walked down a corridor, disappearing into separate doors. 
 
    Barbara took me through the first of the doors along the corridor, into a small room with a padded leather bench with stirrups either side of a hole in a narrow tapered wall. There was a wash basin and mirror. The room smelled sanitised, and freshly clean. 
 
    I looked from the hole in the wall to Barbara. 
 
    She shrugged. “So you get the idea, sweetie? It’s pretty simple. I can stay for a while if you like?” She released a lever on the side of the bench and slid it back. “In case you want to lie over or kneel down and take them in your mouth.” 
 
    “And like you said, it’s up to me?” 
 
    “Entirely, sweetie. If they want a particular service they can wait their turn with one of the other women offering that. You have a switch there for your green and red light. Red means closed for business haha, not like the red light in a window.” 
 
    “And if I want a break, just go and see Leanne, like you said?” 
 
    “Yes, we’re here for three hours. The men will come in waves but there’s often a good break between anyway. If it gets busy you have back up. There’s nine of you and only six rooms after all. Oh, in this cupboard there’s cold water, and some LoveHoney wipes if you want a quick clean up. And some lube there if you need it. Up to you.” 
 
    I took it all in. It had been explained by Barbara before we left but I’d been a bit spaced out then. Now it all made more sense, actually being here and seeing what was what. My go-to lady, Leanne, was just out the door in the lounge area. She was in charge and had encouraged me to come see her anytime I needed anything. 
 
    “I think I’ll be okay,” I told Barbara. “I just get ready and change my light to green!” 
 
    “Easy as that,” Barbara said and squeezed my hand. “You’ll do fine, sweetie. Have fun with it!” 
 
    She left, blowing me a kiss, and softly closed the door. I could hear men on the other side of the glory hole wall, their deep voices animated as they chatted and laughed together. 
 
    I took off my panties and dress, folding them on a counter beside the wash basin. The bench was still pulled back from the wall. I looked at a stack of thick white towels at my disposal. I took one and folded it some more and placed it on the floor beneath the glory hole. 
 
    I’m going to try oral to start with. 
 
    I knelt. The murmuring of the men seemed to hesitate. I wasn’t game to tilt my head to look through the hole. My heart was pounding but I reached up and switched my light to green. There was an excited grunt from one of the men and immediately there were footsteps and the glory hole was shadowed. Then a semi-firm penis poked through. 
 
    I nearly squealed with excitement. 
 
    Ohmygod don’t make a sound, woman. 
 
    I remembered my training from last night. 
 
    I took hold of the penis between my thumb and index finger, lifted it and looked at it. The guy groaned. I swallowed at the sudden dryness of my throat. I enclosed the heavy shaft with my hand and squeezed. The guy groaned again and tried to thrust. I let his penis slip back and forth through my hand but only a time or two, then I closed my eyes, tilted down a bit and took the bulbous head into my mouth. 
 
    “Oh fuck yeah, suck it, baby,” the guy taunted. 
 
    I kept my eyes shut tight, concentrating as I stroked and sucked. It was too thick to get much of it in my mouth. I could feel my new lipstick getting rubbed off. I looked and saw the guy’s dick was red from it. Note to self: buy 24hr stay-on lippy! 
 
    I stroked more and took in the strong scent as I nuzzled beneath and kissed the guy’s balls. They were poking through the hole too. 
 
    Suddenly his hand was there, his arm through a concertinaed sleeve. He grabbed my head and pulled me up and onto his dick again. I took it back into my mouth and just waited while he held me in place and got himself off. 
 
    He was still holding my head when his swollen cock throbbed and started to spurt, heavy bursts of semen hitting the back of my throat and making me gag a little. 
 
    I was suddenly released. That man was gone and another dick was poking through the hole in the wall. I took hold of it and was still swallowing at the powerful taste of the first guy when I sucked this next cock into my mouth and tried to please the guy. 
 
    He stayed still for a while and I bobbed and diligently sucked him off. This dick was short and thin. I was able to take it all and not gag, thankfully. The guy let me do it nice for him for a few minutes then he reached through the sleeves with both hands and held my head in place, fucked my mouth, and came so much more than the first man. 
 
    This guy felt younger. His cock gushed and gushed, making me swallow twice with big gulps of hot salty cum. 
 
    I took it all and swallowed dutifully. Then as soon as he pulled back through the hole another cock poked through, and this time, what felt like a fat older man, reached through immediately and held me in place while fucking my mouth slow and deep. 
 
    “Yeah, darling, you love that hey!” was one of his lines. He kept talking to me all the way through until he finally bucked and jammed his fat gut against the glory hole, his strong hands in my hair, his thick stubby erection pulsing and flooding my mouth with more semen. 
 
    I was still being held in place by this man. I wanted to let him finish off fully, but I also wanted to stop the next one. I reached up and felt the wall for the switch. I flicked it and saw the glow from my light change from green to red. 
 
    There were groans of disapproval and some chuckling from the men. I was released by the one in my mouth and I slumped back onto the floor drawing some breaths and wiping my mouth on the back of my hand. There was no lipstick left! 
 
    I got up and backed away from my glory hole, swallowing at the powerful taste filling my senses and collecting myself. I grabbed a glass of water and gulped it down. 
 
    Sucking a cock always turns me on. I checked and found I was quite slick and ready for penetration. There was lube in the cabinet but I wasn’t going to need it, that’s for sure. 
 
    I steeled myself. Ohmygod! This is what you’re here for, Mandy. Two grand. Over ten bucks a minute. God, I’ve already made a hundred bucks. A hundred bucks for three mouthfuls, haha. Woohooo! 
 
    I approached and slid the bench to the wall, locking it in place. I sat up on the bench and put my high heels in the stirrups. The muttering on the other side of the wall subsided again and was replaced by low groans and a soft whistle. I seated myself forward, pressing my spread open crotch to the glory hole and the groans deepened. There were more of them. 
 
    Ohmygod! Slut exhibitionist wife! 
 
    I bit down on my grinning lip and flicked the switch, changing my light from red back to green. 
 
    Footsteps immediately approached.  
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Mining Rights Epilogue 
 
    Alan 
 
      
 
    The workmen of the White Ridge gemstone mine were fucking my wife. It was about the middle of her shift in a glory hole room. There was probably a dick in her right now. Who knows how many of them would have already cum inside of her. 
 
    I was looking at it online. I had searched internal ejaculation and found a weird video of a man’s penis actually inside of a woman’s vagina, semen gushing from it and spurting against her inner walls. 
 
    How the fuck did they even film that? 
 
    I watched it over and over, imagining it was some fucking miner dude’s dick and that was my wife’s vagina and cervix. It was only one ejaculation and creamed the woman pretty good. I was trying to imagine six or ten or however many times Mandy was going to be creamed in. 
 
    Would all that cum be drawn through her cervix and into her womb? Would it just leak back out of her? Was there going to be a big wet spot under her in our bed tonight? 
 
    I shut down the web site. I didn’t want to see that shit anymore. 
 
    There was a new message alert from Messenger. It was from our neighbour John. 
 
    John: Hey Alan how’s it going? Doing it a bit tough? Here’s a little surprise for you. 
 
    There was a link. I clicked on it and it went to a live feed of a dick sliding in and out of a pussy, through a glory hole. It was zoomed in close but there was a small frame down in the corner that showed a broader view. I clicked on that and my heart leapt to my throat as I recognised my wife. 
 
    Whatthefuck? 
 
    I clicked on the close up again. The dick was coated in goo. It stopped moving and seemed to throb, the guy groaning as he obviously blew his load. I watched stunned and fascinated. The cock withdrew and a huge gush of semen leaked from Mandy’s split open cunt onto the black padded bench she was sitting on. 
 
    Mandy covered herself, her pretty red nails and her wedding rings there clearly in shot. She was looking down at herself. Another cock poked through the glory hole. It thrust a few times and she captured it and guided it in. On the broader angle I saw her lie back and grip the top of her bench. The guy started fucking her and had her tits surging back and forth. He reached through the access sleeves in the wall but just held her hips and kept fucking her hard and fast. Jeez, ya goddam jack-rabbit. Go easy with my little wife! 
 
    The guy suddenly slammed into her and held firm. His cock as far up her as he could jam it but the exposed bit at the base pulsing. 
 
    There was another message.  That’s #12 son. She took the first three in her mouth and that’s nine in her cunt. We think your friend Robbo might have spread the word she was going to be starting and they’ve lined up to get with her. 
 
    I typed a reply: What the fuck man! Someone’s got to do something. 
 
    John: I’ve spoken with Barb. She’s there now but apparently Mandy had a rest a little while ago and wanted to go back for more. The girls will step in and pull her out of there before much longer son. 
 
    I was watching my wife checking her cunt again, more cum oozing from it and puddling on the bench beneath her. It looked like she was giggling. 
 
    I typed: And who the hell can see this man? Who else is watching? 
 
    John: It’s a very exclusive club. Only the ownership group and the husbands. 
 
    The ownership group. Fuck! 
 
    I typed again: including my old man? 
 
    John: Yes but I don’t know how often he would watch. 
 
    Me: Bet he is right now with Mandy there getting fucking gang-banged like this. 
 
    John: Quite possibly son. I imagine it’s why he introduced you to us. 
 
    My gut was tight now. I needed to deal with my sleaze-bag father. 
 
    Me: But there’s no way he can get to her, right? He can only watch like we are right now? 
 
    John: He’d have to go through general population at the mine to get access to those glory holes. I’d be shocked if he’d lower himself to mingle with the workmen. And even then, there’s protocol. These men have been booked and paid-up for weeks in advance. 
 
    There was a lady wiping down the bench. Mandy had gone out of shot. 
 
    Another email popped up. John: Can you meet me outside for a few minutes son? 
 
    I was at the kitchen counter. John was right there through the window, out on his deck. I went out and we approached the fence. 
 
    “I was wondering about this Robbo, son. Is he a problem for you at all?” 
 
    “A problem? He’s a bit of a dick is all.” 
 
    “I was wondering because it seems he’s been passing around pictures of Mandy at the mine. I’d heard about it this morning. Seems it’s part of the reason there are so many lined up trying to get with her right now. Although there’s always extra interest with the new girls, I have to admit. Just not quite this much.” 
 
    “Oh right, pictures of Mandy huh? Those would be the ones he stole from my phone.” 
 
    “Yeah, wedding night photos apparently.” 
 
    I felt my face flush red. “Yeah.” 
 
    John looked steadily at me. “So, is he a problem?” 
 
    I shrugged. “Like I said, he’s a dick.” 
 
    John nodded and looked away then back at me. “Would you like me to have him spoken to?” 
 
    “Huh? What, like at the mine? I wouldn’t want to fuck with his job or anything.” 
 
    “No, son, not his job. Would you like him to back off and stop harassing you and Mandy? I saw him here the other day. It looked like he intimidates you, son. He’s a big man.” 
 
    “Yeah, he does a bit. We’re still mates though. I’ve known him forever.” 
 
    John nodded some more. “Well, we age and mature. Things change. It wouldn’t be the first time one of our ladies has been harassed by a mine worker, outside of work. We have people who deal with this sort of thing. It’s discreet – effective.” 
 
    “People? What kind of people?” 
 
    John shrugged. “Security staff.” He had two open beers in his hand. He handed me one over the fence and saluted with his. “Let me know if you want the guy spoken to, son. I’ll leave it with you unless he continues causing problems out at the mine.” 
 
    The guy left me with that and went back inside.  
 
    I was walking back into the house when he called out. “Oh, one other thing!” He had returned with an envelope. He handed it to me. “Barbara and I were discussing your father last night. He’s no particular friend of mine and Barbara can’t stand him, to be frank. That document is a contract that proves his involvement in a Bali night club that was shut down about ten years ago due to concerns about drug trafficking. If you ever need any leverage with him, show him that. It’s only a copy.” 
 
    “Drug trafficking?” 
 
    “No, he never knew, son. There were others involved who ran the place. He was only an investor, but he should have been more careful.” John turned away again. “There would be criminal charges and fines or whatever. It would compromise his reputation and possibly his standing as director of his honest businesses.” 
 
    “Shit.” 
 
    “Oh, and he knows you have that, by the way. Barb told him she was giving it to you – because he’s an arsehole, she said haha! She and Mandy were conspiring about it together before they left this afternoon. I don’t know what else they’re up to with that.” He turned to leave and winked at me. 
 
    “Right. Thanks, John.” I opened the envelope and had a quick look through what appeared to be a translated rental agreement. My father’s signature was there on the bottom with a couple of others. I put the document in Mandy’s ‘important stuff’ folder and went back to my laptop. 
 
    The live feed had another woman being fucked from behind over the bench. I saw options to view other rooms and clicked through them, watching the leisure ladies at work, as I had done live, out at the mine earlier in the week. A few of them were familiar but not many. There must have been quite the harem all up, probably twenty or more young wives like mine, I imagined. 
 
    I also noticed there was a counter on each screen showing how many were viewing. The numbers ranged from zero to four, as I clicked through. There was also archived footage, and I worked that out and brought up film of Mandy from earlier. I watched her suck three cocks and swallow loads of cum. The counter was tipping twenty throughout and held there while she was being fucked by another five men before she seemed to take a break. 
 
    I closed my laptop and called my father. He answered right away. 
 
    “Alan, hello, how are you?” 
 
    “How the hell do you think I am, Dad? What the fuck!” 
 
    “Now, now, wait a minute there. You need to think this through,” my father pitched me. He was good at pitching stuff he wanted. “Look, I need to apologise for the way I’ve gone about this, but is it really a bad thing?” 
 
    I gulped and stabbed at a notepad with a pen I was fiddling with. “I can’t fucking believe you were there last night though, Dad. Fucking watching like that!” 
 
    “Yes I know, but look, son, let me explain. I always watch the auditions. We all do. It wasn’t so much that it was Mandy.” 
 
    “Bullshit!” 
 
    “No, Alan, now let’s just look at this. Things have changed now, right? I’m involved – you and Mandy are involved. This is good for all of us!” 
 
    “Yeah, fucking better for you than me!” I shot back. “I think you fucking set us up with this and you did that for your own perverted fucking ideas.” 
 
    “No, now just calm down. I have another reason entirely, Alan. I did it to bring you into my world. You’re my only child and I want you involved in my business interests. Starting with that one!” 
 
    “What?” I swallowed hard. “You did it to..?” 
 
    “Yes, to create some common ground we can explore together. You’re enjoying the house, the cars – yes?” 
 
    “Holy fuck! Are you shitting me?” 
 
    “What, you think I’d leave you the keys to the Merc if I didn’t want you to drive it?” 
 
    “Jesus!” I swallowed hard again. My head was fucking spinning. “So, you weren’t watching Mandy just now then, on the live feed?” 
 
    “Er… well, I think everyone was, Alan. Guilty as charged with that, I’m afraid. But we need to talk – you and I. Go and have a look in my master suite. Open the walk-in wardrobe. You’ll see it’s empty. Have a look through the house, Alan. There’s nothing personal of mine. My desk drawers aren’t locked. Have a look, they’re empty other than some stationery and junk. Linen and cutlery, furniture – all part of the house, to be used or tossed out and replaced. My library is a relic. It’s decorative. There’s nothing you can’t read online these days.” 
 
    “So um..?” This was fucking blowing my mind now.  
 
    Hang on, brain, hang on. What’s he saying, he’s saying he’s moved out and, what? …. “What are you saying though, Dad? What does..?” 
 
    “This all depended on whether you and Mandy decided to take the offer from John and Barbara, and get involved in the business. If you hadn’t, I would have accepted that and sold the house and cars. I’ve moved into a new apartment in Brisbane, Alan, on the river. Quite lovely. Let’s meet up and talk, yes?” 
 
    “Holy fuck!” 
 
    “Haha, holy fuck indeed, son! Though I hope you might consider going back to university and finishing that commerce degree you dropped out of when you got married. Possibly even pick up a few subjects in corporate law?”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Mandy 
 
      
 
    My panties were soaking on the flight home. I’d showered and cleaned myself up but I was still leaking, it seemed. I’d probably be leaking all weekend, judging by the amount of goo the gem men had pumped into me. Another note to self: bring fresh undies! 
 
    We called the miners ‘gem men’. The girls had filled me in on it, and a few other things. Like how everyone’s first night was usually as full-on as mine. It apparently eased up a bit after the first few times, when you became ‘old and used’. 
 
    I waved the other girls off and hurried to my waiting husband. I could see him through the fence at the airport. I jumped into his arms and kissed him, although I hadn’t thought to take a toothbrush and I’d sucked off four more of the men just before I showered for the flight. I licked around my furry teeth and kissed my man again anyway. 
 
    We were interrupting and yabbering over the top of each other on the way back to his dad’s place. 
 
    “Ohmygod, I was online?” I was incredulous with this news. I should have known I’d be watched. But jeez, why didn’t Barb mention it.  
 
    “No, not exactly online, baby. It’s only the owners and other husbands with access to the live feed.” 
 
    “Mmm I see, and did you watch the whole time?” 
 
    “No, just bits of it. I’m not sure if I missed much. I want to check the archived footage and make sure.” Alan glanced from driving. “Do you remember how many altogether?” 
 
    “Um seven in my mouth and I think it was fourteen in my pussy. Some of them were so fast, they just sort of stuck it in me and were cumming within a minute or so. I tried to squeeze them as best I could. I was so gooey and slippery, I hope I still felt kind of nice for them. The ones who came in my mouth all came really huge. I can’t believe how much semen I’ve swallowed today, Alan. It was like in your weird porno movies.” 
 
    “I watched you suck off three guys, but they were really fast too, one after the other. Bang bang bang, so to speak, haha.” 
 
    “Mmm, that was at the start, before I worked out how to use my red light and have a rest between men. I did it really nice for the other four at the end. I took more time and teased them and made sure they built up nice and full. Mmm one of them had such huge balls, Alan. And they must have been really full when he finally came. Mmm yummy, I hope I get him again next time.” 
 
    “Like to swallow from him again?” Alan gulped, his face blank. 
 
    “Ah huh, to swallow from him again,” I teased. “And three of the guys in particular hurt me a bit because of how big they were. Mostly they were kind of small or average sized, and some not even very hard. There were three who came in me so deep though. It’s so amazing to feel that.” I checked my damp, sticky crotch – my husband craning his neck – eyes boggling. “I think it’s only a mixture of eleven kinds of sperm still dripping out of me down here, Alan. I’m sure those other three must have pumped theirs directly into my belly.” 
 
    “Aw fuck, baby. Seriously!” 
 
    “Haha I’ve been imagining this big war going on inside me down there. Billions of tiny sperm from so many different men, all fighting each other to see who’s going to get me. Mmm it turns me on just thinking about it, Alan.” 
 
    My husband took a big breath and expelled. “Was Robbo one of them?” he asked flatly. 
 
    “Um, yes. They were all carrying on saying stuff, so I knew when it was him. He said he had to pay some other guy extra to take his spot when he found out I was there.” 
 
    “Oh right, and he..?” 
 
    “He fucked me, Alan. He wasn’t one of those really huge ones, but he came really hard in me.” 
 
    My husband gulped, nodding a little. “Oh okay, so he’s fucked you now. I guess we’ll just have to see how he carries on here from now on, but if he gets stupid I’ll do something.” 
 
    “Hmm okay. Sounds mysterious and kind of interesting?” 
 
    I looked around at the car we were in. God, it was sumptuous. Leather, sunroof, beautiful timber dash and so comfy. I’d noticed but I hadn’t gotten around to saying anything. “Your dad’s going to freak, Alan, if he knows you drove this!” 
 
    We were cruising along the highway in Alan’s father’s 1983 Jaguar, the powerful V12 humming along, but silent otherwise. We’d been borrowing his new Mercedes convertible. This was a classic, and immaculate! 
 
    Alan just smiled at me. 
 
    “Alright. Don’t say I didn’t warn you when you scratch it or something.” 
 
    My husband’s smile ended. “My old man was watching you through the live feed tonight, baby. He’s probably going to be watching every time you’re there.” 
 
    “Hmm, but how much can you actually see, I didn’t notice any cameras?” 
 
    “There must be two. There was one view of you that showed your face and whole body – showed your tits bouncing when the guys were fucking you. Then there was a close-up that showed the dude’s cock sliding in and out. That was fucking amazing detail. It must be really high resolution. You could see the veins in the dude’s cock pulsing when he was pumping his load into you, baby.” 
 
    “Ooooh, really?” I felt my breasts and pinched my nipples, squirming in my gooey panties. “And your dad was watching, huh?” 
 
    “Aw fuck, baby, you’re such a slut now.” 
 
    “Mmm sort of. Only for us, though. Only for the money and to tease you!” 
 
    “Yeah, you’re fucking teasing me alright.” 
 
    “Haha good. But if you want some for yourself it better be tonight. I want a rest for a few days after this. Until I have to go do it again.” 
 
    “Oh right. And when’s your next time, baby?” 
 
    “Tuesday. Leanne put me on Tuesday and Friday nights.” 
 
    * 
 
    As soon as we got to the house I ran a big bath and turned on the spa jets. I soaked for an hour while Alan cooked dinner. After we ate he took my hand and led me upstairs. I was thinking I was about to be ravished but he led me past our guest bedroom and on to his father’s huge master suite. 
 
    “What? We can’t do it in here!” 
 
    “Do what?” 
 
    I glared. My husband was just grinning. 
 
    He left me standing in the doorway and opened the door to the adjoining room, which was a walk-in robe. I leant to the side to look in. The shelves and racks were empty. 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    I approached that doorway and saw the entire room was bare. 
 
    Alan sat on the bed and opened bedside drawers. They were empty too. 
 
    “So, baby, what do you think of the way the house is decorated? Do you like it?” 
 
    “No, it’s ridiculous.” I sat on the bed too. “It’s so 1980’s, Alan. Suits your dad though, I suppose.” 
 
    “He moved out,” Alan said simply. 
 
    I stared back, confused. 
 
    “He moved into Brisbane. I think he’s going to give us this house. And the cars. Everything!” 
 
    “Give it to us?” Whatthefuck? Did he just say give us the house? 
 
    “I’m not sure exactly yet. I’ve got to meet with him next week. I don’t know about actually signing anything over or whatever, but I asked how long we could stay here and he said indefinitely. And you can refurnish if you wanted to, any way you like. He must have known you didn’t like it much.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’ve told him plenty of times, Alan. We always joke about him being ‘old fashioned but not old fashioned enough to be stylish’, haha.” 
 
    “Huh. Well, that’s what he said anyway. Indefinitely, if we want. As long as we look after his cats.” 
 
    “His cats?” I patted the one who had jumped on the bed with us. “I love the cats.” 
 
    Alan opened the balcony doors and walked out. I followed. There was a sweeping view of the moonlit beach and city lights in the distance. Alan collected me into a cuddle from behind. 
 
    “I don’t know what the fuck’s going on, baby. Dad asked me about going back to uni and shit too. I think he wants me to run part of his business or something. I reckon he was setting us up for way more than your sex thing at the mine. It was always fucking weird how he asked us to come and house-sit, wasn’t it?” 
 
    I pulled my husband’s arms around tight against a cool ocean breeze. I had no idea what the hell was going on either, but I liked it. A lot! 
 
    “I’m thinking we go minimalist, ultra-modern, Alan. Marble and lots of plants. Let’s get some shirtless muscle guys to take all this shit away and we’ll go shopping with my awesome new pay checks!” 
 
    **The End ** 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Sorry Oral Only 
 
    George 
 
    Yeah good on ya, man, you just stay the fuck out there. 
 
    I was sitting by my dining room window looking at my wife’s brother in-law in his car on the phone. He had sent in his wife to drop off their kid. His wife Gail and my wife Lara are identical twin sisters. That’s the extent of what we have in common. It was a good thing he’d decided to stay in the car, and the girls knew it. 
 
    Lara and Gail were chatting away in the kitchen. I resumed shopping online for new glasses. I looked over the pair I was wearing as my sister in-law approached and caught her runaway child. As she bent to pick little Ben up, her dress gaped and I got a quick flash of her tits. 
 
    Gail was braless in a pretty fitted blouse. They were headed out for dinner. It was their anniversary and we would be looking after young Ben for the night and through the weekend. 
 
    That was an interesting difference between the sisters, I noted – apart from hair style. It seemed Gail’s tits were perhaps a little less firm than Lara’s. She had breastfed though, so to be expected. 
 
    They still looked good. Nice dark nipples. Long and fun to suck, I imagined, as I watched the girls chatting in the kitchen. Well, Gail’s nipples looked the same as Lara’s, so yeah – fun to suck. 
 
    Lara had little Ben sitting on her hip now. My sister in-law backed towards me again, still distractedly chatting with Lara. Her baby bag was on one of the chairs at the table where I was sitting. She bent in front of me again, searching for something in the bag. Her top gaped and revealed both tits completely. 
 
    Ooh that’s nice. Just like that, sis. Stay there. 
 
    She glanced before I lifted my eyes from her display. It wasn’t cleavage, it was more than cleavage. I quickly looked back at my screen. The ladies were still chatting. Gail pulled a few wet-wipes from a container and went to clean her child’s snotty face. 
 
    The husband was still on his phone. The girls had made tea. Lara still had little Ben on her hip. My sister in-law brought over my cup of tea. “What you up to there, George?” 
 
    “Just checking out some new glasses.” 
 
    “Oh right, they look good,” Gail said and leant over beside me to look at my screen. 
 
    I turned my head a little and had another look at her tits. I could see one of them clearly and close-up this time. I checked on my wife but she was busy with the kid. I looked up at her sister then followed her gaze back down to her tits. She was blushing and so did I. 
 
    “Aw fuck, Gail.” 
 
    “Hmm – bad boy,” she scolded, pushing my head, and she walked away grinning back at me. 
 
    A couple of minutes later, the arsehole husband was leaning on the horn and my suddenly quite naughty sister in-law was gone. 
 
    I never said anything to Lara – just took her to bed and fucked her good and hard – earning a strange, questioning look the next morning. 
 
    “So, what got into you last night?” she challenged me over breakfast. 
 
    I was about to confess when the neighbour started up his mower right outside the window. 
 
    “Oh my god, it’s too early for that! Go and say something!” Lara complained. 
 
    “Baby, it’s nearly ten. It’s not that early.” 
 
    This was an ongoing dispute. The mower was the current issue, but Lara had no time at all for our neighbour. He’d been living there for nearly six months and had hardly even acknowledged us. He was a bit older, maybe early 40s, we figured. He was a bit overweight and often unshaven. We hadn’t figured out what he did for a living. He seemed to always be home but rarely outdoors at all. His lawn needed mowing, that was for sure. Apparently he worked online as some kind of academic editor or something. 
 
    Lara left me in a huff to go see to little Ben. I saw another of my neighbours on his front steps and went over to say hi. 
 
    “George, how’s it going?” 
 
    I sat down with my coffee. “Hey, Bazza, good mate. Saw Lara’s sister’s tits last night.” 
 
    “Huh? Gail’s? What the fuck!” 
 
    “I know, cute little one’s too. Great nips.” 
 
    “Oh yeah, sooo..?” 
 
    I sipped my coffee. “So what?” 
 
    “So are they like.. you know.. identical? In that way too?” 
 
    “Haha, yeah none of your fucking business, man.” 
 
    “Aw come on, you can tell me.” 
 
    “Yeah, never occurred to me, dude.” 
 
    “Ha, bullshit!” 
 
    I just grinned at my buddy. “She showed them to me, man. She fucking knew I was looking and she showed them to me.” 
 
    “Yeah but like..?” 
 
    “Like, down her top. She had no bra on and flashed me good, man. I think she was getting off on it.” 
 
    The front screen door opened and Bazza’s wife came out. “Hi, George, is he here yet?” 
 
    “Yeah, he’s here. Kept us up half the night.” 
 
    “Oh really. I’m going to say hello. You boys behave.” 
 
    “Cluck cluck!” I teased my buddy. 
 
    “Yeah, man, wait till Lara’s had the little bloke all weekend and has to give him back. You’ll fucking see.” 
 
    “Na, Lara’s been clucking for ages, man. Ever since her sister had one.” 
 
    A fight broke out inside between the children. Bazza and Kelly had two under five. We went in and I hung around until Kelly came back, then I went home and opened my laptop on the lounge while Lara set up a small wading pool for Ben in the front yard and sat watching him play in it. 
 
    Lara was in shorts and a bikini top, sunning herself on the front steps. I could see our reclusive neighbour still doing his lawn and looking over sometimes. 
 
    Lara’s hot. She has long dark hair, a pretty face. She’s got a flat belly and cute little boobs. There wasn’t much bikini top covering them. It was white and her nipples were poking quite obviously as the guy from next door had another good look at her while she had her head thrust back and her eyes closed for the moment. 
 
    Fuck it, I’m just gonna go say hello to the guy. He can’t be that bad. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Lara 
 
    “Hey, baby, looking good,” my husband said, squeezing my shoulder as he passed me sitting on the steps. “I’m just going to say hello.” 
 
    He approached the fence and our neighbour Darren smiled and greeted him. They spoke for a few minutes then George walked around the fence, smiling back at me and offering a bemused shrug. The two of them disappeared into Darren’s man cave garage. I’d seen inside there from sticky-beaking over the fence. Admittedly it was that way when he moved in, but there was a bar and pool table and it all looked so dark and men’s club like. There was a poster of a bikini girl on the wall, along with other signs and number plates and stuff. 
 
    Huh, whatever! 
 
    I forgot about them and joined my little nephew playing in the pool for a while. I took Ben shopping and had fun pretending to be a mum. It was cool parking in the special parents-with-pram section right near the shop doors. 
 
    I hardly saw my husband again all day after stopping in to visit a couple of girlfriends and share my nephew. George cooked and after putting little Ben down we took wine into the bedroom. Chat got around to the topic of our strange neighbour. 
 
    “No, he’s okay, baby. He mostly edits scientific papers and shit. Looks pretty boring. Otherwise his place looks like a typical bachelor joint.” 
 
    “So, no lady friend?” 
 
    George shrugged. “Seems not. He didn’t mention anyone.” 
 
    “And you never asked? God you men are hopeless.” 
 
    “What – why?” 
 
    “Well you could have found out about him for me. Has he ever been married? Any kids?” 
 
    “Um, yeah he mentioned a son and daughter, about our age.” 
 
    “Oh. How old is he then?” 
 
    George grimaced. “Pushing 50, I reckon.” 
 
    “He doesn’t look 50.” 
 
    “A young 50?” 
 
    “Hmm. And kids in their late 20s. So where’s the wife!” I sipped my wine. “And why the hermit carry on – what’s going on there?” 
 
    “He’s just a bit shy, I think.” 
 
    “I see.” 
 
    George frowned in thought. “He’s been living alone for at least 10 years. He mentioned the place before this as being a small apartment – one of those ones for men only.” 
 
    I just looked at my husband. 
 
    “What?” he asked innocently. 
 
    “For men only? Like a halfway house or something?” 
 
    “No, nothing like that. I think it was more like some kind of religious thing, some kind of training school or whatever. His father’s a priest.” 
 
    “Oh okay, that’s alright then. So, he’s not dangerous!” 
 
    “Nup, if I had to have a guess, I’d say broken hearted.” 
 
    I just glared at my husband again. 
 
    “What?” he complained, chuckling. 
 
    “Broken hearted?” 
 
    “Yeah, well, we were talking and he didn’t seem too interested in pubs and shit. He’s not looking to hook up obviously. Plus I saw his computer screen before he quickly shut it down and it was open on a porn site.” 
 
    “Oh really!” 
 
    “Ha, yep, plus he was certainly checking you out in your bikini.” 
 
    I glared again. I’d noticed the guy watching me though. 
 
    “Oh yeah, having a good old look at you, he was.” 
 
    “Hmm, well, he’s in good company, isn’t he?” 
 
    “Huh? What do you mean?” 
 
    “I mean you! Last night! Perving on my sister!” 
 
    “Aw shit, baby. She had her tits out though. Where was I supposed to look?” 
 
    “Hmm, well you weren’t exactly looking away, George.” 
 
    My husband stared me down and chuckled. “Bet blokes at the restaurant they were going to got a good look too.” He shrugged a little. “She was dressed to flash, wasn’t she?” 
 
    I felt myself blush. “Hmm, I don’t know about that exactly.” 
 
    “She must have known, baby.” 
 
    I sipped my wine. “What are you saying, George – are you judging?” 
 
    “Me? No! Hell no, I’m all for it, baby!” 
 
    “Haha, oh really?” 
 
    “Yeah that was hot.” 
 
    “Hmm, was it now! And how would you feel if I dressed that way?” I tried curiously. 
 
    My husband stopped grinning. He held my gaze but took a moment to answer. 
 
    “You mean if we were going out?” 
 
    I felt myself blush. I nodded a little, swallowed. 
 
    This was suddenly very interesting. 
 
    George took a breath. He nodded a little too, glanced at my chest. “I reckon I’d be okay with it.” 
 
    My blush intensified. “Really?” 
 
    George gulped. “I don’t know – I guess.” 
 
    My blush deepened with an idea. “What if it was just on screen, like while I’m Skyping with Kelvin in a minute?” 
 
    “With Kelvin!” 
 
    My husband was frowning now. Kelvin is my sister’s husband. The guys don’t get on at all. I quite like my brother in-law, he’s a dick but he’s pretty hot. 
 
    “Well, you saw Gail’s. Fair’s fair!” I tried cheekily. I was only teasing but I had to Skype Kelvin anyway and I wasn’t wearing much right then. I would need to put on a robe or something. 
 
    My husband glanced at my chest then back up. I had already showered for bed and had on pyjama shorts and a thin lace trim camisole top that buttoned up. I had one button undone but met my husband’s glare as I popped another one. “Like that maybe?” I teased some more. 
 
    “Aw fuck, baby!” 
 
    I slipped a spaghetti string off one shoulder and that side of my top fell away to just catch on my aroused nipple. 
 
    George swallowed hard, still frowning. He looked up from my chest. “Alright, but just quickly. What do you have to call the fuckwit about anyway?” 
 
    “He said he might have some more work for me next week.” I wasn’t blushing anymore. I had turned white. I had not been serious – definitely not. “So, you’re saying I should actually call like this?” I asked curiously. 
 
    “Well, that’s what you said,” George replied, his face draining of colour too. “I mean, if it has to be dipshit fucking Kelvin!” 
 
     “Um..I guess..” 
 
    “Yeah well, this is seriously interesting, baby.” My husband squeezed my shoulders from behind, looking down at my top gaping fully when he did that. “I notice blokes always checking you out anyway. It would be interesting to play up to it a bit, don’t you think?” 
 
    “I do play up to it a little bit, George.” 
 
    “Yeah sure, but what about actually flashing, like we’re talking about, that’d be fucking hot.” 
 
    “Actually flashing?” I repeated – the idea tingling between my legs. 
 
    “Yeah, just like that, but when you fix the shoulder strap, accidentally flash your tit while you do it.” 
 
    “Mmm.. George!” 
 
    “Go on, baby, just do it, eh?” my husband breathed into the side of my neck as he kissed me there. “Let fuckwit have a look at you. I know he wants to.” 
 
    I was in a daze now. George backed away and sat off to one side. I opened my laptop on the bed and called my brother in-law. I adjusted my image to just my face. He answered immediately. 
 
    “Hey, Lara, how’s it going?” 
 
    I swallowed and took a breath. “Good.” 
 
    “Hey, Lars, how’s Benny treating you?” my sister called out. Her smiling face then appeared behind Kelvin’s. 
 
    “He’s great. We had a big day. He’s sound asleep.” 
 
    “Oh good. I wasn’t worried. We might have to extend to a week, I can get used to this again.” 
 
    “Um no, little visits are good. We’ll see you tomorrow!” I told my sister. 
 
    “Haha, yeah lucky bitch. Your day will come.” 
 
    Gail left and Kelvin started going on about the work he had lined up for me. It was coming up end of financial year and tax time. I usually helped out for a week or two as I have some bookkeeping experience and skills. It’s good money and a short stint once a year is about enough of that kind of thing for me. Accounting makes my head hurt. 
 
    “So, starting next Wednesday then, 10am?” he concluded with. 
 
    “Okay ten is good.” George was motioning anxiously for me to do something. “Is that other guy going to be there again?” I asked Kelvin, and I shifted, sitting back a little from the laptop. 
 
    “Err, um, oh Sid? Yeah, yeah, he’ll be there.” 
 
    “Oh okay that’s good then,” I said, scrunching my upper arms and clutching an elbow, with an arm across my front. I could see I was showing my top half on screen now but I was off centre. I leant forward and adjusted the laptop, my top gaping and the camera zooming down my front. 
 
    “Oh fuck yeah,” Kelvin groaned under his breath and quickly checked around himself before staring back at me with his eyes lowered from my face. 
 
    I had shrugged a shoulder string down my arm. “Ooh sorry, I’m ready for bed.” 
 
    “Fuck no, don’t be sorry.” 
 
    “Hmm!” I felt myself blushing pretty badly. 
 
    “Ooh those are nice,” my brother in-law went on. “Don’t worry, Gail’s in the shower.” 
 
    “Hmm, well, she’s worse than me anyway,” I said, and I glanced at my husband then did as he wanted. I took hold of my shoulder string and ‘accidentally’ lowered it, flashing my breast, before lifting it back to my shoulder. 
 
    “Yes, very fucking nice. You girls really are twins, aren’t you.! Sort of makes it nearly okay to get a little look.” 
 
    “Hmm, does it really?” I was fiddling with my top. “You’re as bad as George, Kelvin.” 
 
    “Haha, did he get a look last night? Our waiter certainly did.” 
 
    “Yes, I’m sure the waiter would have. I told Gail she should have worn a bra.” 
 
    “Na, boring! Nothing wrong with spicing it up a bit.” 
 
    “Hmm, well, I think I’d better go before we both get into trouble.” 
 
    “Aw come on. Just wait a few seconds before you shut me down then okay? Lean forward and count to five before you click.” 
 
    “Kelvin!” I rolled eyes and just blushed deeper as I did as instructed and leant forward. 
 
    “Oh fuck yeah!” my brother in-law groaned. 
 
    I was propped on my hands with my head out of shot and both breasts fully exposed on screen. I looked up from my husband massaging his cock through his boxers. 
 
    “Yeah hold like that,” the husky voice came from my sister’s husband. “Fuck those are nice, Lars.” 
 
    I couldn’t speak but couldn’t move either. I had my shoulders scrunched and did that more as I looked down at my display. 
 
    “Come to work braless for us on Wednesday, yeah?” Kelvin went on. 
 
    I gulped hard and took a big breath. “Um, don’t think so,” I squeaked and closed my laptop in his face.  
 
    I sat back as my husband crawled over me. We lifted and kicked off clothing, and he entered me easily, I was so slick and he was so hard. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    George 
 
    I lay awake late that night with Lara asleep cuddled to my chest. I didn’t know what the fuck I’d been thinking to get her to flash arsehole Kelvin, but I was still pumped from the experience of another man checking out my wife’s bare tits. 
 
    Kelvin had been convenient is all. I hated the dude and regretted that it had been him, but he served the purpose. Plus I kind of agreed with him that Lara and Gail being twins sort of made it okay, in a weird kind of way. Also with me having seen Gail’s.. well, Lara was right about fair being fair. 
 
    I woke alone in the morning but got an interesting surprise when Lara returned from the local shops with her nipples poking at a little stretch cotton top. It was painted on, her tits clearly defined and jiggling beneath it. 
 
    She gave me a smile but looked away quickly as she walked past and into the kitchen with her bag from the bakery. I followed and grabbed her from behind, having a feel. 
 
     “Ooh yeah, this is good, baby.” 
 
    “Mmm, you like?” 
 
    “I say we take them out this morning, get them inspected again.” 
 
    “Oh yeah, inspected huh? By whom?” 
 
    Lara was squirming up and down my shaft as I played with her and tweaked her nipples. I hadn’t dressed yet and came out of the fly of my boxers. She lifted her bottom and guided me under the back of her mini skirt. “Oh fuck,” I groaned as she swallowed me with her pussy. I sucked on the back of her neck. “Baby, where’s your fucking panties?” 
 
    “Hmm, I forgot to put them on.” 
 
    There was a loud knock at the door. “You there, George?” 
 
    It was Bazza from across the road. Lara glared back over her shoulder at me, grimacing and biting down on her smile. 
 
    “Yeah, man, just a minute!” I called out. 
 
    “What the fuck you doing?” Bazza called back and the front screen door squeaked then slammed shut. 
 
    This was nothing unusual, Bazza always barged in. 
 
    Lara lifted her bottom and pushed off of me. I ducked into the laundry and pulled on a pair of jeans from the dirty washing. 
 
    “Hi, Bazza,” Lara said. 
 
    “Ooh, hey, Lars, bit cold is it?’ 
 
    “Haha!” 
 
    “No, don’t mind me.” 
 
    “But I do mind you.” 
 
    “Hey, man, what’s up?” I said, entering the kitchen to find my friend leaning over the counter watching my wife unpack her bakery bag. 
 
    Lara’s nipples were almost visible through the thing yellow fabric of her top. I could smell her arousal – my cock still wet from it. 
 
    “Just wanted to see if you were up for the driving range this morning?” Bazza said, without taking his eyes off Lara. 
 
    “Sure, why not,” Lara replied. “Can I come?” 
 
    “Fuck yeah!” Bazza looked from Lara to me and back again. “Kent’s meeting us there, is that okay?” 
 
    Kent is Bazza’s stuck-up older brother. He’s a banker or something and full of himself. The thought of him getting a look at Lara was interesting. 
 
    “We could have turns watching Ben at the playground,” Lara said, cuddling up to me. 
 
    There was a playground for kids at the driving range. Ben is a bit young of course and would need constant supervision. Which would leave Lara with Bazza and his brother, bending over to place another golf ball each time she had a swing. 
 
    Bazza walked into the living room to answer his phone. I kissed my wife’s lips. “What will you wear, baby?” 
 
    “Um.. well you know what Bazza’s like, but what about Kent – would you want to let him have a look at me?” 
 
    “Definitely!” I stroked my wife’s pretty hair and touched her face. “Wear something that opens up when you bend down, yeah?” 
 
    “I could wear my green shirt. I was thinking about trying that one if you wanted to do it again.” 
 
    “Oh yeah, and braless?” 
 
    Lara nodded. “Uh huh, if you want.” 
 
    “Fuck yeah, I want.” I kissed my wife again. “I’ll just come along and look after Ben, let the guys have you.” 
 
    “Mmm, bad boy!” 
 
    “Yeah and you love it, don’t you!” 
 
    “Um, little bit.” 
 
    “Aw fuck, my cock won’t go down.” 
 
    “Do you want me to suck it?” 
 
    “No, I wanna wait till we do this now. I want to build up and give you a huge fucking mouthful.” 
 
    “Mmm, promises!” 
 
    “Alright, Kent’s on his way. Are you guys ready?” 
 
    I grabbed a quick coffee while Lara got changed. Bazza rode with us, hanging back over the passenger seat chatting with Lara and checking her out as we drove. 
 
    I got my first good look at her tits when she was getting Ben out of the car, bending over to see to him and lifting him onto her hip. 
 
    I spent the first little while with the guys, pinging a bucket of balls out into the field. Then I went and relieved my wife at the playground and sent her back for these other guys to enjoy. She had buttons done up all the way but undid two of them while we had a little cuddle goodbye. She’d only had one button undone in the car and that had been plenty. 
 
    “Fuck they’re going to get a good look, baby.” 
 
    “I know, and my panties are already soaked,” Lara breathed into my ear. “You wait till we get home!” 
 
    “Aw fuck,” I groaned as she left me standing there. 
 
    The guys were waiting, watching her approach. It was too far to see much but as soon as she bent down to put the first ball on a tee, the pair of them were tilting in to get a look at her tits. There was another couple of dudes tilting their heads to get a look up her mini skirt from behind. 
 
    She hadn’t changed her skirt. I had noticed her panties were pink. 
 
    The whole line of about a dozen blokes were checking her out as she hit through her bucket of balls. She was the only woman over there. 
 
    I tried to keep my mind off what was going on and keep my cock down. Not a good look at a children’s playground, I figured. It was an excruciating hour but this whole new idea of letting other dude’s check out my wife was more than a little bit arousing. 
 
    As soon as I got Lara back home, I pulled her into the bedroom and fucked her, pulling out and pumping a huge load of cum into her teasing fuckin’ mouth.   
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    George 
 
    That afternoon I was sitting on the lounge with my laptop. I could see Lara on the front step in the sun, little Ben in his wading pool. There was a loud bang and suddenly our neighbour Darren flashed across the front door and scooped Ben out of the pool. He went flying through the air and rolled, thumping hard against our sandstone block fence, just as a car hurtled the fence and took out the wading pool, smashing into the front of our house. 
 
    Lara was screaming. I was stunned but sprung out the door and grabbed hold of her. The car was empty, had seemingly rolled down the quite large hill we were at the base of. There was no smoke or fire. It was just a crumpled mess, having hit our sandstone front wall. 
 
    The police and an ambulance arrived – neighbours gathered around. The only injury was one of Darren’s arms, which had a pretty bad cut, his shoulder dislocated as well. Little Ben ended up toddling away from him laughing. 
 
    I was a zombie all day and still stunned later that night. It had been eight hours since it happened and I couldn’t seem to get my mind to clear. The image just kept on replaying over and over in my head – like it had happened in super slow motion, even though it had all taken place in just a few seconds. 
 
    I could close my eyes and see clearly the image of our neighbour, Darren, diving through the air doing like this forward roll then plucking little Ben out of his wading pool. Then doing another tumble and sideways roll, holding the child tight and protecting him as they thumped into the two foot block fence. Then there was the screaming of a woman across the road and then the loud crashing sound of the car bouncing off the top of the fence and landing fully on top of the wading pool. 
 
    I opened my eyes and took a breath. It was the thousandth time today I had replayed the image and it still made my heart pound. I took another long gulp on my rum and coke and turned back from the bar with the drinks I had just made. 
 
    Darren and I were more than half drunk. Lara was still in shock. Little Ben was home with his parents. 
 
    “So there’s got to be something you want,” I said, trying to get back to the serious talk we were supposed to be having. Although I was slurring my words. “Now, Darren! What about that old bomb you drive, buddy? I could get you a great deal.” I looked to Lara for confirmation of this. “Couldn’t I, honey? I could get you the best fucking deal on a new Ford.”  
 
    “No, look there’s really no need,” Darren replied. He was holding his liquor a little better than me but he was sagging in his seat and he seemed to wander off with his train of thought. “You know what I could really use right now is a woman,” he declared, suddenly lifting his shoulders. “Now that – George old boy old pal – is what this here individual could really use!” 
 
    “Done!” I declared instantly, waving a finger about as I continued. “We’re going online right now. Honey, where’s the computer? We’re going online right now and pick out a woman for the best damn guy in the whole fucking city!” 
 
    “You’re not going online for anything. You’re drunk!” Lara adjudicated. “Stop talking rubbish.” 
 
    “It’s not rubbish,” I went on slurring and patting her knee. “Darren here wants a woman and by gosh we’re going to buy him one!” 
 
    Darren picked his head back up, looking kind of green. “Ooh I’d better go home,” he said. “Think this alcohol isn’t mixing so well with my pain killers.” 
 
    I followed as Lara walked him to the door and out onto the front porch. She caught his arm. “Darren, what can I say? Thank you so much,” she sobbed. “Little Ben.” She broke down crying. 
 
    “Now, now, it’s okay,” Darren offered warmly as he hugged her. “Cook me up a big slab of that Lasagne and we’ll call it even.”  
 
    “Okay, but that won’t get us anywhere near even!” Lara said with her sobs giving way to a giggle as he turned to leave. “I’ll bring it over tomorrow afternoon,” she called after him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Lara 
 
    That night I tossed and turned and barely slept at all, but by the next afternoon the shock and disbelief was subsiding and I just felt so thankful for being spared such a tragedy. 
 
    I took our neighbour his Lasagne and thanked him again, as I intended to every time I saw him for the rest of my life. George came home from work early to check on me and we ended up in the bedroom where tension gave way to passion and we fucked like crazy. 
 
    “Maybe we could set Darren up with a date,” I suggested as we were cuddling afterwards. “What about Margaret or Veronica?” 
 
    “He doesn’t want a date,” George replied emphatically.  
 
    “How do you know? Last night he said he needs a woman.” 
 
    “That was the rum talking. He’s shit scared of women.” 
 
    “What? Why?” 
 
    George shrugged. “It’s something to do with his ex.” 
 
    “Why, did he say something about her?” I asked with interest as I looked up from my husband’s chest. 
 
    “Yeah, I asked about her yesterday and he shut me up pretty quick. He said he hasn’t been out with a woman since and joked that all he needs is an occasional blowjob anyway.” 
 
    “A blowjob, huh?” I giggled. “Maybe we should set him up with Julie then.” 
 
    George laughed. “Or we could just send him a hooker – same thing.” 
 
    “No it’s not, Julie’s just very friendly. But a hooker sounds like a good idea!” 
 
    “Yeah well there’s nothing stopping him if he wants one. It’s none of our business.” 
 
    “Yes, I know. But I’d like to do something for him.” I sobbed a little as I thought of what had happened again. 
 
    George held me and stroked my face. “Well you did, honey. You made him Lasagne and you’re going to cook for him until his arm’s healed aren’t you?” 
 
    “Yeah I guess,” I uttered, conceding to let the point go at that, although I secretly resigned myself to finding out more about this fear of women thing. 
 
    * 
 
    The next morning I knocked on Darren’s door. 
 
    “Hi. Come in,” he said cheerily. “It was a great Lasagne – thanks!” He had gone in the kitchen to get the dish. 
 
    I followed and sat at his table. “Can I have a coffee please?” I asked sweetly. There was a pot brewing. 
 
    He poured me one and refilled his own. “So, how’s the little fellow – no after effects?” 
 
    “He’s fine. My sister said he still thinks it was fun.” I took a sip of coffee then met my new friend’s eyes. “So, why are you scared of women, Darren? What happened with your ex-wife?” 
 
    He blushed like a nerve had been hit. Then he paused for a moment, deliberating it seemed. Then he shrugged. “She cheated on me – dumped me for another man.”  
 
    “Oh I see, that sucks,” I offered. “Were you married long when she did it?” 
 
    “Twenty years. And that was ten years ago now.” 
 
    “And you don’t date?” I probed shamelessly. 
 
    Darren shrugged. “I don’t know. Getting dumped and replaced kind of fucks with a guy’s confidence.” 
 
    I pondered that for a moment before pressing on. 
 
    “So, you haven’t been on any dates at all since then? You haven’t been with another..?” 
 
    “Haven’t even kissed another woman yet,” the man confessed with a pathetic little shake of his head. 
 
    I reacted without thinking and leant across the corner of the table and kissed his lips. I kissed him softly and when he responded a little and parted his lips I complied with that. Then I sat back down and smiled cheekily. “So now you HAVE kissed another woman.”  
 
    He met my smile and nodded. “That I have,” he said rather triumphantly. Then there appeared a glint in his eye and he grinned quite cheekily back at me. “Any chance of another one?” 
 
    “Umm – no! But I could probably fix you up with a date if you want to come over for dinner tonight.” 
 
    The glint in his eye vanished. “No. In all seriousness I’d just choke. I’ve tried dating a few times but as soon as there’s a real chance of being with a woman I just lose my fucking nerve instantly.” 
 
    “Well why not just come over for dinner and we’ll keep it casual – no pressure!” 
 
    He got up and rinsed his cup then stood wringing his hands nervously. “No – really I um..” He just shook his head. “Thanks, Lara, but I don’t think so.” 
 
    I had to get back. “Okay then,” I offered with concern. “It was a nice kiss though. You seem like a nice guy.” 
 
    “Thanks.” He smiled. “And thanks for the kiss. At least the last woman I’ve kissed isn’t a bitch now.” 
 
    * 
 
    That night in bed I cuddled up to my husband’s chest again. My mind had been ticking over all day. 
 
    “It would be nice to help Darren out with his women problem,” I started. “I see what you mean about him being scared. Although I think it’s more about confidence than fear.” 
 
    “Yeah, whatever, honey. Try and fix him up with someone if you want.” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess,” I uttered, twirling chest hair and playing with it. Then after a while when my husband’s breathing had steadied and it sounded like he was nearly asleep I went on. “But the problem is his confidence is so low he won’t even try.” 
 
    George yawned. “Well not much you can do about that – unless you want to pay him a special visit yourself.” 
 
    “What?” I asked, blushing all the way down to my toes. “What’s that supposed to mean, George?” 
 
    George didn’t answer. His fingers were moving upon my shoulder, though. His breathing had changed too – quickening, with his heart thumping a bit, I noticed. 
 
    “What do you mean for me to pay him a special visit, George – are you being serious?” I peered up to see my husband’s eyes were open and staring at the ceiling. “I’m just curious to know what you meant. I’m not angry.” 
 
    “I don’t think I meant it seriously, darling. I was only joking, but after I said it, it kind of hit me.” 
 
    “Oh..! What do you mean, it hit you?” 
 
    “Just that it’s pretty freaky but kind of interesting too. Just the idea of it, after what we’ve been doing.” 
 
    “Oh I see.” 
 
    I didn’t really see. I was reeling – didn’t know what I was thinking. The kiss with our much older neighbour was still exciting me though. I wasn’t going to tell George about that. 
 
    He stroked my hair. “To be honest, I’ve actually thought about this kind of thing before, baby. About letting some other dude possibly even get with you.” 
 
    I was tingling all over now. “Really?” 
 
    “Yeah, I watch porn videos with that.. with dudes sharing their wives. It’s pretty hot. Just the idea of watching you getting it from some other man.”  
 
    I expelled a big breath. “Me too. Not porn, but hot romance books. Which is the equivalent to your pics and videos.” 
 
    George kissed my hair. “I think it’s more psychological. More about something different and taboo, I suppose.” 
 
    “Absolutely. I think taboo is a big part of what excites me about my books. Not that the stories have taboo sex or anything. Just that being happily married and fantasising about a hunky new man feels really naughty.” 
 
    George chuckled. “So you ARE as bad as me. That’s cool. Good to know.” 
 
    “Hmm, I’m sure I’m every bit as bad as you.” 
 
    “Yeah, and what about Darren, baby? That’s what I’m sort of half thinking. If we really want to help boost his confidence with women, we could let him get closer to you, couldn’t we?” 
 
    “Umm, really?” My heart pounded at the thought. “I actually gave him a tiny kiss today because he said his ex-wife was the last woman he had kissed.” 
 
    “You did? You kissed him?” 
 
    “Uh huh. Is that bad?” 
 
    “No, I’m okay with that, baby. How did he react?” 
 
    “He was happy about it. He took it as friendly. We were talking about him and women, so things were already kind of open and almost intimate. It would have been easy to rub up his leg and initiate more.”  
 
    My husband chuckled. “Yeah, all you’d have to do is put your hand on it. If he’s like the rest of us, a woman only has to grab it and we stop anything else we’re doing.” 
 
    My blush was heating my face again. “Well, I don’t think I’d have any trouble giving him one of those handjobs you guys seem to like so much – if we decided. He’s a nice enough guy. It wouldn’t be horrible for me or anything.” 
 
    “Okay – well that’s good. There needs to be some physical attraction. You could probably even wear something a little bit sexy – maybe let him touch your breasts if you went braless.” George stroked and kissed my hair. “Or even let him see them – what do you think?” 
 
    “I could wear something strapless. I’ve got a few tops that just pull down.” 
 
    “Yeah, that’d be perfect, baby. Let him look at them and have a feel while you’re stroking. That’s making me so fucking hard just thinking about it.” 
 
    “And just with my hand?” I asked, fiddling with chest hair. “No oral at all? Not even a little bit?” 
 
    My husband took a moment to respond. “Oral huh? That’s an interesting idea too.” 
 
    “Interesting? How interesting, George?” 
 
    “For you to suck some other man’s cock. Yeah – that’s seriously interesting, baby.” George softly kissed the top of my head again. “I think I like that idea a lot.” 
 
    “Mmm – really?” I moaned. “I bet he’d really enjoy that. I could do it so nice for him – much nicer than just with my hand.” I peered up smiling. “And less mess too!” 
 
    “Oh yeah? Less mess huh? So, you’d finish him in your mouth?”   
 
    I giggled. “Well I know how much YOU love that.” 
 
    George met my lips. He kissed me deeply but broke off. “If you’re going to be sucking some other dude’s cock, baby, I definitely think you should swallow his load.” 
 
    “You do?” I uttered into another kiss. “I’ve never tasted another grown man’s cum before. I’m actually quite curious to see if it tastes the same.” 
 
    George chuckled gravely. “Yeah? And you’ve thought about it before?” 
 
    “Uh huh,” I uttered as my husband worked his way on top of me and between my legs. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    George 
 
    The next morning I woke alone, with Lara having left for an early morning jog. I was fine with what we’d talked about last night. I’d been fantasising for the past year or so about letting some other dude get with my wife. It scared the shit out of me but I wanted to try it. I wanted to experience that angst and be on that extreme fucking edge. I was way ahead of myself in fantasy though and didn’t know how real any of this was. 
 
    I was in my office at work when I got a call from her. 
 
    “Hey, baby, how was your morning?” 
 
    “It was okay, but I can’t stop thinking about it.” 
 
    “Yeah me too. You should only do what you feel comfortable with though, baby. I have to admit I’m pretty nervous about the idea of you going over there to see the guy. I’ll be doing it a bit tough not knowing what’s happening exactly. But I can handle it. I’ll be supportive of whatever happens, sweetheart.” 
 
    “Okay.” Lara’s voice was soft now. “I’ve just picked out something to wear so far. It’s a white halter neck dress that I wear around the pool and that. It just ties behind my neck, so it’s easy to pull the string. And it also shows a bit at the sides with no bikini under it.” 
 
    I swallowed hard. “Yeah, I know the one. That’s pretty sexy. You look great in it.” 
 
    “Hmm thank you. Let’s hope Darren thinks so too. I sort of hope he might take a bit of initiative if I let him have another kiss. I’m thinking about getting him to sit on the couch with me and asking him if he’d like to kiss me again. That way he’d be sort of on top, and maybe his natural male instincts will go to work if he has a submissive female beneath him.” 
 
    I swallowed hard again. My cock was erect under my desk. “Umm – yeah – sounds good, sweetheart.” 
 
    “Yes, but are you sure, George? Are you sure this isn’t a mistake? Maybe we should wait and think about it some more.” 
 
    “I don’t want to think about it, baby. Let’s spice things up, okay? Let’s just try something without overthinking it. I think this is a perfect chance with someone we know is a nice enough guy. And with what he did for us and the fact that something like this could really help him out in return. We may never get an ideal situation like this again. I’m seriously ready to bite the bullet and let this happen if you’re willing, baby.” 
 
    “Uh huh,” Lara uttered. “I’m willing, George. I don’t know how far I will want to let things go exactly, but I’ll go and see him soon. Should I call you afterwards?” 
 
    “No, that’s okay. I’ll be home by five.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll make sure I’m back before then. Bye, George.” 
 
    “Bye, sweetheart, I’ll see you tonight.” 
 
    I rocked back in my chair in a bit of a daze, picturing my wife being felt up by the guy next door. This was it. She was actually going to do it. I didn’t know what was going to happen with this guy. He seemed easy going enough, but what if he was aggressive and forceful with a woman? He could be for all I knew. 
 
    Am I prepared for my wife actually being fucked by another man? 
 
    She keeps her pussy waxed and only a tiny bush that doesn’t conceal her at all. I imagined as an older man, the guy would love that. If he got a hand down her panties there’d be no stopping him from there. 
 
    My wife has always been quite submissive too. I doubted she would resist much if Darren got fingers into her. Her panties would be gone and she’d have her legs spread for him, offering him somewhere to stick his old cock and get a load off. 
 
    She’d take his load alright.. in her pussy or in her mouth. It’ll be up to him where he wants to empty his balls in my wife. She’ll just give it up and I won’t be there to stop him from taking her.  
 
    “Aw fuck!” 
 
    The images were too much. I grabbed my phone and pulled up Lara’s number. I wondered whether it was already too late. I hovered over the green CALL icon. I nearly pressed it but didn’t. 
 
    I huffed nervously and placed my phone on the desk. The screen shut off with Lara’s number still displayed. I dropped my head to my hands, leaning on my desk looking at the phone. “Aw fuck,” I groaned again. “Just do this, man. Let her go see the guy – let him fuck her if that’s what’s going to happen.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Lara 
 
    It was getting on 3 in the afternoon by the time I had worked up the courage to go and visit our neighbour. I plucked at the edges of my dress – the garment backless to my waist and showing the sides of my breasts. Being only an A-cup, my boobs are still perky. I smoothed down my hips and bottom, quite proud of my figure and used to dressing to show off a little. 
 
    My phone jingled. It was George. 
 
    “Hey, baby, how’s it going?” he started weakly. “Have you been over yet?” 
 
    “No, I’m just about to. I’m pretty nervous. More than I thought I would be.” 
 
    George cleared his throat. “Are you having second thoughts, sweetheart?” 
 
    “I have been. And third thoughts, and fourth ones. How about you?” 
 
    “Yeah me too. But I feel better again talking to you. I almost wish you had already done it. I want to back out but I also don’t want to.” 
 
    I was blushing, my heart fluttering. “I know what you mean. I don’t know if I’m more nervous or excited, or just plain scared. I keep looking at my wedding rings.” 
 
    “I know.” George huffed a breath. “I keep picturing the guy kissing you and getting a hard-on. Now I’m going to be picturing your wedding rings sliding up and down his cock – his cum ending up all over them.” 
 
    I squeezed my thighs together, squirming at the thought. “Hmm. That’s just turning me on saying stuff like that, George. Are you saying you DO want me to use that hand or you don’t?” 
 
    George chuckled uncertainly. “I do AND I don’t, baby. I think something like that would be a huge boost for our sex lives, though. Just talking about it in bed together and that.” 
 
    My husband fell silent. I waited for his next thought – whether it would be over the brink or pulling back. I could hear him breathing. 
 
    “I guess one thing I was just thinking before is that it might be best if Darren doesn’t know about me. That he doesn’t know that I know you’re getting friendly with him. I think it would be less complicated if it was kind of secret.” 
 
    “Yes, I thought that too, George. I thought I could say that we’re thinking about playing around, so he knows we’re open to experimenting like that. And that would make anything that happens less outrageous. I mean, so that he doesn’t feel like he’s ruining a marriage or anything.” 
 
    “Yeah, and he’d also see anything you did with him as nothing too special. I like that idea,” George declared. “It would be good if he thinks he’s just another dude you’re experimenting with.” 
 
    “Yes, it would keep things light,” I agreed, thinking that through. “I’ll tell him we’re trying to spice things up after being married for so long and having gotten together right out of school. But I’ll also tell a fib and not let on that you know I’m visiting him.” 
 
    “Okay, sweetheart, that’s good. I have to go, though. Are you going to see him right now?” 
 
    “Yes, I was about to leave when you called. He’s out the back watering his garden.” I could see Darren through my bedroom window. “I’m going to leave my phone at home, okay, George. Last chance to stop me?” 
 
    “I’m not going to stop you, baby.” My husband huffed a big breath. “I’ll see you in a few hours.” 
 
    “Okay bye.” I clicked off my phone and looked at myself in the mirror again. I plucked my skin-tight little dress down and turned away. I had baked cookies and had a selection of them in a plastic container on the kitchen counter. I collected that and refused to think anymore as I left via my front door and walked around to our neighbour’s side gate. 
 
    “Hi, Darren. How are you today? How is your arm?” 
 
    “Lara, hi!” He turned off his hose and opened the gate. “It’s not too bad. It aches a bit at night but the pain killers work. I’m trying not to take too many.” 
 
    “I baked cookies. Are we having coffee?” I asks as I was ushered up onto the back deck. 
 
    I could feel the guy’s eyes, and they flashed up from my bottom as I glanced back at him. My dress was to mid-thigh. I had on pretty lace panties beneath it, the crotch of them damp from the talk with my husband. 
 
    Darren made our coffee while I sat at his dining table going on about the weather and how nice his gardens looked. He carried the two cups in one hand and placed them on the table. His eyes flashed down to my breasts as he sat. My nipples were firm now, my stretch cotton dress holding to their shape. The fact I had no bra on was obvious. Darren’s cheeks were flushed as he averted his gaze from down there. 
 
    “So, work gave me three weeks off. That’s a bonus,” he said, sipping his coffee. 
 
    I opened the cookie container and took one. “Good. That means I get to bug you in the afternoons while George’s at work. I get to try out all my cooking and you have to be nice and say how awesome it is.” 
 
    “It IS awesome. I nearly ate that whole lasagne last night. Filled up so much I could hardly move.” 
 
    “Well good! Men need a big dinner. We still have to find you a woman to use all that extra energy on, though. I’m not giving up so easily on that, you know?” 
 
    Darren chuckled. “I got a kiss yesterday. I’m good for a while on that.” 
 
    I blushed to myself at how obvious I was about to be. “Well you can have another one after if you promise you won’t tell.” 
 
    “Scout’s honour!” Darren tossed back with a smile. 
 
    I giggled. I pressed on with my agenda. “Actually, George and I are thinking about being a bit naughty.” 
 
    “Naughty, in what way?” 
 
    “We’re thinking about maybe erotic massage or something. We’ve got friends who go – they’re married as well. I guess it’s about being kind of stale and wanting to spice things up.” 
 
    Darren nodded thoughtfully. “So, EROTIC massage? For pleasure – not therapeutic at all?” 
 
    I bit a lip and nodded. “With the guy’s one there’s a happy ending, and we girls get to enjoy strong young hands touching us. I’m fine with George getting that. I think he’d be okay with me having fun too.” 
 
    “Wow. That’s great, Lara. More power to you guys for being brave enough to try stuff like that.” 
 
    “I know. It’s scary but exciting. I think it could do wonders for us together.” 
 
    Darren nodded but slipped into his own thoughts. I quietly drank my coffee. We chatted about this and that for a while – our jobs and some local politics. I had remembered an erotic story I read once about a married couple doing erotic massage and told a little white lie just then about us maybe trying it. I was simmering inside and anxious to get back onto talk of sex somehow. When Darren took our cups away I got up and strolled into his living room. 
 
    “It’s nice and cool in here, Darren. It’s kind of dark.” 
 
    Darren joined me. “Yeah, I keep the blinds closed mostly. I don’t like a sunny living room.” 
 
    My heart was thumping. The guy was there at my shoulder. I slipped my hand into his and peered back up at him. “Do you want to sit with me?” 
 
    He swallowed. “Here?” He glanced at the couch. 
 
    I nodded, biting my lip. “George doesn’t get home for a while yet,” I said, sitting on the leather couch and keeping Darren’s hand. 
 
    He sat close beside me, looking at my face. “I like your dress.” 
 
    “You do?” I was still biting a lip. I glanced at the guy’s mouth. 
 
    “I’ve noticed you wearing it before – around your pool.” 
 
    “It’s my favourite for the beach too. It goes well with a bikini.” 
 
    Darren looked down then back up. “It goes well without one too. Can I say that?” 
 
    I smiled. “I think you just did, Darren.” 
 
    “Yeah, but I probably shouldn’t.” 
 
    “Hmm, and here was me hoping for another kiss today. I thought if I wore this I might get one.” 
 
    “You did?” The older man touched my hair. 
 
    I leant into his touch. “Except that kiss yesterday wasn’t fair. Girls like to BE kissed, not to have to do the kissing.” 
 
    “They do?” he breathed into my mouth. 
 
    “Yes. It’s much nicer when the man takes control,” I whispered. 
 
    Darren pressed softly to my lips. I closed my eyes and tilted my head, lifting as he moved over me and pressed more firmly. My heart was fluttering with excitement as I was kissed by a man other than my husband. With the firmness of his mouth against mine, he worked his tongue in. I met it. His swirled around mine. He slipped an arm around me and drew me to his body. His cuddle was strong and I melted into it. He broke off the kiss and stroked my face. I waited, peering up at him, my lips wet and parted. He touched my chin then lowered to me, taking my lips again. 
 
    “You’re so beautiful,” he muttered into my mouth, his hand moving up my body. “Is this okay?” he went on, feeling a breast. 
 
    “Uh huh. Keep kissing me while you do it, though.” 
 
    The man forced his tongue in deep while groping that one breast. I arched up against his hand. He isolated my nipple and tweaked it. I moaned into his mouth. He broke off kissing me again and looked down at what he was doing. I watched his face. He cupped my other breast and thumbed that tight little nipple as well. He met my eyes, grinning. 
 
    “This is nice, Lara. I don’t want to think about how wrong it is.” 
 
    “Uh huh.” I uttered, arching my chest again. “I can’t think at all when you do that.” 
 
    “Yeah?” Darren took my lips again and felt my breast more firmly. He opened his mouth over mine and probed with his tongue. His fingers tugged at the side of my dress then his hand was beneath. “Oh yeah,” he groaned and squeezed my bare tit. He then groped across for the other one. “Yeah, these are nice, Lara. I’ve dreamed of having a feel of them.” 
 
    “You have? Really?” 
 
    “Sure. Of course. You don’t often go braless when you’re in your yard, but occasionally.” 
 
    “Uh huh, but I wanted to today. I hoped you might like that.” 
 
    I arched again as the man continued to feel me up beneath my dress. I pulled the string behind my neck and the fabric fell away from his hand. He tugged it down to reveal me fully. 
 
    “Oh fuck yeah,” he groaned low and bent to suck one tit into his mouth. 
 
    “Uhh..hhh…” I was surprised by that. The stimulation was intense and he lashed my nipple with his tongue and squeezed my other tit firmly. I gripped his hair. “Mmm, Darren, that’s umm… That’s uhhh…hhh.” 
 
    He stopped and grinned up at me. He touched my nipple with the tip of his tongue, teasing it. “Can I fuck you, Lara? I’ve got a pretty serious boner right now. It’s been too long since I’ve had hold of a woman.” 
 
    I blushed. “Umm. We can’t go that far, Darren. Sorry.” 
 
    He nodded. “Yeah, I figured. This is fun, though.” He kissed that nipple then moved to the other, sucking it softly. 
 
    I held his head and arched for him. “I can do something for you though, with my hand.” 
 
    He peered up. “Really?” 
 
    “Yes. Would you like that?” 
 
    He smiled. “Oh yeah!” 
 
    I giggled but caught a breath as he sucked my left tit into his mouth again. He then kissed his way up my chest and neck to take my lips and plunge his tongue in deep. He pressed me back into the couch, getting up over me. I felt for his package, squeezing the underside of his shaft through his shorts. I gripped and stroked it while he continued kissing me passionately, absolutely ravaging my mouth. “Wow that’s so hard,” I said breathlessly. 
 
    “It’s because you feel so good.” The man slid a hand down my front and cupped my crotch through my dress. I couldn’t help opening my legs. His fingers pressed into me and I squirmed down onto them. “You’re so wet,” he breathed into my mouth. 
 
    “I know, but just through my clothes, okay? You can feel me like this but not down my pants.” 
 
    Darren massaged my opening with broad fingers, rubbing me all over down there. He had one finger poking me a bit sometimes. That finger curled upward and isolated my clit. I braced and panted as he worked the sensitive little button. He plunged his tongue back into my mouth and I moaned and gripped the leather beneath me. 
 
    The man broke off that kiss and held my eyes, still massaging my clit. “Can you cum for me like this?” 
 
    I nodded. “Yeah. Just like that and I will.” 
 
    He resumed sucking my tits, moving from one to the other while slowly working my clit and mashing my pussy through my clothes. He didn’t change pace or pressure. He swirled his tongue around one nipple then the other, his fingers squishing my wetness while one of them relentlessly rolled around my clit. 
 
    “Uhh..hhh..hhh…” I finally cried out as my orgasm hit. I hugged the man’s head to my chest and squeezed my thighs together, squirming on his hand as the blissful contractions pulsed through my belly. 
 
    My neighbour kissed his way up to my mouth. “I can do better than that with some tongue.” 
 
    “Hmm. That was already so intense, Darren. And I thought you were just a big shy guy. I didn’t know you knew what you were doing.” 
 
    The man chuckled. “I never said I didn’t know what I was doing. I’m just a bit shy of getting hurt again, Lara. You’re different, though. You don’t scare me at all.” 
 
    “Oh, so I can’t hurt you then? That’s good. That’s actually perfect for this.” 
 
    “Oh yeah, how so?” 
 
    I pushed the guy off me and back against the arm rest of the couch. I squeezed his cock through his shorts again, after having abandoned it during my climax. I smiled at him. “Purely physical is perfect. We can do this sometimes if it’s just for fun. As long as we both know it’s only to spice up my marriage and to get you back into practice.” 
 
    Darren chuckled. “Definitely need some practice.” 
 
    “I know.” I unzipped and felt the guy’s thick shaft through his briefs. I stroked it with a finger nail and peered up from there. “So, this is just some sexy fun while my husband’s at work, right? Just for a little while before you go find a woman of your own?” I popped the button and pulled his shorts open and out of the way. 
 
    He lifted and helped me, pushing at his briefs as well. “Yes, sexy fun while your husband’s not around. I like the sound of that.” 
 
    I giggled but had to catch a breath when the guy’s cock sprung free. It was only average length but quite thick, the circumcised head broad and with a large eyelet already seeping gooey fluid. “Oh my!” 
 
    Darren pulled up his tee-shirt, right the way up to his neck. “This isn’t going to take long, Lara. Your soft little fingers feel amazing already.” 
 
    I gripped and stroked slowly. “Do you like it like this or should I wet it?” 
 
    He surged through my hand. “Hmm. Oh shit that’s good.” 
 
    “So like this huh?” I teased, and I wiped my thumb over the eyelet and used the dripping pre-cum to wet the head a bit. “Wow, this is so hard, Darren. You have a really beautiful cock.” I kissed the eyelet and opened my lips over it, taking the swollen head into my mouth as he surged again. 
 
    I moaned my pleasure and continued sucking while stroking the flexing shaft in concert with the guy’s thrusts. I could feel him building and wondered whether to let him finish in my mouth or not. He was holding me down there and fucking my hand and lips as his excitement began to surge. I decided to just take the load. I squeezed my eyes shut. 
 
    “Oh fuck that’s close now,” he gasped. “That’s really close, Lara. I can’t hold back anymore.” 
 
    I peered up at him, still with his cock in my mouth. 
 
    He grimaced. “Oh fuck yeah!” he cried out, and he surged and held firm. 
 
    I stopped stroking and waited. The shaft throbbed in my hand then a spurt of cum hit the back of my throat. “Oh fuck!” the man groaned, and his cock throbbed powerfully, thick pulses of cum erupting from it and flooding my mouth. 
 
    I had squeezed my eyes shut again but opened them and peered up at the man. I held his gaze and swallowed a huge mouthful of his semen. His dick was still quite firm and I closed my eyes again and resumed sucking it, bobbing my head slowly and working the thick shaft with my lips while cupping and holding his balls, squeezing them softly. 
 
    I kissed my way down his shaft and nuzzled into his ball sac, kissing one heavy nut then the other. “Mmm, is that better?” 
 
    “Oh fuck that was amazing.” 
 
    I held his eyes while continuing to kiss his balls. “You deserve this for what you did, George. I’m happy to suck you off and swallow for you, while we’re doing this.” I touched a ball with my finger nail, stroking one then the other. “Did you like watching me do that? It was a huge mouthful.” 
 
    The man gulped, nodding. “Suck it some more?” 
 
    I felt myself blush a bit. “More?” 
 
    He smirked. “Yeah, like you said – I deserve it.” 
 
    I blushed deeper but took his cock back into my mouth. It was still quite firm. I sucked it, bobbing my head up and down while watching him snarl down at me. 
 
    “That’s it, sweetie, fill those nuts again.” 
 
    I kept watching his face and sucked diligently while fingering my pussy and rubbing my clit. He wound my hair around one of his hands and started fucking my mouth. My orgasm hit hard just as he bucked and held firm again, my hand around his flexing shaft. 
 
    “Mmm,” I moaned as several more heavy pulses of semen gushed up against the roof of my mouth. “Mmm – yummy,” I said and swallowed it down. I then peered up at the guy. He was smiling at me. I kissed the still seeping eyelet of his cockhead. “Is that all now? Are your balls nice and empty?” 
 
    “Yep, I think that was the rest of it.” 
 
    “Well, that was interesting.” I swallowed again and licked my lips. “I’ve always wondered what another man’s semen would taste like – whether or not it would be different to George’s.” 
 
    Darren stroked my hair. “And is it?” 
 
    “I think so. I’m not sure. It could be just that I know it wasn’t his – just a psychological thing.” 
 
    “I was happy to help out with the experiment. Any time!” Darren said with a grin. 
 
    “Hmm, I bet you were happy to help. Even that second time felt like a lot.” 
 
    “I liked watching you. That was sexy.” 
 
    “Was it?” My blush rose again. “Well, I meant it when I said you deserved that.” I gave the soft cock in my hand another squeeze and kissed the head. I then released it and parted my fingers to find more semen stringing between them. I licked each finger clean and sucked my wedding rings, meeting my neighbour’s eyes at that point. 
 
    “That’s so fucking sexy,” he said. 
 
    “Well George and I owe you big time for what you did for us. But that aside, I love that I can help you practice like this. And it’s amazing for me too! I was so scared coming over today, but I just feel satisfied and excited now.” 
 
    “Me too. Very satisfied, and I was scared and excited too. As soon as I saw you in that dress, I wondered if there was a chance of getting hold of you properly – after you kissed me yesterday.” 
 
    “Well, you certainly got hold of me,” I said. “And I should go now, but this doesn’t have to be the only time. Would you like me to come over again tomorrow when George’s at work?” 
 
    “Hell yes! Tomorrow?” 
 
    “Uh huh. About this time again.” I kept my neighbour’s hand as far as his front door. “I’m not sure if I’ll be able to let you fuck me, but we can definitely do this again.” I lifted to kiss his lips. “Can you save up another nice big load for me, please? I really liked that.” 
 
    * 
 
    I was at home preparing dinner and still tingling all over. It had been half an hour and I could still taste the neighbour’s cum. The fingers of my left hand were still a bit sticky. I sucked my wedding rings again and could taste semen quite distinctly. I rested back against the sink and just licked my fingers, wishing I could have let the man fuck me. A car pulled into the driveway, though, and George strode into the house. 
 
    “Hi, George. You’re early!” 
 
    “I couldn’t wait any longer. Did you go and see Darren?” 
 
    “Yes.” I moved close to my husband and held his shirt front. I peered up at his questioning face. “He kissed me and touched me, and I touched him, George. Everything we talked about happened.” 
 
    George gulped. “Everything? You sucked his cock?” 
 
    “Yes, I sucked his cock and swallowed his cum.” I took a breath. “And he sucked my breasts and rubbed my pussy until I came on his fingers.” 
 
    “Yeah – okay – so.” George huffed and gulped again. “So we’ve started it then. You’ve been with another man now.” 
 
    “Uh huh. I’ve been with another man now, George. It feels different already. Just with someone else making me come to life like that – I couldn’t help responding to him when he started touching me.” 
 
    “You seem different to me too, sweetheart. It’s like you have secrets from me now. Between you and him. Another man has a connection with my wife now – a sexual one.” 
 
    I lay my head against my husband’s chest. “It was also really nice, the way he kissed me. He was actually quite forceful with that once he got going. He likes to go really deep with his tongue.” 
 
    “Like porno kissing?” 
 
    “Yeah kind of, I guess. It just felt so strong and masculine, the way he was sticking something in me. It was like being fucked in the mouth with his tongue. And then later he did it with his cock, but just when he was cumming. It was exciting to have my head held a little bit while he was ejaculating in my mouth.” 
 
    My husband took me by the arm. “Bend over for me, baby.” 
 
    “Right here?” I asked. “Now?” 
 
    “Yeah. I need it, baby. Let me fuck you.” 
 
    “Okay, but you’ll have to pull out.” My panties were stripped down my thighs. My husband freed his cock and started probing me with it. I wasn’t fully slick but was wet enough for him to penetrate me. “Uhh.hhh… Just cum up my back okay, George?” 
 
    “Yeah alright,” George gasped and humped me forcefully, pounding into me. 
 
    I gripped the sink and braced against my husband’s thrusts. I hardly had time to start enjoying it before he pulled out and spurted up my back. I then just waited, peering back at him as he caught a few deep breaths and slapped his cock against my bottom. 
 
    My panties were around my ankles, my dress bunched but slipping to cover my gooey back. George put his cock away and fixed his pants. I pulled up my panties. 
 
    “Sorry. I couldn’t help myself,” George said. “Are you okay?” 
 
    I nodded. “It was fine, George. It’s about what I deserved from my husband. I liked it.” 
 
    We looked at each other. George pulled me close with a hand around the back of my neck and kissed me. He then turned and left me standing there. 
 
    I resumed fixing dinner and turned on the TV. George was upstairs and came down after a while freshly showered. We watched a bit of TV together then ate. That night George fucked me again. He did me missionary and I ground myself to orgasm before he pulled out and came on my belly. I rubbed that in and cuddled up to his chest to be stroked. 
 
    “Are you still okay with this, baby?” 
 
    “Definitely. I’m going to be getting fingered and licked out tomorrow if I have my way.” I stroked down my husband’s sweaty chest. “And I’m going to be getting another huge mouthful of cum. Mmm, I can’t wait to taste him again. I hope he produces as much as he did today.” 
 
    “There was really that much? He really cums that hard?” 
 
    “Uh huh. It’s enormous. It’s going to be a challenge swallowing it all, that’s for sure. But I really want to for him. I think I really want to let him get used to it for a while, George. I want to go over every day and do it for him.” 
 
    “Yeah? And you’d rather just suck his cock all the time?” 
 
    “Yes, and for him to touch me – to feel me up and finger me – to let me sit on his face.” 
 
    “Aw fuck, baby, you want to sit on his face?” 
 
    “Uh huh. That’s what I’m going to be doing while you’re at work tomorrow. I’m going to be letting our neighbour lick all up inside me while I cum on his tongue. And then I’m going to let him fuck my mouth again, okay?” 
 
    My husband gulped. “Yeah, okay!” 
 
    I peered up at him in the half light from the lounge room. “Because we owe him, don’t we, George?” 
 
    “Yeah, we owe him,” my husband agreed through a raspy whisper. 
 
    “And I’m the payment, aren’t I?” I went on, tingling all over. 
 
    George nodded. “I want you to suck his cock every day for a month, baby.” 
 
    “For a month?” I asked, squishing my pussy lips together with my thighs, my hand wedged between them. 
 
    “With your tits out and his fingers up your cunt if he wants,” my husband commanded. “Let him play with you while you suck him off and swallow his cum, but don’t let him fuck you okay, baby! Don’t let him fuck you!” 
 
    “Uh huh, I’ll try not to let him,” I agreed, blushing hot and biting down on my smile. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Darren 
 
    I had seen the accident in progress for ten seconds before I knew I had to do something. The car had rolled off the back of a trailer near the top of the hill. It had careered down the middle of the road and swerved towards where the child was playing in the pool in my neighbour’s front yard. I was moving as it hit the gutter and went airborne. I didn’t stop to think. Who would have, right? I was no hero, just happened to be in the right place at a ridiculously freakish time. 
 
    I had to keep my arm raised when it started to throb too much. I forgot about that and grabbed the young wife’s head, holding her down and thrusting into her pretty mouth. I pulled her hair, lifting her head. 
 
    “Wait, wait, that’s close now,” I said to her. “Just squeeze, don’t make me cum yet.” 
 
    “Mmm but why? I want to taste you.” 
 
    I released her hair and she kept squeezing my shaft and kissed around the base, nuzzling my balls with her nose. 
 
    “Aren’t they full yet?” 
 
    “No, not quite, love. Little bit more.” 
 
    “Hmm, did you hear that?” she said, smiling at her phone – at her husband watching her suck my cock. 
 
    I was holding the phone for them. It was over a week since the accident, since the lovely Lara had been coming over to service my needs. 
 
    “Yeah, I heard,” her husband said. 
 
    I tilted to look at is face on the screen. He was watching his wife intently. I lifted her by the hair and guided her back to my cock head. She opened and took it in. Her lips were painted bright red. They slid down my shaft. Her mouth was hot and my balls were tingling full and just about bursting. 
 
    I’d been on edge for a good ten minutes now, just about reaching that point of no return about four times. 
 
    “That’s it, look up at me, baby. You’re gonna get it now.” 
 
    I checked the phone, holding it in place so her husband could see. 
 
    “Aw fuck yeah, here it is!” 
 
    My balls were absolutely bursting. The tingling surged up my shaft and I held back for that last final second. Then I let it go. “Fuck yeah!” I cried and shot into the pretty young wife’s mouth. I held the phone right there focused on her face and held her head in place. “Ooh there it is,” I groaned and relaxed, allowing my cock to throb and my balls to empty. 
 
    “Mmm…mmm…” the girl moaned, frowning at the screen. Her eyes were focused intently, her shiny red lips sealed around my shaft, her tongue against the underside of my swollen cock head and my cum pulsing against it and no doubt flooding her throat. 
 
    “Yeah, baby, drink it all down,” her husband encouraged. 
 
    She swallowed once then took my cock from her mouth and swallowed hard again. “Mmm, there was so much again, George. He cums so hard and tastes so yucky.” She gulped, frowning, and she lifted my still pulsing shaft and sucked against the underside of it. 
 
    I gave her the phone and reached down over her back to her bare arse. I rubbed through her crotch and felt into her cunt. I inserted two fingers in deep and she moaned and took my cock back into her mouth. I pulled her up onto the couch with me and spun around, burying my face between her legs and eating into her. She straddled my head and I pulled her open and stuck my tongue into her cunt. 
 
    The young wife from next door resumed bobbing her head and sucking me off. I licked and sucked on her folds, mauling her hard little clit until she came again, squirting in my mouth and all over my face, her head to one side and my shaft numb in her hand. My second load of cum still seeping and dribbling over her wedding rings, her phone clutched in her other hand and her husband’s face pasted there blank and pale. 
 
    Lara sat up and I shifted from beneath her, sitting beside her catching my breath. 
 
    She angled her phone back to her pretty face, lifted her hand and gave me a little smile as she began eating my cum from between her fingers and licking it from around her rings. 
 
    I looked down at her bare tits, her blouse open and draped from her elbows. I looked at her thighs and the tiny patch of hair decorating her mons.  I looked back up her beautiful young body and met her grin again. “You feel so tight on my fingers. You cum so easily.” 
 
    “Hmm, I know. It’s because of how bad I’m being.” 
 
    She had clicked off her phone and put it down. 
 
    I took another tour of her slender young body. I looked up from her legs. “Let me fuck you next time, yeah?” 
 
    She just bit down on her grin and shook her head. “Sorry, I can’t.” She scooted around and bent to my lap, lifting my cock and kissing the still seeping eyelet. She peered up at me, pouting. “My husband wants it to be oral only,” she said sadly, and she sucked my cock head back into her pretty mouth. “Mmm yummy..!”    
 
    ** The End ** 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Daughter Seduced by Older Men 
 
    Prologue 
 
      
 
    “Shhh….” Robbie said, taking hold of Catherine from behind and clamping his hand over her mouth. 
 
    She giggled and bit his finger. 
 
    “No, we have to sneak. You have to be quiet.” 
 
    “But this is silly, anyway. You’re not supposed to go peeping in people’s windows.” 
 
    “It’s not people’s windows, it’s my window.” 
 
    Robbie craned his neck to see. Catherine took out her lip-gloss and started applying it. She was thinking about letting Robbie kiss her again. She’d let him a few times lately. 
 
    “Oh shit. Here they are!” 
 
    “Where?” Catherine got up on her knees to have a look. She saw the three adults had come into the lounge room. Robbie’s dad and step-mum were entertaining some guy they had never seen before. Robbie had said he thought something fishy was going on. 
 
    “I bet that guy’s from that swinger site they were checking online.” 
 
    “But how do you know?” Mrs Dale was sitting on the couch, the two men still standing. They were chatting and laughing. Mrs Dale was red in the face, Catherine noticed. The top buttons on her blouse were open. 
 
    “I just bet he is,” Robbie said excitedly. “This is freaky, huh?” 
 
    “But they’re not doing anything. How can they do anything? They’re married.” 
 
    “Yeah, but married people still do stuff. I read the profiles on their website. It’s like married couples looking for other dudes to have sex with the wife. It’s frigging nuts. I can’t believe Dad would do it. I can’t believe Betty would!” 
 
    “But they’re not –” Catherine started but stopped, holding her breath as the stranger sat down beside Mrs Dale. The guy placed his arm along the back of the couch, leaning close. Mr Dale sat facing them in a lounge chair. Catherine’s skin tingled with excitement. 
 
    “Aw shit,” Robbie whispered as the other man’s hand closed over Mrs Dale’s knee. Mrs Dale blushed deeper. Her chest lifted and her eyes closed as the man leaned in and kissed her lips. He did so tentatively at first, then he deepened the kiss with his hand going to her side, and he pulled her to him. 
 
    Catherine stared in amazement. She had never dreamed of anything like this happening in real life. She and Robbie were on their knees in the dark, watching through blinds. They were free to observe without fear of being detected as long as they remained still and quiet. Robbie’s eyes were glazed, his mouth hanging open. Catherine knew it was wrong but had no intention of stopping. 
 
    The visitor was still kissing Mrs Dale. He had claimed her with an arm around her waist. His other hand was moving on her. He clutched her hip and kneaded her there. Then he clutched her side, squeezing and rubbing. Mrs Dale’s body writhed upward as his big hand closed over her breast. Mr Dale sat forward in his seat, tilting his head to watch. The other man worked the buttons on his wife’s blouse and opened it fully. He squeezed her red bra-covered breast, seemingly isolating the nipple. 
 
    Catherine gulped – her throat dry, her own nipples firm beneath her tee-shirt. “Maybe we should give them their privacy,” she whispered to her friend. 
 
    “No way. I’m staying. This shit’s frigging crazy. Look – he’s got her boob out! Aah shit.” 
 
    Catherine remained there watching as the neighbour’s wife was undressed and passionately kissed and groped by the stranger. The idea of this flooded her senses and added to the excitement and confusion already filling her since a visit to her elder cousin’s house last weekend. Her parents often visited Aunt Charlene and left her there for a holiday. Her cousin Rebecca was two years older. They shared her room and hung out together, with Catherine invited to the beach parties, where boys weren’t permitted to kiss her. Her other cousin Alex, a year older than Rebecca, never let any of the guys get to her. Catherine wanted to be gotten to, but Alex never allowed it. Last weekend, Rebecca had read to Catherine under the bed covers. She had whispered, giggling and teasing from a book she had found in her mother’s bedroom: Lady Chatterley’s Lover. 
 
    Lady Chatterley had been taken by the gardener while her husband was indisposed. Catherine squirmed her hand between her legs watching Mrs Dale being taken by some stranger with her husband sitting in a chair watching. 
 
    Catherine had just turned 16. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
    Two Years Later 
 
    "Don't, Raymond!" Catherine uttered as she tried to push at the hand forcing its way beneath her new uniform. "I said no!" she cried under her breath, and she searched back over her shoulder where she could see the silhouette of her father at the front window. 
 
    "Come on, you let Reece and Des have a feel," Raymond argued as he reached as far as her panties and could feel her moist heat through them. Reece and Des were two of Raymond’s workmates from the supermarket. Catherine had started work there two weeks ago, and they had both kissed her and felt her up. 
 
    "But I didn't let them touch me down there." Catherine clamped her thighs together and managed to wriggle across against the passenger door, free of Raymond’s hand for the moment. "Plus my dad's right there watching!" 
 
    "He can't see anything." Raymond laughed. It was dark, and his car windows were tinted. Her old man was there trying to spy through the blinds, but there's no way he could see inside the car. 
 
    Raymond pulled Catherine close and kissed her again. She didn't try to fight against that, and he pushed his tongue into her mouth while feeling her through her dress. He squeezed one boob and felt for the nipple, causing her to moan and thrust her chest forward.  
 
    Neither Reece nor Des had been able to get into Catherine’s pants either. Reece had felt her through her bra, though. He had bragged about getting that far with her when he drove her home on her second night at work. Then Des had scored with her on a date after just one week. He had bragged to all the guys how he had felt her up underneath her bra and that she had touched his dick – only through his shorts, though! 
 
    Raymond was determined to out-do them, and he didn't want to have to exaggerate to do it. There was a street light above the car that was offering enough visibility, and while he continued kissing Catherine, he was working at the buttons on her uniform. He got two of them undone before her hand closed over his wrist. "Just let me have a little look," he said to her. "Just lift up your bra and show me." 
 
    He was pulling her dress off her shoulder. Catherine looked back at the front window again. Her step-father was still there but had turned around, and it looked like he was talking on the phone. She turned back to the guy who had taken her to the mall after work for a thick shake and driven her home. He had her dress stretched down and was tugging underneath her bra. She lifted forward a bit, and he hiked her bra up over her little breasts, baring them completely. Then he pulled her dress down further and opened it more, and he just sat there staring at her boobs. 
 
    "Fucking awesome!" Raymond said under his breath, then he squeezed one of the quivering globes and felt Catherine tense up and kind of shudder. He smiled and looked at her face, but she was glaring down at his hand with her eyes wide as she gripped both edges of the passenger seat. He looked back at her boobs and squeezed the other one, making her body shudder again as she sucked in a breath. "Do you want to touch my dick?" he asked her. 
 
    Catherine shook her head. "No, thanks." 
 
    "Why not? You touched Des’s." 
 
    "Did he say that?" Catherine started tugging at her bra, trying to fix it back into place. "Are you going to tell about this too?" she asked indignantly. 
 
    "I won't tell," Raymond lied, and while she was busy fixing the top of her uniform, he felt up under it again, that time catching her thighs slightly apart and getting his fingers right into the crotch of her panties before she clamped her legs together and started squirming to get away. 
 
    "Don't!" she cried under her breath, but he had his hand wedged in there and was rubbing into her, feeling through the crotch of her panties how hot she was inside. "Stop that!" she said more forcefully, and she somehow wriggled her legs up and forced her knee against Raymond's chest. She got the passenger door open and jumped out of the car. "God, my daddy's right there!" she scolded, and she brushed her uniform down and slammed the car door shut in Raymond's face. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Catherine raked at her hair and tried to compose herself. The car sped off as the guy from next door appeared beside her. 
 
    “You okay, Catherine?” 
 
    “Hi, Jared! Yes, I’m fine.” 
 
    Jared was a heavily built man of 26. His parents had lived next door since Catherine was a baby. She had grown up annoying the hell out of him. He was her big brother in every way except blood, and she adored him. 
 
    “Well, if you ever need me to sort out one of these little runts,” he said to her. Then he waved to her step-father. “Hello, Bruce.” 
 
    "How are you, Jared?” her step-father called back. “Is that you, Catherine?” 
 
    "Yes, it's me. But what are you doing spying at the window like that, Daddy? How embarrassing!" 
 
    "I'll spy out the window anytime I damn well please, young lady! Who was that in the car?" 
 
    "Just a guy from work." Catherine brushed by and went into the house. 
 
    "And where’ve you been?" her step-father called after her. "Your shift finished two hours ago!" 
 
    "God. I went to the mall. I'm 18 now, so I don't have to tell you everything I do. I'm not a child anymore!" 
 
    "Well, you're my child and I want to know you're safe," her step-father grumped. "It wouldn't hurt you to call if you're gonna be late!" 
 
    He had cornered Catherine in the kitchen. He was such a pain with his overbearing, authoritarian attitude. He was a policeman and was still in uniform as he stood there looking like smoke was about to start puffing out of his ears. 
 
    Catherine snapped to attention and gave him a salute. "Yes, sir!" she said defiantly, knowing full well that was the fastest way to piss him off. Then she squeezed past and ran to her room. She flopped on the bed and lay staring at the ceiling. Her step-father made her angry, but that minor distraction faded away as she remembered the feel of Raymond's hand on her boob. She felt her breasts and giggled to herself. What was the fascination? It seemed every boy she met would glance down at them or stand there staring at her chest half the time. 
 
    Catherine was a pretty girl. She was tall and slender with long blonde hair and a nice, slightly impish smile. And not that she was completely mischievous – it's just that she was curious about everything boys did, and she liked to see their reactions to the way she looked. She also noticed that sometimes older men would be staring at her, and she was curious about that too. She thought of this one married guy from across the street who always checked her out, Mr Dale. She imagined being felt up by him in his car as she closed her eyes and slipped her hand down the front of her panties. 
 
    It wasn't as if she had never been touched between the legs. She had been fingered by a boy right there on her bed one afternoon. Plus, there was the time she was visiting Aunt Charlene for summer vacation and there had been a Water Bunny vibrator accidentally left in the shower. 
 
    Well, after giving that a scrub there was only one thing to do with it, and although it would have been a good six inches long, she had managed to get it in all the way to the bunny ears.  
 
    Unfortunately, it only gave a little buzz before the batteries fizzed out, but the feel of it sliding in and out was interesting, although not really exciting. It was kind of like when the boy was sticking his finger in – just pushing it up inside and feeling around, more invasive and uncomfortable than anything that was going to lead to one of the little orgasms she could quite easily bring on with her own fingers. 
 
    Catherine's mind switched back to the married man from across the street and the wonderful things he would surely know how to do to her. She imagined him forcing her legs open and using his tongue instead of his finger. She was getting into that thought when there was a soft knock at her bedroom door and her mother called, "Are you there, Catherine?" 
 
    Catherine scooted up the bed, closing her legs and wiping her wet fingers. "Yes, Mum."  
 
    Her mother poked her head around the door. "Anne called earlier. Apparently her brother is going to pick you up from work on Friday. Do you need some money?" 
 
    "No, I'm fine, Mum. Thanks!" 
 
    Catherine was to spend the holiday weekend with her new girlfriend, Anne. What she hadn't mentioned to her parents was that Anne was spending the holiday weekend at her uncle's villa, about 12 hours down the coast. Anne's brother was picking up Catherine to give her a lift to the train station, not to their house across town. 
 
    Catherine regretted misleading her mother, but there was not a hope in hell of her step-father agreeing to her taking an overnight train trip alone. That argument just wasn't worth having. 
 
    Getting picked up from work complicated things a little, however. It meant she would have to pack and take her bag to work with her. Although, as she sorted through her wardrobe, she decided there wasn't much to it really. There would be days at the beach, and Anne had said the parties would either be there or at a neighbour's pool. So, all she really needed was her two bikinis and a couple of skirts and tops to go with them. 
 
    Catherine packed all but her favourite bikini. They were having a barbeque next door the following afternoon, and she would need it. Jared’s parents had a great pool and deck with an outdoor entertainment area. There were often pool parties. The one they had planned was just the three neighbouring families. Catherine’s parents were part of a trio of couples which included Jared’s parents, Alex and Jolene O’Grady, and Milton and Betty Dale from across the road. There were two O’Grady sisters who had married and moved away. Catherine didn’t know whether either of them would be there. The Dale’s had a son, Robbie, who was Catherine’s age and fun to tease. She kept out her favourite white bikini for that reason. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Thursday was a day off work for Catherine. She had a late sleep in then did some house cleaning for her mother. She scrubbed the bathrooms and the kitchen and had them sparkling by mid-afternoon when her mother arrived home from her day. 
 
    “Oh my! Thank you so much, darling. I was going to get busy on the weekend.” 
 
    “I know. So, now you can do something fun instead.” 
 
    Catherine got hugged. “Bruce, have you seen what our daughter has done in here?” 
 
    Bruce peered around the wall from the living room. “Sparkly!” he said, smiling. “I wondered what you’ve been up to in here all day.” 
 
    “And the bathrooms,” Catherine’s mother informed, kissing Catherine’s cheek and squeezing her around the waist. “Are you sure you have enough saved for the weekend, sweetheart?” 
 
    “I’m fine, Mum. I don’t need money. Just you and Daddy have a fun weekend too, okay?” 
 
    “Well, how about you girls go and get ready, and we’ll head over to this party for starters,” Bruce said. “Go on, the pair of you. It’s after three.” 
 
    Catherine didn’t need to do much to get ready. She had picked out pretty white panties and a short sundress. The dress was light and breezy, the top cut low and held with tiny shoulder strings. She put it on with no bra and stuffed her bikini in her purse. Checking in her mirror on the way out the door, she tested the length of her dress by bending forward until her panties showed. She had taken up the hem and made the dress as short as she could possibly get away with. She stretched the back of her panties over her bottom. They were high cut bikini style. She wasn’t brave enough to wear a g-string with her parents around – not in that dress. Turning to face the mirror, she raised her arms to fix her hair back and made sure that flashed her panties too, which it did very nicely. 
 
    Her little landing strip was visible through the white lace. She was definitely going to let Robbie see it – maybe even his dad if she had the chance and was brave enough. Of their parents’ men friends Mr Dale was the most obvious old pervert. Catherine teased them all a little bit, and they all looked – Mr Dale more blatantly, usually making her blush and get tingly legs. 
 
    “Are you all set, love?” 
 
    Catherine bit down on her smile, blushing. “I’m coming, Daddy. 
 
    She hurried after her step-father, catching up and cuddling herself with his arm. He squeezed and held her around the waist as they walked. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    Alex O’Grady and Milton Dale were at the barbeque cooking and having a beer while their wives were inside fixing the salads. The two men turned to watch Bruce and his daughter approach. Alex greeted his guests while Milton sat down and tilted his head to peep at Catherine’s crotch. He could just make out the texture of a thin strip of bush through the white lace. She had lifted her arms and reached back to her hair, the skirt of her dress rising and exposing the front of her panties. 
 
    Milton glanced and caught her eyes as they flashed away. She was blushing and biting a grin. He looked back down at her barely concealed little pussy, noting the shape of the puffy part and furrowed slit. 
 
    “What do you think, Milton?” Bruce asked. 
 
    Milton quickly looked up from what he was doing. He’d missed what was being spoken about completely. Bruce’s eyes narrowed. He knew…. 
 
    “What do you think if we all chip in and hire a trailer next weekend – to get rid of this rubbish?” 
 
    “We could team up and help each other tidy up,” Alex added. 
 
    “Yeah, good – I’m in,” Milton agreed. He couldn’t help averting his gaze to watch young Catherine walk over to where the boys were cleaning the pool. He just shrugged helplessly when he turned back to meet Bruce’s glare. 
 
    Milton kept one eye on Catherine and was caught out by Bruce a few more times over the next hour while they ate. He noticed she was braless. He managed to get a seat on the same side of the table with only Jared between. There was a good side view of her little boob, which Jared was noticing too. Milton’s son, Robbie, and another boy, Foley, were getting an eyeful from the other end of the table. Bruce was watching them but could do nothing about it. Alex was directly across from Catherine, so she was actually surrounded by all the males present, and the boys had her giggling and playing up to the attention. 
 
    After the meal, Milton stripped off and claimed a floating chair in the pool. He was pleased that Bruce and Alex went inside to play some eight-ball. The women were talking together and drinking wine. It was just the three boys and Catherine to join him for a swim. 
 
    “But I need to get changed first,” Catherine announced. 
 
    Jared was inside getting his swimmers. Foley and Robbie had dived in. Milton floated to the edge near the dressing room and rested his arms back. Catherine held his gaze as she approached. He looked at her legs and up her dress at her little panties again as she walked by. The two boys were duck diving, distracted. “That’s a pretty dress, love,” Milton said. 
 
    “Is it?” Catherine stopped and brushed the skirt down. 
 
    Milton tilted his head to look directly up it. She waited. He could see between her legs – the thin strip of soft white cotton covering her slit, her landing strip through the lace. She stretched the front of her dress down, and he saw the underside of her tits. 
 
    “I’d better get changed,” she said through her sweet little blush. 
 
    When she returned, she quickly got in the water and was claimed by the boys. They had her squealing and giggling as they played with her, having a game of volley with a beach ball while Milton held the leaf scoop across as a net and enjoyed the show. 
 
    The boys had turns partnering young Catherine, lifting her to jump for the ball, touching her. The cool water was good for Milton’s constantly threatening erection. 
 
    Bruce came to take the girl home and left Milton and the three boys floating there in the pool watching her leave, wrapped in a towel and giving a little wave and smile over her shoulder. Young Foley and Robbie went inside to play darts. Jared drifted over beside Milton. He was a bit older than the other boys. 
 
    Milton shook his head. “Fuck she’s hot, Jared. That’s one scorching hot little piece of arse.” 
 
    “I’m trying not to notice,” Jared replied. “She’s always been like a little sister to me.” 
 
    Milton chuckled. “Good luck with that, son.”   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    The next afternoon Catherine collected her bag, intending to breeze out the door with a hug and kiss for her step-father to stop him from arguing about giving her a lift to Anne's house himself, since he was home and had nothing else to do. He was actually very nice, and Catherine loved him to bits in spite of having to trick him sometimes. She ended up letting him drive her to work and gave him an extra big hug. 
 
    Throughout her shift, the guys were looking over at her and laughing amongst themselves. She knew they were talking about her and probably comparing notes on how far each of them had gotten. It affected her. She blushed with embarrassment every time one of them would walk past her checkout. 
 
    It made no difference at the end of her shift when Des cornered her in the staff room, though. He had closed the door and had her backed against it. He started kissing her, and her legs went all tingly. He forced his tongue in her mouth, and she melted into him. Then he started feeling her boobs, and she couldn't move. She just let him do it while he teased her about Raymond having a look at them the night before and how he and Reece should be allowed to have a look as well. 
 
    She just stood there while he pulled at the front of her uniform and gawked down it. He stretched out her bra out as well and could see her nipples, which were hard. "Yeah, nice," he said, grinning, she just blushed – and he kissed her again. That time he smoothed his hand down over her belly and grabbed her between the legs, and Catherine moaned into his mouth and relaxed, allowing her thighs to part. She clung to his shoulders because she couldn't stand up without holding onto him, and she opened her legs more, allowing him to do what he wanted.  
 
    They were blocking the door and couldn't be seen through the window. If he wanted to finger her she was going to let him, but suddenly his name was called out over the loud speaker to assist in the car park. 
 
    "Fuck!" Des cried, and Catherine just smiled at him, biting her lip submissively. 
 
    He worked around the edge of her panties and forced his middle finger up into her. But the manager announced his name again, and Catherine just closed her eyes and relaxed her legs a bit wider. The guy had his finger all the way in, and he was jiggling it around with the palm of his hand inadvertently rubbing against her glans. 
 
    "Fuck. I have to go!" Des groaned, and he jiggled a bit more then pulled his finger out and wiped it on Catherine’s inner thigh. Then he shifted her aside and pulled the door open to hurry out to the car park and collect trolleys. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    Catherine was in a bit of a trance as she picked up her bag and walked out the back to wait for her ride. It was only a few minutes until Anne's brother turned up in his old Dodge pickup, and she was squashed in between him and his best buddy. She could still feel her wetness on her thigh, and she hadn't thought to fix her uniform from it having hiked up a bit when she slid into the middle of the seat. 
 
    Her panties weren't quite on display, but they nearly were, and her leg was being touched every time Anne's brother changed gears. She had her legs together on one side of the gear stick, but it was one of those big long ones that stem up from the floor, and she didn't have much room between it and the other guy's big, hairy thigh. 
 
    The other guy was Brett, and Anne's brother was Adrian. Brett was fat but Adrian was built. His huge bicep was stretching the sleeve of his tee-shirt. He worked at a lumber yard, probably chopping down trees and lugging them around on his shoulder, Catherine imagined as she sat there dreamily taking in the scent of them both. 
 
    "How about we make Nev ride in back and you come on down with us instead of catching the train?" Adrian suggested at one point. Nev was Anne's boyfriend. He was yet to be picked up. 
 
    "No thanks. I'm looking forward to my train adventure," Catherine answered sweetly. "It will be nice to see you down there, though." 
 
    That half hour ride passed in a daze for Catherine. They were suddenly at the train station, and the guys left her there with her bag and sped off whistling back at her and whooping it up. 
 
    Still in a bit of a daze, she boarded the train that was there waiting and got her seat beside an older woman who smiled a friendly greeting. The carriage was pretty full. There were rows of two seats either side of the narrow aisle, all facing forward. By the time the train departed half an hour later, it was getting dark. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    Catherine slept for a few hours then woke to find some of the passengers had gone. There had been several stops, and not everyone was going all the way down the coast. She decided to get changed out of her work uniform and wandered off in search of a bathroom. 
 
    The next carriage along was sleeping berths. They were small rooms with the aisle along one side lined with big windows that were all open, and men were sitting on the ledges smoking. She edged her way along the aisle being thrown side to side as the carriage lurched and swayed. It was a very old train with the full range of clanks, clunks and unexpected jolts. At the end of the sleeping car was a bathroom that was big enough to get changed in, and it even had a mirror. 
 
    Catherine had brought a pair of track pants and a light sweater. That morning she had chosen a frumpy old bra her mother had once picked out for her. It was ugly and huge but it was really comfortable to sleep in. She suddenly blushed at the thought of Des looking down her front earlier – the fact he would have seen it! 
 
    After getting changed into her travel clothes, she explored further and found the dining car, where she used her ID to buy a can of rum and coke. But just one! To add to the adventure and all. She also bought a meal and sat there in the dining car to eat. 
 
    The walk back to her seat was even more fun with the rather strong rum drink having gone directly to her brain and adding considerably to the swaying and lurching of the train. Catherine had her work uniform in a plastic bag with the soap and deodorant she had used, and she was carrying a can of soda in her other hand and kind of bumping her way from side to side along the narrow aisles. Then when she got to the sleeper car with a few men smoking, she had to apologise for bumping into each one of them – or rather, giggle and apologise. 
 
    Two of the men were cheerful and polite about it. The last one was smiling too, but he caught her and held onto her with his hands upon her waist and his fingers pressing firmly enough to tickle a little bit. And that made Catherine jump and spill her soda on the guy's shirt – which led to her having to apologise again, and to him keeping hold of her for even longer. 
 
    She was being thrust about by the lurching of the train and being forced against him. His hands were moving upon her body. His thumb was pressing right up under her right boob, and his other hand was squeezing her hip, with his long bony fingers kneading her bottom a little bit. 
 
    "You okay?" he asked, grinning down at her. 
 
    "I'm fine, thanks," Catherine uttered in reply. "I'm so sorry about your shirt, though." 
 
    "So, you're travelling alone, yeah?" 
 
    "Uh huh. It's fun so far." 
 
    "Yeah good. Do you smoke?" 
 
    "Um, no thanks," Catherine returned politely as the guy offered her a cigarette. 
 
    He had also released her, so she moved along, but as she did his hand lowered and he gave her a little pat on the bottom. She glanced back and smiled out of confusion, and he grinned again and winked. 
 
    Falling back over the legs of the woman into her window seat, Catherine giggled to herself. She just had her bum squeezed by a man who must have been at least 35. He looked like a business man too. He wasn't some scumbag lowlife. He was dressed in a suit, and she could see him back in his seat with his phone and laptop, obviously doing something important. 
 
    She suddenly saw herself as the wife of a man like that. Not just a supermarket checkout chick, but a serious, attractive woman throwing dinner parties and stuff. It was a fantasy Catherine indulged for a little while as the train clanked along and the guy kept looking back at her. He was two rows ahead with an aisle seat. The one beside him was vacant, as were many of the seats in the carriage after about a third of the journey. 
 
    Catherine kept blushing and smiling every time the guy caught her looking. Then after a while longer he went for a walk again and she assumed he was smoking, but he was gone for longer than that. 
 
    Eventually curiosity got the better of her and she decided she needed some chips and another soda. She edged her way to the end of the carriage and looked around into the next one, and there he was sitting on the same window ledge with a hot dog and a beer.  
 
    She steeled herself to walk by casually, but the train was still lurching, and she was being tossed from side to side. Then when she tried to squeeze past him, he swayed against her and touched her sweater with his ketchup dripping hotdog. 
 
    "Oops!" he said with a grin. 
 
    The mark was on her breast, and he pulled out a handkerchief like he had it planned. "Sorry about that," he said, and he started dabbing at the ketchup. 
 
    Catherine stood still and watched his hand move. Her nipple had firmed and was even prominent through her big bra. The guy was holding her sweater with one hand and wiping with the other. The stationary hand was sort of cupping her breast, and his bony fingers were pressing in, feeling her a little bit. 
 
    "Do you have another sweater? You might have to take this one off and rinse it." 
 
    "I have another top in my bag," Catherine answered, as if she would do as she was told. 
 
    The train then lurched severely and she was pinned against the wall with the guy's hand covering her breast, and he massaged it and pinched her nipple quite deliberately. 
 
    "Don't!" she said, wriggling away from him but meeting his grin. "You can't just do that,” she challenged playfully. 
 
    "Sorry," he said, though he was obviously not sorry at all. "Why don't you go and change, and I'll give you some money to buy a new sweater to replace that ruined one." 
 
    "But I ruined your shirt, so we're even, aren't we?" Catherine’s confidence was up. She was feeling flattered to have captured the interest of a mature man. "I'll go and get another top," she said, and she went back to her seat. 
 
    The lights had been turned down for people to sleep, so she had to go by feel. She pulled a tank top from the bundle of clothes in her bag. She took it back and squeezed past the guy quickly before he could grab and tickle her. There was one other man there smoking who was from the seat behind Catherine's. She met his look and blushed as she sneaked past and into the bathroom. 
 
    The train stopped while she was in there, making it easier to get changed. She pulled off her sweater and rinsed the stain, which would be fine. She slipped on the tank top and looked in the mirror, horrified. It was a top she usually wore with a bikini, and the cut under her arms revealed the big thick bra strap as well as the side of the cup. There was no way she could go out there dressed like that. 
 
    She checked her sweater, but it was half wet and the stain was still prominent. She looked in the mirror again and turned this way and that, trying to convince herself it wasn't that bad. 
 
    "Oh my god, no," she whined as the train jolted into motion again. She took a breath and pulled off the top and bra. Then she put the top back on braless and checked in the mirror to find that apart from being quite revealing, it didn't look too bad at all. From the side her breast was visible – the full side of it and very obviously, but her nipple was covered. 
 
    Catherine wrapped her bra in the sweater and took another breath. She opened the door and stepped out to find the guy from the seat behind still there smoking. He glanced at her chest, and she froze for a second and just blushed. He met her eyes then looked back down, and she kind of waited while he had a good look. Then she squeezed past and approached the other man. 
 
    He smiled as his gaze lifted from her breasts. She smiled back at him and tried to quickly duck past, but he caught her around the waist. "What's the password?" he said to her, his long, bony fingers pressing into her side and making her squirm and giggle. 
 
    "There's no password." Catherine laughed, but he held her there. Then his hand lifted and closed over her breast, so she clutched at his arm, but she didn't say anything. A warm rush of excitement coursed through her. His big, strong hand covered her little boob.  
 
    "Sure there's a password. There's always a password when you need to get by," he teased, and he wrapped his other arm around her from behind and closed that hand over her other breast. He was feeling them both and playing with her nipples. Mostly it was just through her top, but his fingers were reaching beneath her arms, and he was feeling her in through there as well. 
 
    Catherine was holding his arms, sort of pulling at them but not really trying. She was watching the other man who was standing there staring, and when his eyes lifted and met hers, she couldn't look away. All she could do was blush deeper at the fact that one complete stranger was watching another stranger feel her up. 
 
    Suddenly she snapped out of it and wriggled to get away. "Stop it!" she said to the guy, and she squirmed from his bear hug and pushed him to arm’s length. His expression had changed from playful to quite serious, and he still had hold of her wrists. "Don't," she implored of him. "Let me go, please?" 
 
    He nodded and gave another of those little winks as he released one of her arms, with his eyes lowering to her breasts again and his smile returning before releasing the other. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    Catherine returned to her seat to find the woman gone and only four other people still there seated toward the back of the carriage. She tucked her legs up and closed her eyes to sleep. Then some time later she woke to the feel of a hand on her breast again. 
 
    She didn't move or turn to see who it was. She could tell by how bony the hand was. She remained facing the window and pretended to be sleeping while the man felt up under her top and softly massaged her bare breasts that time. He was feeling both and playing with her nipples – making her belly tingle and her heart thump. 
 
    She maintained the pretence of sleep for a while, but then he started feeling for the top of her pants and found his way underneath the waistband. He felt his way down to her panties and slipped his bony fingers underneath. 
 
    At that point Catherine couldn't help squirming a bit. She turned her body slightly, allowing him better access to her. His fingers reached her clit, where he began rubbing. He was opening her pussy lips and pressing in right on her little glans, so she parted her legs further for him. He reached underneath and pushed a long, bony finger up inside of her, and as he did that he took her hand and placed it on his penis, which was also long and bony, although it was actually hard and soft at the same time, and really hot. 
 
    The man was alternating between rubbing Catherine’s clit and fucking her with the length of his finger, and he was humping while she held his dick, moving her hand back and forth, like she knew boys liked. She was hoping she was doing it right, and that was distracting her from what he was doing, which felt nice and all, but before she reached one of her orgasms, she felt his dick swell and begin to throb. 
 
    He had arched his body up, and she could feel the pulses of hot fluid slurping onto her belly. The man was holding still with his finger all the way inside of her, and she suddenly felt young and inexperienced, and she didn't know why, but she decided to pretend to have an orgasm. It was as if she had failed if she didn't have one, as if she was too young and not woman enough to get off like that. 
 
    In any event, she moaned a little and squirmed down on his hand like it was really happening the way it did when she was alone in her bedroom. She could feel his semen running between her breasts and dripping from her neck and side. The train was stopping, though, and her lover quickly gathered his laptop and bag and departed the train, leaving her lying in his cum and feeling completely confused. 
 
    The train only stopped for a moment then jolted into motion again. Catherine was wiping at her chest as best she could with her hand. She was thinking of going to the bathroom and cleaning up, but suddenly the man from the seat behind sat down beside her and immediately groped her breasts. He was rough and forceful, and she was petrified as he took her hand and shoved it inside the fly of his pants. He lifted her top and leaned right over to suck on her breast, but suddenly there was a huge thumping sound and he was gone. 
 
    Behind him was another man who punched him again and sent him flying backwards into the aisle. When he got up and turned to run, the guy booted him and sent him sprawling face first that time, telling him to fuck off. 
 
    "Are you all right, miss?" he asked Catherine. 
 
    "Uh huh," she swooned. He was a huge, powerful man, and she was tingling all over, just about having that orgasm after all. 
 
    A woman appeared beside him. "Are you sure you're okay?" she asked. "Do you want to come to the bathroom and clean up?" 
 
    It seemed they were husband and wife, and Catherine was just dumbstruck. The wimpy scumbag who had just groped her was forgotten about, and the other guy wasn't much better, she decided. 
 
    "Come on let's get some tissues and see if we can clean that off you," the woman said, taking Catherine by the hand. 
 
    The man led off toward the bathroom in case scumbag was still hanging around. Catherine followed along with his wife with that impish, mischievous little grin lighting up her face, and her pretty green eyes completely star struck.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    After cleaning up, Catherine slept for the rest of the journey, with her hero and his wife taking the two seats across the aisle and both of them smiling over every time she stirred to see where the train had stopped. 
 
    In the morning when the train finally reached her destination, she thanked them and bade them goodbye. There she was greeted by her girlfriend Anne who led her to a rusty old car where her uncle was waiting. They got in the back seat together and left him alone up front.  
 
    "This is Uncle Lester," Anne said, almost apologetically. 
 
    Lester grinned back at Catherine and quickly looked her over. He was fat and sweaty, with thick glasses and a bald head except for a frizzy grey patch over each ear. 
 
    "Hi," Catherine said, offering a smile. 
 
    "You can put your eyes back in their sockets now, Uncle," Anne said. 
 
    "See, I told you." She giggled at Catherine. On the walk to the car Anne had warned that her uncle would like the fact that Catherine was braless under her top. 
 
    Catherine had thought about putting on a bikini top after the lady on the train had helped her clean up, but she decided she liked the reaction from the two scumbags – or at least she liked the way they looked at her, and the way the first one had touched her. Though, mostly she just liked the way they had gone crazy over her, and she was enjoying the reaction of Uncle Lester too. 
 
    She was sitting across on the passenger side, and he was constantly glancing back at her as he was driving, which was keeping her nipples hard and distracting her from what Anne was raving on about. Apparently there was a party to go to, and Anne’s brother, Adrian, was going to be there. He had been asking about Catherine and trying to find out if she had a boyfriend. 
 
    "What did you say?" Catherine asked – her interest sparking at the mention of Adrian. 
 
    Anne shrugged. "I told him to ask you himself if he wanted to know." 
 
    "Well, I haven't," Catherine pointed out. 
 
    "What about that guy from work – Des?" 
 
    "He's not my boyfriend. He's just –" Uncle Lester was looking around, and Catherine met his grin with a little blush. "He's just a friend," she said to Anne. 
 
    "Well, if you're going to hook up with my brother you can spare me the details. Yuk!" 
 
    Catherine would like to have asked if Anne thought Adrian wanted to hook up, but not with Uncle Lester listening. He smiled back at them and chuckled. "You can give me the details if you like. I won't mind.” 
 
    "Eww. Don't be an old sleaze!" Anne complained, but Catherine met the older man’s smile with another little blush. 
 
    "I need to get changed if it's going to be a whole hour before we get there," she said to Anne. "It's too hot in these pants." 
 
    "I won't look if you want to get changed back there," Lester offered quickly. 
 
    "Yeah, you wish!" Anne shot back at him. "Can we stop at a gas station soon?" 
 
    "We'd have to get off the expressway. That'd be another half hour round trip to get back on it." 
 
    "I can do it without anyone seeing," Catherine said to Anne. "I can put my skirt on over the top and then take these off underneath." 
 
    "There, you see," Lester declared. "Nothing to it." 
 
    "Well, go on then," Anne said, as if she had to give her permission or something. 
 
    Catherine's bag was on the front seat. She reached over and got a skirt out of it, making sure Uncle Lester didn't see her bra or any other intimates. Then she pulled the skirt on and undid her track pants underneath. She tugged them down with Uncle Lester watching back over his shoulder, and she had to lift her bum to do it. She wriggled the pants down past her knees and pulled them off her feet, all the while keeping her skirt in place and her knees together. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    Lester had gotten a glimpse of the girl’s little white panties at one point, but he was more pleased with the view of her tits. He had been checking them out the whole time and enjoying the way they were pressing against the thin fabric of her tank top. Then as she had reached over to put her pants in her bag, he saw a nice firm little nipple through her arm hole. Her top was being stretched and distorted against the seat she was leaning over, and the arm hole had gaped and exposed her young titty completely. 
 
    Then when she sat back down chatting with his niece she had her legs swayed towards him, and he actually had a nice view up her skirt. He had to look quite distinctly to take advantage, but he noticed she didn't seem to mind. She just had a cute little blush that deepened a bit each time he looked down at her legs. 
 
    This was going to be an interesting weekend, Lester decided over the course of the hour drive back to his villa. He was 10 years divorced and not getting much action. He liked living near the beach because of the hot bikini girls, but this was the first time his unfortunately unattractive niece had actually brought one home to stay. 
 
    * 
 
    "Come on, I'll show you our room." Anne took Catherine's hand and led her inside. "It's just you and me. My brother's renting a house with his friends right on the beach. We can go next door and use the pool anytime we want, though." 
 
    It was a small villa – just the two bedrooms and a basic layout for kitchen, bathroom and living area. It was tucked away behind a huge waterfront mansion where the pool was that they could use. That was owned by a very friendly novelist who was there cleaning the pool when Catherine was dragged over to the back fence. 
 
    He was a man of about 35 named Michael. He was married but his wife was overseas. He had broad shoulders, a firm body and a nice smile, Catherine noticed. She was smiling back at him as he and Anne chatted. 
 
    Another yummy man, she was thinking to herself. My god they're everywhere! 
 
    Or perhaps she was just noticing them everywhere at the moment. 
 
    * 
 
    There was something in that – some sort of a glow young Catherine was giving off that Michael was picking up on as he tried to concentrate on what Anne was talking about. 
 
    Michael had just gotten off the phone with his wife. She had been overseas for a month and wouldn't be back for another three. He had been married for only five years and usually maintained an appropriate, if a little forced, disinterest in the girls who used his pool. This one would be a challenge, he decided – just by the playfully sexy look in her eyes and a smile that was dangerously enticing.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    The party that afternoon was at the house Anne's brother was staying in. It was right on the beach and open to anyone walking by as long as they brought their own drinks and food. Anne was all over her boyfriend, and Catherine ended up meeting lots of new friends and dancing and chatting all day. She also had a few drinks and had a constant buzz without actually getting drunk. 
 
    Adrian had been around a fair bit, chatting with her and getting more and more familiar as the day went on. He had progressed from the occasional touch of her back or arm when he spoke to her, to holding onto her with his hand resting upon her hip and his arm sort of around her. He was definitely signalling to the other guys that Catherine was his. It seemed the hook-up was on. 
 
    Catherine went with it willingly, excitedly in fact. Adrian was the hottest guy there by far, and she liked how polite and courteous he was. When one of the other guys were involved he would carry on like a usual boy, but when no one was around he became more mature. 
 
    The first time he kissed Catherine she was squashed on the end of the lounge with about four other people sitting on it as well. She was against the arm rest, and Adrian was sitting next to her. Then there was another girl and boy cuddling, and Adrian's friend Brett was sitting on the end. He was watching, and Catherine actually maintained eye contact with him while Adrian was kissing her. He looked like the fat geeky boy who never got a girl, and she felt sorry for him. 
 
    "I've got to go soon," Adrian said, coming up for a breath. "We've got monster truck rally tickets and it starts in about half an hour." 
 
    "That sounds like fun," Catherine said as he kissed her again. 
 
    "I'd ask you to come but it's sold out." 
 
    "Oh no, that's okay. I'm really tired anyway." 
 
    Catherine was tired, but she would have liked to go with him. Instead, she ended up leaving Anne there and going back to Uncle Lester's villa alone. Which was fine because she kind of liked Uncle Lester. Sure he was a pervert, but he wasn't sleazy about it. He was actually totally up front and made it fun. 
 
    "So , any details for me about getting it on with young Adrian?" he asked grinning as soon as Catherine walked in the front door. He was kicked back on his couch with his feet up, watching television. His googly eyes looked so funny through his thick round glasses, and his smile was disarming. He was only joking but was probably hoping for some details just the same. 
 
    "Well, he kissed me but he wouldn't take me to the truck rally," Catherine explained. 
 
    "He wouldn't!? What's the matter with him?" 
 
    "I don't know. I would have gone!" 
 
    "Hmm. Maybe he's gay after all. I always suspected – being such a pretty boy." 
 
    Catherine giggled. "No, I don't think he's gay."  
 
    "Well, he's stupid then! And anyway, come sit down and we'll see if there's something to watch." 
 
    "Oh, thank you, but I'm really sleepy and I might just have a bath and go to bed if that's okay?" 
 
    "Sure, love. There's clean towels in the linen cupboard in the bathroom. I'll keep the volume down." 
 
    Catherine soaked in the bath for an hour, with the effect of the alcohol wearing off. She had brought a satin chemise to wear to bed, and she put that on but didn't worry about the robe she had brought. Instead, she went out to say goodnight to Uncle Lester feeling naughty and with her nipples firming against the satin as she walked. 
 
    * 
 
    Lester noticed the girl’s nipples as soon as she appeared in the doorway – little points in the shiny fabric. She was standing there wringing her hands in front, seemingly in thought over what to do or say. He looked down at her long slender legs and wondered whether she had on panties under her sleepwear. He contemplated that for a moment then lifted his gaze to her little titties again and finally to meet her eyes and embarrassed smile. 
 
    She approached and bent to kiss his cheek, and as she did he got a quick flash down her front and saw her young tits and all the way down to her pink and blue panties, they were soft cotton ones, nice and comfy for sleeping, he imagined. 
 
    "Goodnight," she said sweetly, turning and walking from the room with a glance back over her shoulder and a cute little blush. 
 
    * 
 
    Catherine hopped into bed squirming and pressing her hand down between her thighs. She knew she had just flashed Uncle Lester, and she was tingling all over. She ended up rubbing herself to a warm little orgasm as she thought of that and remembered the guy on the train. Then she drifted off and didn't wake until late the next morning. 
 
    Anne was at breakfast in the kitchen, and after eating they took towels and suntan lotion to the beach. They spent the rest of the morning there and didn't see any of the guys until after lunch, when the party was at the big mansion next to the villa. There were quite a few people from the beach party the day before, and Michael, the owner of the house, was sort of in the background chatting every now and then, but he never got undressed and went for a swim. 
 
    Catherine ended up with another buzz from a few drinks, and she was being kissed in the corner of a room with a pool table where there were four other boys who had stopped playing to watch. Adrian was a bit drunk too, and he was getting carried away. He was biting her neck, and he started feeling her boobs. She maintained eye contact with the fat geeky boy again, and the other three started cheering Adrian on. She was only wearing a skirt and bikini, and he was rubbing her breasts so much that he stretched her bikini top up over them. 
 
    Catherine was then on display, but she didn't say anything yet. Her mind flashed back to the time, a couple of years ago, when she saw the woman from across the street being taken in front of her husband. She let Adrian keep kissing and feeling her while the other boys watched.  
 
    He rubbed his hand down over her belly and groped up under her skirt. "Yeah go for it," one of them said, and Catherine felt herself blushing, but her head was woozy from the drinks and she just held onto Adrian's shoulder while he forced his finger up inside of her. 
 
    She just watched their faces as Adrian fingered her. He was banging her hard and fast, and a warm tingly feeling was building inside. What he was doing felt nice, but it was even more exciting with the other boys watching. They wouldn't have been able to see under her skirt, but they could certainly hear his hand slapping against her, and her top was still stretched up over her boobs. 
 
    Catherine found herself making eye contact with Brett again. He would look down at her breasts for a bit then look up again. And staring into his eyes made her orgasm build and build. It was almost there when suddenly Adrian lifted her up and kicked open another door. It was an office with a small couch, and he dumped her there and pulled down his shorts as he pushed the door closed. 
 
    Catherine's orgasm was ebbing away unrealised. The guy knelt over her and forced his penis into her mouth. She didn't know what to do other than to roll her lips over her teeth, and fortunately he started thrusting and it was just a matter of holding him away enough that he didn't force it into her throat – and to try and breathe when his belly wasn't squashing her nose. 
 
    "Oh fuck yes," the guy groaned and started thrusting faster. 
 
    His penis was getting bigger and harder, and Catherine had to close her hand all the way around it so it wouldn't go too far into her mouth. She also started licking it a bit and sucking on the big, spongy dome, which just made him go even more crazy, thrusting and jiggling. Then he was suddenly still and his penis got even bigger and harder. Then Catherine's eyes widened as the first pulse of his semen hit the roof of her mouth and squirted down into her throat. That made her gag a bit, but Adrian held her in place, and his penis continued to throb as more of his warm, gooey fluid flooded into her mouth. 
 
    Catherine let it happen. She pulled back a bit and waited until he had finished. Then she closed her eyes and swallowed deliberately, and she sort of sucked him a bit more and felt his balls – not really knowing what she was doing, but he seemed to be liking it. 
 
    It was a really strange taste, kind of salty and yucky, but very distinct, and in that way it was interesting. It was exciting to finally taste a boy's cum. And even though her own orgasm had fizzed out completely, it was nice to see him standing there pulling his pants back up with a stupid grin on his face, obviously satisfied. 
 
    "Fuck, I'm thirsty," he said, and he opened the door and walked out, leaving Catherine to quickly cover her breasts. 
 
    She stood and went to the door and saw a couple of the other boys giving Adrian a high five. Adrian went to the fridge in the corner and cracked open a beer. Catherine looked around at the others, feeling herself blush as she wiped her mouth on the back of her hand. She ended up meeting Brett's eyes again, but Adrian came back and claimed her with his arm around her shoulder. 
 
    Catherine didn't drink anymore that afternoon. She swam and danced with some of the other girls while the guys cheered them on. They wanted to see a wet tee-shirt contest, so she had to put her tank top back on and take off her bikini top. Some of the other girls had bigger boobs than hers, but she got plenty of cheers when they started spraying her with the water guns. 
 
    She didn't put her bikini top back on after that, and she played some pool with a few of the boys while Adrian was gone getting more beer. She knew they could see her boobs every time she bent over the table to have her shot, but it was fun teasing them. And while Adrian wasn't around, Brett became more relaxed and friendly. He was helping her aim the cue and choose which balls to try to sink. 
 
    When he would press his body against her from behind, Catherine would let him do that. He reminded her of short, tubby Uncle Lester. He seemed like a really nice guy too. 
 
    When Adrian came back with the beer, the other boys seemed to gather around him and cheer on everything he did or said. He was like the star and they were his side-kicks. They cheered him on again when he took Catherine by the hand and led her into the small office. He closed the door and guided her to a seat on the couch. Then he stood in front of her and started undoing his shorts. 
 
    "Do you want to suck me off again?" he said. 
 
    Catherine blushed. Even though he was an arsehole she did want to suck him off again. 
 
    “Okay, but I don’t really know what to do,” she uttered. 
 
    He smiled and touched her lips with his penis. “It’s easy! Just suck it and swallow the load,” he said, and he pressed forward and pushed some of his dick into her mouth. 
 
    This time he was less forceful, and Catherine had the chance to experiment a bit. She used her hand more – stroking back and forth and seeing how he reacted to being touched in different ways. She played with his balls, massaging and stroking them, noticing he got harder when she just held them and squeezed softly. She also noticed his body thrusting when she used her hand more and stroked over the spongy dome, like that must have been super sensitive. Then as he got more excited she stroked him faster, until just before he was ready he grabbed her hair and pulled her closer, obviously wanting to put it back in her mouth – which she allowed, and just in time for the first squirt of cum. 
 
    He held her head still, and she relaxed and closed her eyes as he again flooded her mouth with his semen. He was convulsing a little, but he had turned away. "Hey, Michael – just getting a shot off here, buddy." 
 
    Catherine's heart sank as her eyes shot open to find the man, Michael, with his head poking through another door watching. She swallowed the cum in her mouth and pushed away from Adrian, who was laughing and pulling up his pants. 
 
    "Just keep out of here, all right?" Michael said to him. Then he looked to Catherine and nodded apologetically. "Excuse me,” he said, which made Catherine feel even more deeply embarrassed. 
 
    All she could think to do after that was get the hell out of there as quickly as possible. She didn't even try to find Anne. She just pushed past everyone and ran back to the villa, where Uncle Lester was again kicked back on his couch watching television. 
 
    "Everything okay?" he asked with concern. 
 
    "No. I'm just going to die of embarrassment," Catherine said, and she ran to the bedroom and threw herself on the bed. 
 
    If only it wasn't him! If any of the other boys had walked in she wouldn't have cared – it would have been even more exciting to do that with some of them watching. But not the older man! What would he be thinking of me now? And he said excuse me! "Oh my god!" Catherine almost screamed into the pillow. 
 
    "Are you okay in there, Catherine?" It was Uncle Lester at the bedroom door. "Can I get you anything? Do you need to call anyone?" 
 
    "No – I'm fine thanks." 
 
    He poked his head in the door. "Are you sure?" 
 
    "Yes. I just did something stupid. That's all. I'll live!" 
 
    "Okay then. But don't let it get you down. We all stuff up from time to time." 
 
    He offered a big smile and left. Catherine was already getting over the embarrassment and thinking about going back to face the guy, Michael. Maybe she was overreacting and he didn't think anything of it. Although, she wasn't interested in seeing Adrian again. The way he spoke - saying he was getting a shot off or whatever. That made it even worse, and he obviously didn't care. 
 
    She regretted giving him blow jobs now. Especially since he was always going to be the first guy she did that for. Plus she still had the taste of his cum in her mouth. 
 
    Catherine gave Uncle Lester a smile as she went back out the door, and she snuck into the party unnoticed. Adrian was in the pool room, so she avoided that and got a drink to wash away the taste of his semen. Michael was cleaning up at his barbeque. She approached and sat nearby dangling her feet in the pool. She kept looking over until he saw her, and when he did she blushed. He came right over, though, and sat down beside her. 
 
    "I'm really sorry about busting in on you and your boyfriend," he said straight off. "That must have been embarrassing for you. I hope you can accept my apology?" 
 
    "Thanks,” Catherine said softly. "He's not my boyfriend, though." 
 
    "No? Well, he's a lucky fellow then," Michael went on with a smile, making Catherine smile too and relieving any remaining tension. 
 
    "Well, he was sort of my boyfriend for a little while but he's not anymore," she declared. 
 
    One of the other girls who had started cleaning up tossed Catherine her bikini top – the one she had taken off for the wet tee-shirt contest. She caught it and scrunched it up quickly, but it had already drawn Michael's attention to her breasts, causing her nipples to firm up. 
 
    She glanced, and he was looking right at them, so she kind of leaned back on her hands and pushed her chest out while she gazed around pretending not to notice. 
 
    "Well, I guess I'd better get back to cleaning up," Michael said, although he was still looking at Catherine's breasts when she turned back to him. 
 
    "Do you want some help?" 
 
    "Sure! Could you start collecting glasses, please?" 
 
    Catherine did that, and Michael hurried everyone along declaring the party over. Adrian took off without saying goodbye, but that didn't bother Catherine at all. Then when the cleaning up was done she was one of only a few people left, and she was wondering what was going to happen next with Michael. She hoped he would invite her to stay longer. 
 
    As it turned out he received a phone call from his wife, and Catherine was dismissed with the others, which dampened her spirits a bit but not entirely. She had one more day, and the party was on there at Michael's house again tomorrow. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    Anne had disappeared somewhere with her boyfriend, and that left Catherine back at the villa with Uncle Lester cooking the evening meal. He had such a funny face with his big, googly eyes magnified by the thick glasses. He was also joking all the time and really easy going, which was something Catherine enjoyed so much since her home life under her policeman daddy was so strict. She had gotten well used to Uncle Lester looking at her body too and she was having fun with that. 
 
    After her shower she came back out in her satin chemise. She made coffee and served him on his couch. She had been thinking about it, and she deliberately leaned over right in front, letting him have another look at her breasts. He made a funny face at that with his eyes popping and this silly big grin. Then after coffee she brought a cloth and wiped the small table – that time staying bent over for longer and feeling his eyes upon her. She avoided meeting his gaze for a while, pretending not to notice but knowing full well he could see her breasts again. She eventually glanced and blushed at his grin. 
 
    "Whew. You could give an old guy a heart attack doing that." 
 
    "Well, you don't have to look," Catherine shot back at him, pressing her hand to her chest to stop her chemise from gaping – and she continued rubbing at some insignificant little marks on the wooden table. 
 
    "Oh yes, I do have to look!" he said flatly. 
 
    Catherine blushed at that and shook her head. Then she took the cup tray and left him – glancing back and smiling as she did, and she noticed the bulge in his shorts. 
 
    She came back and gave him one last look as she bent to kiss his cheek and say goodnight. Then she went to bed but left the door open slightly, and she went to sleep almost hoping he would come in and do something to her, but he never did. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    At the party the next day there was no sign of Michael, and Catherine was kind of miffed. She had felt a special connection by the pool the day before, and her imagination had run along with that. 
 
    She decided to make the most of her last day anyway. She was accepting the drinks the boys were giving her. Plus, Adrian wasn't there, so that was even better. 
 
    She ended up in the pool room again, and she was partnered with Brett while two other guys made up the opposing team. She had a bikini on this time, so they weren't getting as much to look at, but with the drinks getting stronger and her mind really cloudy, she didn't protest when Brett decided to kiss her. 
 
    She just watched the other two boys and let him do it. They were encouraging him. "Yeah – go for it. Get onto her, Fats." 
 
    Fats was Brett’s nick name. They had been calling him that all the time. 
 
    Another boy came in and stood there watching too. It was Anne's boyfriend, Nev. He closed the door. Then they were all just cheering and Catherine's head was spinning. She allowed Brett to kiss her again, but she was giddy and ready to fall over. The alcohol was really soaking into her brain, and she couldn't think to stop Brett when he started feeling her boobs. She let him lift up her top, and he pulled her bikini up as well. She was just looking down at his fat fingers squeezing her and poking her nipples, when suddenly the door opened and Adrian was standing there. 
 
    "What the fuck?" he yelled, looking from Catherine to his friend. "No fucking way!" he said and he barged in and threw a punch, but Brett blocked it and punched him back. He hit him hard too, and Adrian picked himself up off the floor with blood streaming from his nose. Brett was waiting with his fists up and ready. He had been a boxing champ as a kid and apparently still knew how to fight. 
 
    Catherine had slumped to the floor. She sat there in a daze as they fought. It seemed like it was a dream or something. Then there was another boy and more hands feeling at her breasts, and she pushed at him and turned her head so he couldn't kiss her. 
 
    It was Nev. Anne was then in the room screaming at him and at Catherine, calling her a slut. Then Brett and Nev were fighting, then Michael was there dragging someone out. Then everyone else followed and Catherine was left in the pool room alone, but her legs wouldn't work, and she just sat there against the wall with her head spinning. 
 
    Sometime later she was being picked up and carried. She was told to drink water and swallow aspirin. Then she woke up on a couch covered by a blanket. It was dark and everything was quiet. She got up unsteadily and wandered toward a light in another room. It was a kitchen, where Michael was cooking. 
 
    "Hello, sleepy, how do you feel?" 
 
    "Horrible," Catherine said. Her head was clearing, though. "What happened? Where is everyone?" 
 
    "All gone home. Party's over!" Michael was all smiles and dressed in a white bath robe. "Are you hungry?" 
 
    "My stomach feels horrible." 
 
    "Well, you threw up, so I'm not surprised. I think they were spiking your drinks." 
 
    Catherine looked at herself. There was dry vomit on her top and in her hair. 
 
    "The shower is through there," Michael said. "When you get undressed toss your clothes out the door and I'll put them in the wash. There's a robe in there for you and a new tooth brush…. Off you go!" 
 
    He was still smiling, and Catherine tried to smile back, but she didn't really know what to think. She decided to do as she was told. She kept her bikini bottoms and put the rest of her clothes outside the door. Then she showered and brushed her teeth, happy to clean the horrible taste from her mouth. The robe was the same kind as the one Michael was wearing, really soft and comfortable. He was serving dinner outside on a balcony overlooking the beach when she came out. 
 
    "Are you hungry?" he asked, pulling her chair. 
 
    "I am actually. I haven't eaten much today." 
 
    "This will make you feel better," he said, and he served a lovely pasta and salad. 
 
    He was so attentive and nice. He just wanted to chat about what they could see up and down the coast – the landmarks and buildings. There was nothing of what had happened that day with the stupid boys fighting or with her getting so drunk and passing out. 
 
    Michael was polite and very responsive to anything Catherine had to say, which made her feel his equal in maturity. She thought of his wife quite a few times throughout dinner but decided not to mention her, as he hadn't. 
 
    After helping him clear the meal away and tidy the kitchen, they strolled back out to the balcony, and he stood just behind Catherine as she looked out at the moonlit waves rolling ashore. His body was lightly touching hers, and his deep mellow voice was right there at her ear as he spoke. 
 
    "You know, I should confess there's a security camera in my office downstairs. I was actually watching the whole time you were in there with that young guy." 
 
    Catherine blushed as she looked up at the older man. "Were you?" 
 
    "Yes, but to be totally honest, I've been watching you all weekend. There are cameras everywhere, and whenever I was down there I was always looking for you." He had placed his hand on her hip and leaned closer. "You're very beautiful." 
 
    Catherine's heart was thumping. "But there were lots of girls at the party," she said. 
 
    “Really? I didn't notice," Michael went on smoothly. And that time he touched her hair, moving it back from her neck and leaning in to press his lips to her skin. "So, do you mind that I was watching you and Adrian in my office? What you were doing for him was rather exciting. I could almost feel it." 
 
    "It was the first time I've done that," Catherine uttered. The soft kisses were giving her the nicest kind of goose bumps. 
 
    "Did you enjoy it?" Michael’s hand had moved from her hip to her belly, and he was pressing against her from behind. 
 
    Catherine could feel his erection. "Yes, I enjoyed it…. It felt nice. It tasted a bit yucky when he was finishing, but I didn’t mind that." 
 
    Catherine was suddenly lifted and carried back inside. She placed her arms around the older man’s neck and closed her eyes as he kissed her lips. She was carried past the open door of the master bedroom and along a hallway to what must have been a guest room. 
 
    "You know – oral sex goes both ways," he said as he stood by a double bed still holding her in his arms. 
 
    "I know,” Catherine replied, blushing. "Well, I sort of know." 
 
    He placed her down with her head resting on the pillows and lay beside her. "Has a guy ever done it for you before?" 
 
    Catherine shook her head. Michael was kissing her again, and she wasn't sure what to do with her hands, so she sort of clung to the bedspread as he undid the tie around her waist. He opened her robe, and she caught a breath as her breasts were bared. 
 
    "You should make it a rule with these boys," he said, smiling. "They're gonna want it all the time, but you've got to learn to say – me first!" 
 
    He sucked on one of her nipples and she squirmed up against him, pressing her boob into his mouth. His hands were inside the robe, raking down her back and holding her up while he softly kissed and suckled on her. He did that with one nipple until she was just about panting, then he moved to the other and sucked it. That made Catherine moan and grab hold of his head. He rolled over on top of her and kissed his way down her belly. He was at the top of her bikini pants and kissing and sucking her skin while he pulled at the edges of them. He tugged them down and pulled them from her ankles, and he forced open her legs. He had a hand pressed against each of her inner thighs, and she was clinging to the bedspread again when he opened his mouth over her pussy and licked it. 
 
    “HUH … oh my god!" Catherine uttered as a wave of tingly little thrills swarmed all over her body, and she lay there with her eyes wide and fixed on the ceiling as the older man nuzzled and licked inside of her. 
 
    * 
 
    Michael used his thumbs to hold Catherine’s pussy lips open, and he sucked on her pink flesh and worked his tongue up over her glans. He could taste her sweet young juices. He lapped them up then sucked on her little button while she squirmed and ground against his mouth. 
 
    He smiled to himself as he looked up and saw how she was then clinging to the bed head and arching her body up off the bed. He could see her tits shuddering, and she was moaning and panting away. He kept sucking on her clit and massaging it with his tongue while he untied his robe and opened it. He was fully erect of course. He wanted to be inside her when she came. 
 
    * 
 
    Catherine fell onto the bed when Michael kissed up over her belly. She was on the edge of one of her orgasms, and she was in the middle of panting, "Ooh keep going like that," when suddenly she felt his penis slide right on in. Then she just clung to him as he started thrusting. 
 
    Catherine was wide eyed and staring at the ceiling. Her chin was resting on the older man’s shoulder, and his body was rolling and humping between her legs. The shock of being penetrated had doused her orgasm, but the feel of the man’s cock withdrawing then spearing her and the way he was grinding against her when he was all the way in soon ignited things again. And this time it wasn't just her pussy that was tingling. The warmth was centred deeper where she could feel the excitement building in her belly. 
 
    She started grinding back against the guy. When she was being split wide open and she could feel him pressing against her clit, she arched up and rubbed herself over the base of the thick shaft. It felt so nice like that, and it made him go sort of crazy humping into her even harder. 
 
    She spread her legs as wide as she could and clung to him, grinding and rubbing herself onto his penis. Her belly was getting warmer and the tingling was getting stronger. He started pounding her hard and fast, and the feeling inside was building. She couldn't get her legs any wider and she wanted it deeper. His dick was so hard. She ground herself on it. She dug her feet into the bed and held herself up while he pounded it into her. The warmth and the tingles were building more and more, and she braced up there and held herself spread. 
 
    He was hammering against her and surging inside of her. He fucked her hard and was deep and grinding wildly when suddenly the warmth in her belly contracted into a ball of pure ecstasy and exploded, ripping through her entire body like nothing she had ever experienced. It clenched and convulsed as her tight little pussy contracted around the thing poking inside of it, and Catherine moaned and clung to the guy on top of her. 
 
    His body was still, and he held firm with his penis fully inside of her. She ground herself over it while her orgasm thumped through her belly. She felt so wet and open, and she squirmed against the hard masculine body pressed down onto her. When the convulsions started to diminish, she felt him begin to move again. 
 
    Michael was supporting himself above Catherine with the muscles in his arms and shoulders pumped up and rippling. He was moving his lower body, rolling his pelvis and sticking his hard dick into her. "Just hold still for me now," he breathed into her hair, and she understood she was about to be cummed in. 
 
    He was in full control, and she just relaxed into the movement of his body. His action was different now. He was all the way up her and fucking her with short thrusts. He was just rolling his pelvis and grinding his dick inside of her – really deep inside. He started puffing and groaning, and his body was so tense and virtually quivering. He jammed his dick in hard and held it there, and it throbbed on its own. 
 
    A man was actually cumming inside of her, and she kept her legs spread wide open to accept his load. She clung to his convulsing body and stared at the ceiling while his penis throbbed and throbbed, his semen spurting. 
 
    Catherine waited, still staring up at the ceiling while Michael started moving inside her again. She wasn't sure what was going to happen next or what she should do, so she just kept her legs spread for him and offered herself in case he needed to cum some more. His penis was still quite firm, and it started getting harder again, but he suddenly lifted his upper body and kissed her. "Are you thirsty?" 
 
    "Yes – a bit." 
 
    "Ice water okay?" 
 
    "That would be nice," Catherine said. 
 
    Michael lifted from her with his dick slipping out, and she closed her legs and sat up. 
 
    "Come back out to the balcony," he said as he left the room. 
 
    Catherine searched for her bikini pants and pulled them on. Her legs were a bit rubbery and her inner thighs were wet. She felt her pussy and found it sopping and slippery. She blushed at the thought that it was from his semen as she tied the robe into place and walked back down the hall. 
 
    Catherine could see the older man wasn't looking, so she stopped and poked her head into the master bedroom. It was huge and absolutely gorgeous, and the thought of being the guy's wife flashed through her mind for a second before she hurried on out to the balcony. 
 
    Michael handed her a glass of water then sat down. Catherine sipped it and remained standing by the rail. "Beautiful night, isn't it?" he said, resting back and relaxing in the cool ocean breeze. 
 
    Catherine felt unsure. She needed to be cuddled or something. 
 
    Michael looked at his watch but didn't say anything. It was after one in the morning. "Do you want to sit down?" he said. 
 
    Catherine shook her head. "No, thanks. I'm fine." 
 
    He stood and approached, moving behind her and smoothing hair from her neck. "Are you okay?" 
 
    "Yes, I'm okay. I probably should be going soon. They must be wondering where I am." 
 
    "Yeah, I guess. Although you could stay here tonight," he said, kissing her softly.  
 
    His hand had moved to her belly, and he held her close while she could feel his penis firming against her. 
 
    "I probably should go. I have to be at the train station in the morning," she said to him. 
 
    "Well okay, but you really are beautiful," he whispered, and he lifted her chin and kissed her lips. "You were really beautiful just now," he added, making Catherine blush again. 
 
    "Thanks," she said. "I didn't know we were going to do that." 
 
    He chuckled "Yeah, but it was nice – right?" 
 
    "Uh huh." 
 
    He kissed her more deeply, and she relaxed into him. His erection was prominent against her belly, and she thought he was going to want her again but he stepped back and visibly denied that idea. "Yeah it is getting late," he said. Then he grinned. "I really should make a call before I get into trouble too." 
 
    Catherine understood the man was talking about calling his wife, and that was her signal to get out of there. She found her clothes in the laundry downstairs, clean and dry. She dressed and handed Michael the bathrobe. He kissed her again but didn't say anything, and she left at that. 
 
    It was only a short walk around the corner to the front of the villa where she found her bag and clothes on the lawn outside the bedroom window. Anne had obviously thrown them out there. Catherine was stunned. She gathered her clothing and put it in the bag. Her train ticket was in the side pocket, and her toothbrush and everything was stuffed in her toiletries bag. 
 
    She stood there on the footpath wondering what to do. She was sure Uncle Lester would let her in, but she couldn't go knocking on the door with Anne in there. She tried to recall what had happened at the party earlier and sort of remembered Anne screaming and her boyfriend trying to kiss her – which wasn't her fault! 
 
    Catherine thought about sneaking back into Michael's yard and sleeping on one of the chairs by the pool. But then what? She still had to get to the train station, and that was an hour drive, and she didn't know if there were buses or anything. Although, she had seen a bus station near the beach, so maybe she could go there and wait. 
 
    She had walked back around to the front of Michael's house. She looked down the beach, where the street was dark and deserted. She was too scared to go walking along there, so she turned back around and stood looking at the light upstairs in Michael's house. He was probably there talking to his wife, though, and she just stood there getting ready to cry. 
 
    "Are you okay, Catherine?" Michael called out. He was downstairs and had opened the front door. 
 
    "They kicked me out," Catherine sobbed. "I don't know what to do." 
 
    Michael took her bag and led her inside. He was kind and attentive, and he took her up to the room where they had made love. "Is this okay?" he asked. "You know where the kitchen is if you need anything. And we'll sort everything out in the morning." 
 
    He left Catherine with a soft kiss goodnight and closed the door in the master bedroom. She changed into pyjamas and got into bed. She could hear him talking on the phone but she drifted off to sleep pretty quickly. 
 
    Sometime later she woke to the feel of the older man getting into bed with her. He cuddled up behind with his erection pressing against her back. He was kissing her neck and feeling her breasts. He reached down her front and pressed his hand between her legs, rubbing her and grinding his erection against her bum. 
 
    Catherine sort of cuddled the pillow as he pulled her pyjama pants down. He was poking between her legs with his penis, and he got the head of it into her pussy and started forcing it. He worked it in and out, forcing it deeper each time until he was all the way inside of her. "Yeah – fuck that's tight," he breathed into her ear, and Catherine pressed herself back against him as he started fucking her. 
 
    She arched her hips and presented herself so he could do it. He had his hand down the front and he was rubbing her clit then sort of holding her pussy open so his dick could slide between his fingers. She could feel how wet she was again – probably still from him cumming in her before, she thought, as her orgasm started to build again. 
 
    Her peak wasn't as powerful as the first time because it was more from his fingers rubbing her clit, but it came on fast and still thumped through her belly really nicely. And it was still going when she felt him drive up hard behind her bottom and start bucking. 
 
    She couldn't feel his penis throbbing that time, and she didn't feel his cum, but after he rolled over she felt a dribble of fluid. He was panting. She rolled onto her back, wondering if she should cuddle up to him. He put his arm around her and guided her to his chest, making her smile. She could feel his cum leaking from between her legs, but she was being cuddled this time and everything was perfect. 
 
    Sometime later Catherine woke again. She was facing away, and Michael was behind her working his penis into her pussy. She just arched her bottom back against him that time and let him do it. He got it all the way in and started thrusting, but he ended up working her onto her belly, and he was on top still humping her. 
 
    He had straddled her legs, and she lifted her bum so he could get his dick all the way in. It didn't feel as amazing, but it was exciting to be taken that way, and when he finally humped up against her hard and held firmly, she could feel his penis expand and throb. She held herself up against it while more semen was deposited in her belly. She smiled to herself and wriggled back against him feeling how wonderful and how natural it was to have a man ejaculating inside of her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    It was 5am, and Catherine dozed off again before the sun came up. When she woke it was almost eight. She was alone in bed, lying in a wet spot with her pyjama pants down around her knees, and she was very sticky between the legs. 
 
    She quickly cleaned up in the bathroom. She used a warm washcloth to wipe her legs and dab at her red, swollen pussy. She was grinning to herself about that but at the same time she had to get to her train somehow. 
 
    She pulled on panties and a bikini top, track pants and a sweater. Then she snuck along to the master bedroom where her lover was sleeping noisily. He was on his belly with his white bum sticking out, snoring like a damn pig, and Catherine giggled under her breath but she had to wake him! Oh my god, she thought as she tried to summon up the courage to call out to him. It was different to last night in the dark. This was the cool light of day, and she felt like the total stranger that she, in fact, was. 
 
    "Oh no,” she whimpered as she took a step into the room. 
 
    * 
 
    "You there, Catherine?" called a familiar voice from downstairs. 
 
    Catherine turned and hurried from the master bedroom, grabbed her bag and ran down to the front door. "Uncle Lester!" 
 
    "Come on, love – what are you doing? You're going to miss your train!" 
 
    She gave Lester a hug. "But Anne kicked me out!" 
 
    He took her bag and ushered her toward his rusty old car. "Don't take any notice of that little bitch." He chuckled. "Next time don't even bring her with you!" 
 
    Catherine laughed. What a hero this funny little man was. Like there was nothing to it, he drove off merrily whistling and smiling. "And what the hell is that you're wearing?" he pointed out after a few blocks. "You can't go travelling across the country looking like that." 
 
    "It's ketchup," Catherine explained. The mark was still there on her sweater. 
 
    Lester pulled into a small shopping centre. "Just in the door on the right there's a clothes shop," he said, fumbling in his pocket. 
 
    Catherine accepted money without trying to argue. She went in and found a sweater on the first stand. There was also a nice little lace bra on sale, so she grabbed that too. 
 
    "So, you had a nice weekend then, love? It was very nice having you." 
 
    Catherine smiled back at Lester. "You're a really lovely man, aren't you?" 
 
    "Aw, now don't let that get around." 
 
    "Yes, I had a nice weekend, thank you. It was lots of fun." 
 
    "And young Adrian? Did he treat you right?" 
 
    "He was okay. He's a typical boy, that's all." 
 
    "And what about Michael? Do I need to have a word with him – run him over with my car or something?" 
 
    Catherine laughed. "No. He's okay too." 
 
    Before long they had reached the expressway where the road divided and the oncoming traffic was the other side of a nature strip. Catherine opened her shopping bag and blushed as she thought of what she was going to do. She smiled across at Lester. "Can you drive fast so no one overtakes us for a minute, please?" she asked sweetly. 
 
    He looked across at her. "Why's that, love?" 
 
    Catherine’s blush deepened. "So I can get changed." 
 
    "Oh," Lester grunted as his eyes went googly behind his glasses. 
 
    Catherine lifted off her sweater and looked back to make sure no cars were coming. Then she pulled the strings on her bikini top and took it off too. 
 
    "Holy shit!" Lester exclaimed – his eyes lighting up and a big smile splitting his chubby, round face. 
 
    Catherine took the new sweater and bra out of the bag, but she just waited a minute while Lester looked at her breasts. He had gone quiet. He was checking the road but mostly just staring at them. She didn't really know what to do next, so she just waited a bit longer, pushing her chest forward, showing them to him. 
 
    He smiled up at her. "Thanks, love. This is the best weekend I've had since I can't remember when." 
 
    "Really?" Catherine said shyly as she fixed the clasp and swivelled her bra around into place. 
 
    "Holy fucking shit!" Lester smiled again as he had his last look. 
 
    Catherine waited until he turned back to the road, then she pulled the straps up and smoothed her bra into place properly. Her nipples were firm and visible through the white lace, and she fiddled with the sweater for a few minutes while the older man looked at her like that. She could see the bulge in his shorts, and she liked having caused that again. 
 
    When Catherine was dressed she sort of dozed off for a while because she was so sleepy from being awake most of the night. When she woke they were almost there and just leaving the expressway. 
 
    "Uncle Lester, did you really mean it when you said I could come and stay without Anne sometime?" 
 
    "Hell yes!" Lester declared. "Anytime you want – just give me a call and I'll come pick you up at the station." 
 
    Catherine found a pen in her bag. "Can you tell me your phone number, please?" 
 
    Lester called out his number and Catherine wrote it on her ticket cover. The train station was right there, and they were 20 minutes early. Lester pulled into the car park and turned off the car. "Should I come see you off?" 
 
    Catherine looked around. There was a big old van parked beside them, and from the other direction there was no one close by. It was very quiet with only a few people all the way over by the train. 
 
    She smiled through her blush. "Can I do something for you?" 
 
    * 
 
    Lester grinned but he was confused. "Like what, love?" 
 
    "You know – something!" Catherine uttered, glancing down at his lap and blushing some more. 
 
    "Holy shit! Love – you don't have to do that," he said, but he had a quick look around too. 
 
    "But I'd like to," Catherine went on. "Just with my hand." 
 
    Lester swallowed hard and had another look around. He lifted the catch and pushed his seat back. "You really want to?" 
 
    * 
 
    "Uh huh," Catherine uttered, and she watched the older man undo his pants and pull his underwear down a bit. His penis was short and thick, and she closed her hand around it and squeezed softly as it lengthened slightly and firmed up. "It feels nice," she said to him, but he was checking around again. 
 
    He shifted in his seat and gave her more room. She felt over the big, spongy head with her thumb. It was much thicker than the head of Adrian's penis. It was also darker in colour – getting to be almost purple as she continued rubbing over it with her thumb. There was some clear fluid coming from the tip, and she used that to make it more slippery. 
 
    "Does that feel nice?" she asked him. 
 
    "Aw yeah, love. Just like that," he said, thrusting a bit and forcing the head through her fist. 
 
    She started pulling him off – making a fist around it and stroking up and down. She made sure to go all the way up and over the purple head because he squirmed every time she did that. And there was more of the clear fluid leaking out of the tip, so she used that to wet the shaft, but it was still too dry, so she bent down and dribbled a little bit of saliva. 
 
    Lester groaned excitedly when she was doing that, so she stayed down there and rested her head on his fat belly. His penis was slippery now, and her hand was sliding up and down it and swishing over the big purple dome. The shaft was getting harder. Catherine leaned down close again and dribbled some more saliva. Then she was stroking faster, and she noticed Lester really squirming when she rubbed over the head, so she concentrated on that even more. 
 
    "Oh, love,” he groaned. He was wriggling and thrusting. "Oh shit!" he cried under his breath, and suddenly he was still and his penis swelled up even more. 
 
    Catherine knew he was about to cum, and she stroked fast until he bucked, then she quickly took the swollen purple head in. She sucked softly and felt his big old balls pulse. Then thick jets of cum were gushing up against the roof of her mouth. She swallowed one big gulp, but he was still squirting, and she swallowed again. Then she softly sucked on the big, spongy head and some more semen pulsed from it, and she moaned a little as she swallowed that too. 
 
    Catherine sat up and wiped her mouth on the back of her hand. Lester was smiling with such contentment. "That was a lot," she said, swallowing again at the strong taste of his semen. 
 
    He just kept on smiling, seemingly lost for words. 
 
    She kissed his cheek. "I’ll try to come back for another visit soon. I'll call you, okay?" 
 
    * 
 
    Catherine took her bag and hurried to her train. She got her seat and rested back enjoying the lingering taste. Lester’s cum had been thicker than Adrian's, and it was sort of coating her teeth. He was such a nice man, though, and she was happy to have his taste in her mouth. Plus, it was the only thing she had eaten so far that morning, and she smiled at the thought of eating a man's cum for breakfast. 
 
    After another short nap she found the dining car and ordered some real food. There was no smoking men this time, and it was a day trip, so it was just a matter of enjoying the scenery. She dozed on and off throughout the journey, and it was getting on nine at night when the train was approaching her station. 
 
    She had checked the bus timetable and found there would be one at nine thirty that would get her home not much past ten. The plan was to tell her parents that she and Anne had a fight and she decided to catch the bus home. Which was half true, she figured. 
 
    She closed her eyes one last time and thought of her adventure – of the scumbags on the train and that arsehole Adrian and of spending the night with Michael and having sex with him three times! She held her belly and smiled at the thought of that. Then she thought of Uncle Lester and that she was going to stay with him again really soon! 
 
    Catherine felt the train grinding to a stop at the station, but she was reluctant to open her eyes and officially put an end to her adventure.  
 
    The train came to rest, and she waited one more moment, then she did open her eyes. She opened them and looked out the window to see her daddy standing there in his police uniform searching up and down the platform. 
 
    "Oh shit…!" 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 15 
 
      
 
    Riding home that night, the police car was kind of appropriate. Catherine’s step-father didn’t know much – only that she had snuck away down the coast with her girlfriend. “Were there any boys staying at the villa? What about that rascal brother?” 
 
    “No, Daddy. We just had fun at the beach. I didn’t ask because I knew you’d say no.” 
 
    It took Catherine’s step-father a week to settle down and about three months to stop glaring at her and shaking his head over the incident. She kept a low profile, coming straight home after work and not going out much otherwise. She began seeing Robbie from across the road – hanging out with him but denying him anything more than a bit of kissing. At least her daddy approved of Robbie, so there was less stress to deal with in that regard. 
 
    She and Robbie were hanging out at his house one Sunday when she found herself sitting alone in the lounge room, smoothing her hands over the lounge cushions either side of her and drifting off into the memory of Mrs Dale being taken right there by that stranger – the one who often came to Catherine in her dreams and ravished her. 
 
    Robbie came in from out the front yard with his friend Foley. Foley was a couple of years older, almost 21. His hazel eyes travelled from Catherine’s legs up to her bikini top before meeting her blush. He always looked her over slowly, which she liked. 
 
    “Hey, Cath,” he said, grinning. 
 
    She raked back her hair and fixed the tie for her ponytail while he looked back down at her breasts. 
 
    “Come on, let’s go,” Robbie said. He had a couple of towels clutched in his hand. They were going to Jared’s place for a swim. 
 
    Catherine went with them but found there were two other girls already in the pool – both older and with bigger boobs, and Foley was more interested in them than her. Jared wasn’t. He always paid Catherine attention. It was too bad he was different, though. It wasn’t like that with Jared. He was even older, at 26, and had always been like family to Catherine. 
 
    She left and went home early. That weekend was the annual summer vacation. Catherine and Robbie’s dads hired a minibus, and the two families drove across state together. It started with Robbie on the first day. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 16 
 
      
 
     “Stop it!” Catherine cried. “God, you’re such a pain sometimes.” 
 
    “Aw, but you said we would when we were on vacation,” Robbie whined. 
 
    “I did not! I said maybe – if it felt right.” 
 
    Robbie tried rubbing up his dream girlfriend’s thigh again, cautiously, but with the if it felt right bit giving him another idea. “But you know how much I love you, Catherine,” he whispered as he kissed her neck. “You know I’ve never even kissed another girl in my whole life!” 
 
    “Oh, that’s just silly,” Catherine scoffed, though she allowed his hand to edge a little way beneath her skirt that time. 
 
    “No it’s not,” Robbie whispered to her. “You know you’re the only girl for me ever since we were kids.” 
 
    As Robbie and Catherine had grown up as neighbours and playmates, Robbie had always expected a natural progression to boyfriend status. He had just turned 19 and had been hoping that with Catherine turning 18 he would finally get past first base. He had felt her up a few times lately and even rubbed her through her panties, but his constant erection had yet to be called upon. 
 
    “You know you’re the only girl I’m ever gonna love,” he went on, kissing her ear and searching up under her skirt a little further again. 
 
    “Robbie! I said no! What if our parents come back? It’s not exactly the best place to be doing it when they could walk through the door any minute.” 
 
    “Aw, they’re not gonna be back for ages. They said they’re gonna check out the resort, and that means shopping for hours, and our dads will be at a bar somewhere for sure.” 
 
    “Well, anyway, this just isn’t going to happen right now,” Catherine declared as she pushed Robbie away and got up off the couch. “I want to go check out the beach. Are you coming?” 
 
    They were in the apartment Catherine and her parents were staying in. Robbie was staying with his parents next door. The two families vacationed together at least once a year, usually camping, but this summer they had decided on an up-market island resort – which was another thing Robbie had figured would favour his chances of finally getting his eager young dick wet. What with the romance and all – surely he’d be getting lucky before the end of the week. 
 
    He watched through the tiny opening in the door Catherine hadn’t quite closed behind her. She stepped out of her panties and pulled on bikini bottoms. He caught a flash of her neatly trimmed pubes as she turned past a mirror, then she tossed her bra and he saw her perky little breasts full on before she tied her bikini top in place.  
 
    “Come on then,” she said as she brushed past and out the door, and Robbie grabbed his towel and hurried after her. 
 
    The elevator opened into the foyer of the resort, and that led to the pools, bars and gardens. Beyond that was the beach. Robbie caught Catherine’s hand before she stepped down onto the sand, and he pulled her close for a kiss. “I didn’t mean to get pushy again,” he said apologetically.  
 
    Catherine responded with another kiss. “I know. It’s okay. I just want to wait until it’s perfect before our first time.” 
 
    They remained there cuddling and talking at the top of the stairs leading down to the beach for a while, not noticing the resort’s old maintenance man leaning back on a broken down jet ski watching them. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 17 
 
      
 
    George was a pot-bellied, grey-haired man in his mid-50s. He had been working at the resort since vacationing there 10 years ago and scoring a job. He never bothered going home. He just called his old boss and told him to shove it, then moved out of his suite and into the bungalow behind the maintenance workshop. He had spent every day since, living a life of relaxation in the sun, and ogling every hard-bodied bikini girl that sauntered past.  
 
    Right then old George was puffing on a cigarette and looking young Catherine over. She had a very pretty face and beautiful green eyes, long blonde hair and golden brown skin. Her legs were slender and her hips were slight, though feminine. He could nearly squeeze his big old hands around her waist it was so tiny, and she had perky little tits with upturned nipples just noticeable through her white bikini top. 
 
    He watched her stroll by clinging to the arm of a gangly boy with one of those stupid hair styles that looked like birds were nesting on the back of his head. George forgot about the boy, though, and concentrated on the sway of the girl’s hips and the way the little wrap around skirt she had on was swishing across the back of her thighs. He imagined with a nice womanly hip action like that she would be a good fuck. He imagined how good she could grind over his old cock if she was riding him cowgirl style. Or maybe reverse cowgirl, so he could reach around and feel her little titties while she was at it. 
 
    These were typical thoughts for old George whilst ogling a young bikini girl, but he struggled to remember the day he could actually get any action like that. He would occasionally score with one of the many single mature women who frequented the resort, but there was no harm in checking out the young ones, he reasoned, as he flicked his smoke and went back to work on the jet ski. 
 
    “Mornin’, George! How they hangin’?”  
 
    “Andy! Yeah good, son. How’d you get on at the airport?” 
 
    “Easy! Got there just before time and no delays.” 
 
    * 
 
    Andy was a mid-30s man who had been at the resort for a week hiring out one of the jet skis every day. He had been vacationing with his wife and two children but had delivered them to the airport that morning. 
 
    “Fuck, I’ve been looking forward to this,” he said, stretching and looking around at the beach. “A whole week without the wife and kids! Thank God for business!”  
 
    Andy had a few business meetings to attend and one dinner function at the end of the week, but his days were free. His wife had to return to work, so she couldn’t stay with him. It was his first chance to be completely alone in years, and he was feeling good. 
 
    “I’m just goin’ for a quick surf then I’ll be back for a ski, okay George?” 
 
    George waved him off, he jogged down to the water and out into the waves. He was a keen bodysurfer, and although the surf was a bit rough he did pretty well. He caught a few good waves and dodged the kids on body boards.  
 
    After half an hour he was about to call it quits and head back to shore when a girl got absolutely dumped by a particularly savage wave right in front of him. She went arse over head with legs everywhere, and when the wave spewed her out, she didn’t seem to know which way was up. 
 
    Andy caught her arm and lifted her, holding her until she found her feet. Her hair was matted over her face and she was coughing and spluttering sea water. Her bikini top had come undone or perhaps broken a string, and it was hanging backwards from her neck. Her little white tits were bare. 
 
    “Are you all right?” Andy asked kindly. 
 
    The girl stopped coughing. “Yes, I’m – oh my god!” she cried as she searched for her bikini top. 
 
    She found it and desperately tried to untangle it. Andy remained beside her, shielding her from a few other men and boys close by. “It’s okay – no one’s watching,” he reassured her, though he was looking down at her tits himself. They were perfect – small but nicely rounded beneath dark highset nipples. “Here – let me help,” he went on easily, and she allowed him to take hold of the tangled string that was causing the problem while she held her arm across her breasts. 
 
    “This is so embarrassing,” she said, nervously looking around. 
 
    “No, it’s actually funny when you think about it. I’m sure you’ll have a laugh later.” Andy smiled, which caused the girl to smile in response. He had undone the knot in the string. “There you go,” he said, again checking out her perky young tits while she fixed her top into place. 
 
    “Thank you,” the girl said, seemingly even more nervous as she peered up biting her lip, and Andy left her with another smile and dived into the wave that was passing by. 
 
    * 
 
    The girl watched him surf into shore and walk up toward the resort without looking back. Her heart was pounding and her legs were numb. She went to her towel and was drying off when her pretend boyfriend arrived from the shop with chips and sodas.  
 
    “Are you all right, Catherine?” Robbie asked. “You look a bit red in the face.” 
 
    “I’m fine. Better than fine actually,” Catherine said dreamily. She could see the man had stopped to chat with an older man working on a jet ski. She guessed the one who had helped her would be nearly her parents’ age, but that didn’t matter.  
 
    “I want to go back to the resort now, Robbie. Are you coming?” 
 
    Catherine tied her skirt around her waist and led off with Robbie following. She wanted to hurry before the man walked away, but she slowed as she approached, pulling her shoulders back and thrusting her boobs forward. She wished she had bigger breasts. 
 
    The guy had man sized muscles. His shoulders were broad and his face had little lines that accentuated his strong features. He glanced, and Catherine smiled, which caused him to smile in response as his eyes flashed lower to check out her body, and that made Catherine’s legs go tingly again. 
 
    She wished she had a reason to stop, but she didn’t, and she kept walking past and up the stairs. When she reached the top of the stairs, she dared to glance back, though, and both men were looking. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 18 
 
      
 
    That afternoon Catherine and Robbie spent a few hours at one of the resort pools with some other couples their own age. Robbie ended up parasailing with a group of boys and Catherine went shopping with her new girlfriends. 
 
    That evening they were left alone by their parents, and stayed in Robbie’s suite listening to music and cuddling and kissing. Catherine parted her legs a little when Robbie started feeling her thigh. He felt his way up to her panties and was rubbing her through them. 
 
    She was wet, but Robbie didn’t understand the significance of that. He just liked how warm she felt and how he could force his fingers inside her a little way. He had never felt underneath her panties, though, and after being rejected earlier in the day, he decided not to try and push things again just yet, so he soon left off rubbing her there and felt up under her top and bra. 
 
    * 
 
    Catherine liked the feel of Robbie touching her between the legs, but he never brought her even close to orgasm, and she wondered if he even knew what that was. She wondered – but as close as they were she didn’t quite know how to bring up the matter. She was worried it might embarrass him, and was kind of hoping one of his friends might educate him one day and save her from having to go there.  
 
    Robbie searched around behind Catherine’s back and released her bra clasp. She wriggled out of it and pulled it off completely to allow him better access. She tossed it aside and straddled his lap, which made his eyes pop open and his body stiffen beneath her.  
 
    What was already quite stiff, was his dick, and she straddled that and used it to rub where she liked to rub herself. She was splitting herself over the underside of his shaft, which was sticking straight up against his stomach. 
 
    “Only like this, though,” she whispered to him. “Not inside me, okay?” 
 
    “Okay,” Robbie groaned as he started thrusting. He only had on thin cotton shorts, and his cock had worked its way through the opening in his boxers. There was just that one layer of fabric and Catherine’s panties. He was thrusting and spearing his cock through her slit, and she was grinding down hard. 
 
    Catherine quickly reached one of her usual orgasms, and she clung to her make-believe boyfriend’s head while it pulsed through her belly. She could also feel Robbie’s dick throbbing, and she understood he had ejaculated. He was suddenly relaxed and wasn’t trying to thrust anymore. He was just holding her and panting against her chest. 
 
    “Did you cum?” she asked him softly. 
 
    “Yeah…. I think I need to go and get changed,” he said with a degree of embarrassment. 
 
    Catherine rolled off him and sat with her legs tucked up to the side without bothering to tug her skirt down. It was a tiny little thing that barely covered her panties anyway, and it had bunched up like a belt around her waist. She was sitting there cooling down after her orgasm while Robbie was in the bathroom cleaning himself up, when suddenly the door opened and Robbie’s dad walked in and stopped with his eyes popping open. Catherine instinctively tugged at her skirt, but her bra was lying there on the floor at Mr Dale’s feet.  
 
    “Hi, Mr Dale,” she uttered nervously, hugging her knees to her chest. 
 
    Mr Dale picked up her bra and stepped close but didn’t hand it to her. He grinned. “Where’s Robbie?” 
 
    Catherine pointed to the bathroom. She could see Mr Dale was looking at her legs, and she knew her panties would be exposed because her little skirt was still bunched up her back. She lowered her legs, sitting up and smoothing her hands down to her knees, but her panties were still exposed between her bare thighs. 
 
    She watched Mr Dale’s face as he stared at them. It was like time had stopped, but her heart was pounding. She moved her hands from her knees but kept her legs together. She felt for the hem of her skirt, thinking about stretching it down. She waited until his eyes lifted before she did that. 
 
    He grinned again as he handed her the bra. “I just came back for my wallet. I’ll leave you kids to it then.” 
 
    Mr Dale collected his wallet off the table and returned to the door. He glanced back and took another look at Catherine. She was biting down on an embarrassed smile. “Don’t worry, I won’t tell your parents,” he said with a wink, and he deliberately looked back down at her legs. 
 
    Catherine felt her knees parting like she had no control over them. She was excited by the fact that Mr Dale was looking at her and obviously thinking about her in that way. “Promise you won’t tell?” she asked him sweetly. 
 
    “Sure, but it might cost you,” he replied with a chuckle. 
 
    Catherine could hear the shower running, so she knew Robbie would be a while yet. “Well, what can I do to make sure you don’t tell?” she teased as she walked over to the door. “My parents will kill me if they find out.” 
 
    She had stopped right in front of Mr Dale, and she was swaying against the door. He checked the hallway over his shoulder then turned back to her. He touched her hair, gathering a few strands from her cheek and smoothing down to her shoulder. She looked at his hand, and he trailed his fingers lower and touched her nipple through her tank top. 
 
    * 
 
    “I guess if you don’t tell, then I won’t,” Milton Dale said to the girl, and with that he felt her little tit more firmly. He squeezed it and made her gasp and moan slightly as she pressed forward against his hand. She had her hands behind her back, clinging to the door frame while he continued to feel her up. She peered up at him, and he bent to her and kissed her lips. He was instantly erect, and she was completely submissive as he pressed his body against her, but he was conscious of the fact that his son might open the bathroom door any second. “This is our little secret, then?” he said to her as he kissed her hard once more.  
 
    He lifted from her and pulled up her top to have a quick look. The shower had stopped in the bathroom, so he led her out into the hallway. He kissed her hard again and felt her little tits bare while he was at it. She was responding with open mouth and just moaning and thrusting her chest forward as he groped her and pinched her nipples. 
 
    Milton pulled himself away and walked across to the elevator. Young Catherine remained leaning back against the door with her top still up over her tits. She was just smiling at him with her eyes glazed and dreamy. 
 
    “Our little secret!” he said to her again as the elevator door opened. 
 
    “Okay, Mr Dale,” she uttered through her smile. 
 
    * 
 
    When the elevator doors closed, Catherine tugged her top down into place and went in to find Robbie coming from the bathroom. She told him she had to go, and left immediately. Back in her hotel room, she went straight to bed and rubbed herself to another orgasm thinking about Mr Dale and the other man who had saved her from the wave. She decided she was going to find him again tomorrow. 
 
    The resort isn’t that big, so how hard could it be? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 19 
 
      
 
    That next morning Catherine spent hours by the pool watching for the man from the beach. She had no luck with that, but she did meet the other girls from yesterday. Robbie went off with some boys and she went shopping with the girls again. 
 
    Mid-afternoon the gang of teenagers were back at the pool swimming and playing around, with the boys doing their best to get onto the girls. Finally Catherine caught sight of the beach guy walking through the pool area with a towel over his shoulder. He went right by without looking at her and continued out through the gardens and along a walking track that led to the parkland and toward the far end of the beach. 
 
    Catherine grabbed her towel and dragged Robbie along. “Where are we going?” he complained as he got hold of his towel and ran after her. 
 
    “Let’s go for a walk,” Catherine enthused. “Let’s see where this track goes.” 
 
    She could see the guy up ahead, and she followed along keeping a distance. When the guy stopped at a bench beside the track to talk on his phone, she and Robbie were soon walking past him. Catherine looked quite deliberately and the guy smiled, so she smiled back and half turned as she slowly and reluctantly walked by. 
 
    “How are you?” he asked. He had finished his call and pocketed his phone. “No injuries, I hope.” 
 
    “Only my pride,” Catherine responded shyly. She turned back and stepped closer. Robbie was instantly by her side. “He saved me from a wave yesterday,” she said to Robbie, although she continued looking at the older man as she spoke. His eyes were moving up and down her body, and she was arching her boobs forward. 
 
    “So, you two are heading up to the north end, are you? I guess you’re old enough.” 
 
    “Old enough?” Catherine queried. 
 
    “Yeah, I guess you’re going up for a look at the ladies are you, son?” 
 
    “What ladies?” Robbie asked blankly. 
 
    The guy had started off walking again. Catherine and Robbie kept up with him. “You know it’s topless up the north end of the beach, don’t you?” he asked. “Well, it’s optional of course, but most of the ladies indulge us men and show what they’ve got.” 
 
    “The ones with something to show, that is,” Catherine responded cautiously.  
 
    “Well, don’t underestimate how attractive small breasted women are,” the man shot back. “Isn’t that right?” he asked Robbie. 
 
    Robbie pulled Catherine close to his side. “I like small ones!”  
 
    There was a walking trail leading off through the sand dunes, and the guy took that. Catherine followed him and Robbie followed her.  
 
    “Well, you shouldn’t feel pressured to take your top off – er…?” 
 
    “Catherine! My name’s Catherine!” 
 
    “Catherine, and…?” 
 
    “Robbie!” 
 
    “I’m Andy…. Nice to meet you both,” the man offered a smile. “Yeah, if you kids just wanna have a look, that’s fine. There’s gonna be a lot of older guys like me that’ll be watching for it, but you don’t have to go topless if you feel uncomfortable.” 
 
    “But we could sit with you, couldn’t we?” Catherine asked excitedly. 
 
    Andy grinned. “Yes, of course you can.” 
 
    The sand dunes ended and the trail opened onto a small, secluded section of the beach. There were plenty of sunbathers, mostly men and mostly Andy’s age and older. There were a scattering of women but none under about 30, and they were all sun browned and kind of leathery. There were lots of men looking up at Catherine. She retreated behind Robbie’s arm. 
 
    “I don’t like this,” Robbie said. 
 
    “Well, the surf looks good.” Andy tossed his towel over by a rock and jogged off toward the water. 
 
    “It’s okay,” Catherine said to Robbie. “Let’s just sit over here for a while. “ 
 
    “But everyone’s looking at us,” Robbie complained. 
 
    They spread their towels and sat down. Catherine hugged her knees while Robbie gazed around at the few topless women close by. Andy returned after a little while dripping wet and with his muscles rippling and defined. Catherine watched him drying off. She squirmed as his eyes moved over her legs and settled on her bikini bottoms for a moment. He grinned. “Still here?”  
 
    “Yes, we’re still here!” Catherine defended playfully. 
 
    “Look at those ones, Robbie!” Andy said. 
 
    There was a woman up on her knees fixing her towel into position. Her breasts were huge and swaying beneath her slender body. 
 
    “See, I told you they have to be big!” Catherine complained indignantly.  
 
    “No – yours are nice too. Perfect for your age and build,” Andy assured. “Over there too,” he said to Robbie.  
 
    There was another big breasted woman moving around, though she was quite large all over.  
 
    “Big old granny ones,” Robbie scoffed, seemingly relaxing into the situation as he settled on his stomach, watching all around.  
 
    Catherine settled too, though still hugging her knees to her chest a bit. They were sitting back against a long, low rock ledge poking out of the sand, and a few middle aged men had taken positions sitting up on the ledge looking down. There were also two men now setting up towels quite close in front. 
 
    “You’re becoming very popular,” Andy said under his breath, just loud enough for Catherine and Robbie to hear. 
 
    Both men setting up in front lay down on their stomachs facing Catherine. Another one, who would have been in his 60s, was claiming a spot between them.  
 
    Andy grinned and whispered again. “So, are you gonna give them a look or not?” 
 
    “She doesn’t have to,” Robbie whispered back. “It’s not even sunny enough to get a tan or anything.” 
 
    He was right. The sun had disappeared behind a bank of clouds, and although it was still hot and steamy there wouldn’t be much more sun that afternoon, if at all. 
 
    Andy lifted to his side and edged closer. “You could still do it, though. If you wanted to enjoy some attention and give these guys a thrill.” 
 
    There were more men lined up on the ledge, and another two had set up in front facing Catherine. She was looking around at them although avoiding any eye contact. She had lowered her knees. 
 
    “Go on. I dare you!” Andy teased. 
 
    Catherine smiled then checked with Robbie. “Should I?” 
 
    “You don’t have to!” he said again. “They’re all old farts anyway!” 
 
    It was noticeable that the men leaving the beach were all walking around close to the rock ledge for a look on their way to the trail through the dunes. Another few had stopped and taken a position on the ledge. There were a dozen or so where there had been none prior to Catherine’s arrival. 
 
    “They’re all hoping you take it off,” Andy went on encouragingly. “You’re not gonna disappoint them, are ya?” 
 
    Catherine could feel all eyes upon her, and particularly Andy’s. She turned to Robbie again. “I’m actually the only woman here with a top on. I think I should do it.” 
 
    “Why? You’re not old like them!” 
 
    “What – are you saying I’m not a woman?” Catherine challenged. It was an old argument to do with her being a real woman in Robbie’s eyes when she agreed to have sex with him. 
 
    “No, I’m not saying that,” Robbie said a little sheepishly. 
 
    “Well, why shouldn’t I do the same as the other women here?” 
 
    “What, and have all these old guys looking at you?” Robbie groaned under his breath, getting desperate it seemed. 
 
    Catherine had her back up. “So, now you’re saying it’s okay for you to ogle these other women but it’s not okay for me to enjoy being looked at by other men? That’s not even fair!” 
 
    Of the now quite noticeable crowd of men gathered as close as they reasonably could, some were subtle about it, others were quite blatantly staring at Catherine.  
 
    “Will you stay here if I do it?” she asked Andy. 
 
    “Of course,” he returned warmly. “Robbie and I will make sure they keep their distance at least, won’t we, Robbie?” 
 
    Robbie’s face was blank. He looked sick. Catherine was working up the courage. She turned to Andy with a nervous smile. “Okay, here goes!” she said, and she reached for the knot behind her back. 
 
    The men who were subtly watching were suddenly glaring intently. Catherine loosened that knot then undid the one behind her neck. Her little bikini top slipped, and she gathered it and lowered it from her firm young breasts. They were pure white against her otherwise golden tanned skin. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s nice. Now lean back so the guys behind can see them,” Andy instructed.  
 
    There was an ooh yeah and a low whistle or two from the guys back there. Catherine’s tiny nipples were instantly erect. She lay back, resting upon her elbows, and that gave all the men a full-on view. 
 
    * 
 
    Andy was close enough to see the young girlfriend’s goosebumps. The milky white skin of her tits were covered in them, as was her belly and the smooth young lines of her inner thighs. He could also see a little camel toe where the soft fabric of her bikini bottoms were cutting into her slit. He examined his way back up her body and had another look at her breasts. He glanced up from them to meet her smile.  
 
    Andy grinned over at the boy. “Definitely the best set of boobs on the beach, huh, Robbie?” 
 
    Robbie was looking around at the gathering of men. They were all staring blatantly. “I think we should go and get some drinks soon,” he said to Catherine. 
 
    “That’s a good idea – I’m really thirsty,” she agreed. “Could you go?” 
 
    “What – me?” Robbie complained. 
 
    “Please?” Catherine implored sweetly. “I’ll make it up to you tonight.” 
 
    “Really? How?” Robbie shot back with heightened interest. 
 
    “You know how – maybe!” the young girlfriend went on, leaning close for a kiss. 
 
    “You better be serious this time,” he said as he got up to go. Then he jogged off. 
 
    Andy waited until he was gone. “Do you have any lotion in your bag, Catherine? You know you can still burn when it’s overcast here. You really should put some on your breasts at least.” 
 
    Catherine blushed but didn’t answer. She took a tube of sunscreen from her bag and rubbed some into her hands. She started with her arms and shoulders then squeezed some more and smoothed it over her belly.  
 
    “Play with your nipples a bit when you do them,” Andy whispered. “The guys will love that.” 
 
    Catherine bit down on her smile as she smoothed the sunscreen over her little boobs. She looked around at the men watching. She felt herself up and squeezed her nipples while they all stared at her doing it. 
 
    Andy got to his knees behind her. He squirted a glob of the sunscreen and massaged her shoulders for a moment then worked the oily lotion into her back. She was leaning forward with her hands stretched down to her shins. Her little tits were there and available, and he smoothed up her sides and felt them without touching her nipples as yet.  He leaned to her ear and whispered, “They all want me to feel you up.” 
 
    “Do they?” Catherine uttered.  
 
    “I’m pretty sure they’re all hoping for it,” Andy whispered into her other ear that time. 
 
    Catherine didn’t respond right away, but after a moment she whispered back, “You can if you want to.” 
 
    Andy started at her waist and smoothed up her sides again, that time reaching around further and allowing his fingers to flay over her nipples. There were more ooh yeahs and low groans from the men watching, and he swept upward again and felt her tits more fully.  
 
    She looked back over her shoulder, arching and pressing herself forward against his hands, so he kissed her lips. 
 
    “Come on, man – fuck her,” someone called out, and Catherine moaned as Andy kissed her again. 
 
    She was completely submissive. He felt he could fuck her right there and then if he wanted to, but he wasn’t about to go that far. Instead, he just took another little kiss and feel of her tits then he released her to lie back on his towel.  
 
    “Better not let things get out of hand with all these guys watching,” he whispered when she lay back beside him. “Tempting though!” 
 
    “Am I really tempting?” Catherine asked sweetly.  
 
    “Hell yes! Although I can think of some better options than the beach in front of a bunch of guys. Maybe a nice hotel room and satin sheets.” 
 
    * 
 
    Catherine smiled. “That sounds nice.” She also smiled up at a man walking past looking directly at her breasts. And as some of the other men were leaving, they were all taking the opportunity to walk close by on their way. 
 
    Catherine stayed on her back so they could have a good look at her, and she looked right at each of them, meeting their stares openly. “This is fun,” she said to Andy. 
 
    “Well, I guess we’ll have to go to the full nude beach tomorrow if you like this so much,” he replied with a chuckle. 
 
    “Really? Is there one?” 
 
    “Sure! It’s just around the other side of the headland. It’s a bit of a hike or we could take a jet ski.” 
 
    “Okay,” Catherine uttered softly. 
 
    The beach was clearing quickly with the clouds darkening and threatening rain. Everyone was walking close by Catherine for a look, so she didn’t put her top back on until after Robbie returned and they were getting up to leave. She stood facing Andy and smiling at him as he had a last look at her breasts. She covered them once, then she lifted her top again, basically flashing him while following his gaze down then back up. 
 
    “Yes – very, very tempting!” He grinned, and she bit down on her smile and covered herself properly. 
 
    They hurried back to the resort before the rain started. That night their parents insisted that Catherine and Robbie come out to dinner and a show with them, and by the time that was done it was past midnight – which meant there was no opportunity for Robbie to get what he was promised, and there was no need for Catherine to find an excuse to deny him.  
 
    She would have had to find an excuse too because she didn’t want to have sex with Robbie. She didn’t understand that herself, but the thought of being taken by a mature man was completely filling her mind, and throughout the evening she had been constantly looking across at Mr Dale. 
 
    The next morning, Robbie was the one leading the way around to the dock where the jet skis were. They were to meet Andy at 11am, and they were there early. As far as Robbie knew it was to be a bit of fun riding around jumping waves and stuff. He hadn’t been told about the nude beach yet. 
 
    Catherine ended up sitting on the dock talking with old George the maintenance man while Andy gave Robbie a lesson in handling a jet ski. Then the two guys were zooming around racing and carrying on for ages while Catherine leaned back on her hands thrusting her boobs forward for the old man. She had her white bikini top on again, and her nipples were constantly hard and poking at it. George was sitting beside her on the dock looking down at them. 
 
    “Andy tells me you’re heading around to the cove today.” 
 
    “I don’t know. Where’s the cove?” Catherine asked, although she guessed it was the nude beach. 
 
    George grinned. “That’s where the clothing is optional and you’re gonna look good!” 
 
    “Oh. Thank you,” Catherine uttered shyly. 
 
    “Andy said you went topless yesterday. Lots of men watching too.” 
 
    Catherine just smiled. 
 
    “Wish I’d been there to see that. They look nice through your little top there.” 
 
    Catherine just smiled more. This guy was really old, but there were some at the beach yesterday at least as ancient as him.  
 
    “Can I have a look now?” The man grinned cheekily. “No one’s watching.” 
 
    Catherine looked around. There was no one in sight, and Robbie and Andy were way in the distance. “Are you really Andy’s friend?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah sure! You can trust me.” 
 
    Catherine bit down on her smile. “Do you promise not to touch?” 
 
    The old guy had a look around that time. “Yeah, I promise,” he said, gulping. 
 
    “Okay then,” Catherine uttered, and she lifted her top. 
 
    Her little white tits popped out the bottom and jiggled as she caught her breath. She stretched her top up with one hand and leaned back on the other. The old man immediately groped her, feeling her left tit before she had a chance to wriggle away.  
 
    She giggled and pulled her top down into place. “Hey, you said you wouldn’t!” 
 
    He was chuckling and smiling broadly. “Well, I never could be trusted.” His brows flickered. “But are you gonna take your bottoms off today as well, or what?”  
 
    “Yes. I think so. Are you coming with us?”  
 
    “I wouldn’t mind – for an hour or so over my lunch break at least. It’s gonna be worth my while, though?” 
 
    “Maybe,” Catherine said, smiling coyly.  
 
    The jet skis were coming quick. 
 
    “You’re a hot little tease, aren’t you?” Old George laughed, and Catherine just kept smiling in response. Andy and Robbie stayed on their skis. George got on another. “I’ll just come along for an hour,” he called over to Andy.  
 
    * 
 
    “It would be safer if Catherine rides with me until you’ve got a bit more experience,” Andy said to Robbie, and he extended a hand to Catherine. She stepped onto the side of his ski, and he guided her to sit in front. “Here – you drive,” he told her, and he gave her a quick lesson as they made their way out beyond the surf. 
 
    The water was glassy calm half a mile from shore. They cruised along with young Robbie still playing around doing donuts and speeding off ahead.  
 
    Andy’s was holding Catherine’s waist, and she was pressing back against him. He waited for Robbie to zoom off again, and he reached up and felt her tits. She lifted her arms a little, offering him full access, and he massaged them and tweaked her hard little nipples. She was wearing a shoulder bag. He took that and put it on his own shoulder. He undid her bikini top and pulled it from her, putting it into the bag. 
 
    * 
 
    Catherine held her breath as the guy’s hands closed over her breasts again. She could feel his erection pressing against her back, and her legs were tingling because of that. She looked across at the old maintenance man grinning and watching her being felt up. The hands covering her breasts then lowered back to her waist as Robbie swept around and slowed alongside again. 
 
    Robbie looked across at her. She met his eyes and shrugged and smiled innocently. Andy took over control of the jet ski and headed off toward a small boat that was not far away. Robbie followed, and they pulled up alongside.  
 
    It was a fishing boat with half a dozen guys hanging over the rail looking at Catherine topless. She was giggly, and they were whooping it up. Andy stayed there for a long while with Catherine completely exposed to the other men, then he led off again, and Robbie was left behind for a minute. 
 
    Andy placed Catherine’s hands back on the hand grips and spoke into her ear. “Keep going straight,” he said, and he started feeling her up again and playing with her nipples.  
 
    “Did you like that?” he yelled into her ear. “Do you want to do it again?” 
 
    “Okay,” she called back to him. 
 
    There was another small boat up ahead with two old guys fishing quietly. Andy pulled alongside and said hello. They both smiled as their eyes levelled on Catherine’s boobs. She smiled back and sat with her arms down by her sides while they looked at her. Robbie pulled up, and she met his eyes again, following them down to her bare breasts then back up as she bit down on her smile. 
 
    Andy was chatting with the men, and Catherine just sat there watching them stare. “Nice of you to give a girl a ride like that,” one of them said with a chuckle at one point, and that made her blush. 
 
    Andy laughed. He touched Catherine’s waist and squeezed a little. George had pulled up, and he and the two fishermen watched Andy’s hands. Catherine went all goose-bumpy and held his wrists. 
 
    “Cute little nipples, eh?” Andy said to the other men, and Catherine watched their faces and kind of pushed down as his hands lifted and felt her.  
 
    She checked back over her shoulder to be sure Robbie wasn’t watching. He was right there, though, and she blushed back at him, but he zoomed off. 
 
    She had pushed Andy’s hands lower, and he sat there fiddling with the edge of her bikini bottoms. He was just chatting and laughing with George and the two other old men. The three of them were staring at her hard nipples and looking down at her legs. Andy had fiddled the edge of her pants down off her hips a bit. He was tugging at the elastic and making the front of them roll down and reveal the top of her little landing strip. 
 
    Catherine’s legs were straddling the jet ski, so her thighs were apart and he couldn’t actually pull her pants down any further. “We’re heading over to the cove,” he announced, and Catherine pressed right back against his body as he hooked his two index fingers in the front and stretched down past her landing strip. 
 
    He held the front of her pants down and let the old men have a look at her pussy. “Fuck, yeah!” one of them groaned, but Andy just laughed then zoomed off to leave them with their mouths gaping. 
 
    He cruised around the headland to an inlet where the water calmed completely and there was a small sandy beach surrounded by cliffs of rock. There were about a dozen people – a couple of women and the rest middle aged men. The women were naked, and a few of the men were too. 
 
    Robbie ran after Catherine. “Hey, they’re naked!” he exclaimed nervously. 
 
    “Yeah, this is the next level. Completely optional,” Andy explained. “Have a look! She’s all right, isn’t she?” The woman they were passing was probably only 30 or so. She looked firm and quite slim, with nice full boobs and a shaved pussy, although her legs were folded to the side modestly. 
 
    Andy led to a spot where a few men were set up, and they all turned to watch. Catherine was still topless. She just smiled back at them as they looked her over. Andy stepped out of his swimmers. His cock swung free, and Catherine tried not to squeal. 
 
    He grinned. “Your turn.” 
 
    Old George was sitting on the sand watching. Robbie seemed dumb struck. 
 
    Catherine untied her skirt and let it go. She took a breath and hooked her thumbs in her bikini bottoms and pulled them down. 
 
    A few other men had turned to watch. There were about six all up, plus Andy and George.  
 
    Catherine stood there naked in front of them for a moment without moving. She had shaved the night before, so her slit was bald, and they were all staring at it. Her legs were tingling so much they were numb, but finally she was able to move again, and she got down on her knees and took her towel from her bag. She laid it out on the sand and bent over to fix it properly.  
 
    Andy had a view of her from behind, and George shifted and leaned around for a look as well. Catherine’s slit was perfectly smooth, bare and pink. Robbie was also just staring at it, and she looked back over her shoulder at the three of them. Then she looked beyond to the other men still watching. 
 
    Andy stayed on his front concealing his erection. Robbie sat down without saying anything. He appeared to be shocked beyond arguing.  
 
    Catherine was glowing. She sat down and started with the suntan lotion, rubbing it on her arms and shoulders. She smiled to herself when she started on her belly and smoothed it up over her breasts, where she rubbed in a bit more than she needed to. She did her legs, mindful of keeping them together. She suddenly loved being naked in front of strangers, especially older men. It was something she had never dreamed of before, but it was very exciting. 
 
    Robbie was watching the other women walking around, and Andy and George were looking too. Catherine met the eyes of a man lying facing her. He was up on his elbows looking directly at her legs. She parted them slightly, bending her knees up and allowing them to stray a bit. He didn’t look up, but his eyes widened and focused, which made her heart thump. She swayed her knees together then allowed them to stray a little wider apart.  
 
    That time she caught George looking, and she met his smile shyly. She wriggled her feet in the sand and kept her knees apart like that, letting him have a look too. Then she met Robbie’s eyes, and he looked down at her pussy then back up. She just held his gaze steadily, feeling her cheeks redden and heat with guilt-edged excitement. 
 
    Catherine stayed resting back on her elbows with her knees apart so the men could enjoy looking at her pussy. She also enjoyed looking at them – at their cocks. Andy rolled over after a while, and she had a chance to sit there watching his rather thick looking penis swell and recede and sort of roll around like it had a mind of its own.  
 
    Most of the men at the beach came by at one point or another – some more than once. And each time one would approach, Catherine would open her legs a little further to let him have a look while she would return the compliment and examine his penis and balls. Some had such huge balls, which she particularly liked – imagining they would have a lot of semen in them. 
 
    George left after an hour or so. He had overstayed and was late back from lunch. 
 
    “I’m going for another ride,” Robbie said after George had gone, and he took his jet ski out but not too far. 
 
    Andy shifted nearer to Catherine. The guys close by had moved on and no one was watching. He grinned, looking down between her thighs. “Now that definitely looks tempting!”  
 
    “Really?” Catherine said, parting her knees a little more. 
 
    “Fuck yeah!” Andy groaned, glancing out to check where Robbie was then leaning in to kiss her. 
 
    He felt her up again – squeezing a breast while kissing her some more. Catherine saw a man looking over. “Someone’s watching,” she uttered, and the guy craned his neck, so she opened her legs wider for him. Andy then rubbed up her inner thigh, and she spread her legs even more, but his fingers only glanced over her pussy and he didn’t try to finger her.  
 
    “Robbie’s coming back now,” she whispered. 
 
    Andy got up off her and sat back on his towel. There were three men standing there watching. He smiled up at them. “Hey, guys, what’s up?” 
 
    They all grinned. One answered, “Thought there was gonna be a show.” 
 
    “No, sorry to disappoint, but that’s it for now.” He followed their gaze down to Catherine’s legs, which were still spread fairly wide. “She does look good, though, doesn’t she?” 
 
    The three of them were staring at Catherine’s little slit. There was a dribble of lubricant glistening between the smooth pink lips. Robbie walked past them and sat down. 
 
    “We have to head back and return the skis soon,” Andy said. “How about we have another little ride around on the way back?” 
 
    He pulled on his swimmers. The three men moved on. Catherine put on her bikini bottoms and found her top in the bag. 
 
    “Do you want to put that on later?” Andy asked her. “We can stop just before we get back and fix it up then.” 
 
    “Okay,” Catherine said. “Are we going to meet some more fishermen?” 
 
    Andy laughed. “Probably will.” He took her bag and slung it on his shoulder. They approached the jet skis. “You lead the way, Robbie. Just follow the inlet there. I’d better ride with Catherine again.” 
 
    Catherine held Robbie’s gaze as she got settled on the seat with the older man straddling behind her. The guy had to adjust the position of his penis, which quickly firmed against her back. It seemed he had released it from his pants. 
 
    Robbie’s eyes rolled and he took off. Andy followed along a fair way behind. He allowed Catherine to take over, and he started playing with her tits, just pinching her nipples and pulling on them. “Do you want to come up to my room tonight?” he shouted over the sound of the ski. 
 
    “Okay,” Catherine called back. “I’ll try to sneak out after dinner.” 
 
    “If you do I’m gonna fuck you.” Andy reached down and rubbed her through her bikini pants. “I’m gonna fuck you hard!” 
 
    “If you want to.” Catherine said to him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 20 
 
      
 
    The inlet became a small river that wound between the houses and farms of a local village and past another few hotels before it led into the back of the resort.  Catherine was still topless when they entered the maintenance building and pulled up at the small indoor boat ramp.  George was there with a young worker about Robbie’s age who was having a good look while Catherine searched in her bag for her bikini top.  
 
    Catherine stood facing the men while she put on her top, and she smiled at them before finally covering her breasts. She was already trying to think of how she could ditch Robbie after dinner and sneak off to Andy’s room. 
 
    As soon as they left the boat house Robbie was at her. “I can’t believe you wanted to strip for those old guys. You showed them everything!” 
 
    “Well, it was exciting!” Catherine cuddled close. “Don’t you want this vacation to be exciting?”  
 
    Robbie kept his arm around her as they walked. “Yes, I want it to be exciting, but I didn’t know we were going to some nudist beach.” 
 
    “But I feel like I’m learning about sex finally. Don’t you?” 
 
    “Learning about it? What do you mean?” 
 
    Catherine cuddled up in the elevator. “Well, so far it’s just been kid’s stuff, and this is a chance to see what adults do. I think if we hang out with a guy like Andy it’s going to be more exciting for us together. I think I might want to go further than we have before.” 
 
    “Further?” Robbie echoed. “You mean?” 
 
    “I mean, I think so,” Catherine said with a kiss. “So far I’ve been saying no because I wasn’t sure we would know what to do, but these older men have a way of looking at me that feels different. I think we should do more of what they say and see what happens.” 
 
    “See what happens between us?” Robbie asked, stopping Catherine in the hallway at her door. He kissed her and she responded. “So, you’re saying the more we hang around with these old dudes the more chance we might go further?” 
 
    “Yeah, I think so,” Catherine uttered. “Let’s make this vacation like a time out from the boring stuff at home, okay?” 
 
    * 
 
    The mothers and fathers were in Catherine’s room drinking and planning to have a dinner party there on the balcony. Robbie and Catherine were to at least stay until they had eaten. Their parents had hardly seen them in the few days since arriving, and they insisted on an hour of family time. Both mothers were half drunk and laughing at everything, and both fathers were obviously half cut as well – at least half cut. 
 
    Catherine felt Mr Dale’s eyes following her everywhere. He always did that but was doing it a lot more than usual. She sat on a deck chair directly across from where he was leaning against the balcony rail, and she bent her knees up a bit while allowing them to part slightly.  
 
    He looked at her bikini pants, and she smiled to herself and parted her knees a bit more. As she sat there with everyone chatting and laughing, she wondered how she could flash him properly. Whenever he leered down at her legs, she opened them for him, but it was only in a bikini. 
 
    When Mr Dale went to the toilet Catherine decided it was time to get changed. Her room was next to the bathroom, and she waited by her open door, but her mum came along before Mr Dale came out. She was waiting for the toilet, and she had to close her door and miss the opportunity completely. 
 
    She changed anyway, picking out lacy white panties and a short denim skirt. She also decided to go braless beneath a half-length tee-shirt her girlfriend had given her as a joke one time. It was very thin white fabric that was virtually see-through, and it only just covered her boobs while being open underneath and loose fitting enough to flash them easily. If she put her hands on her head, her nipples would pop out the bottom. 
 
    Her mother’s eyebrows raised when she walked out in it, but she just shook her head and didn’t say anything. Mr Dale was in the same spot leaning against the rail. Her daddy was crashed out on the lounge inside. The mothers were sitting back closer to the open balcony doors. Robbie was inside on his computer. 
 
    Catherine sat down in her chair and rested back with her knees bent up again. She felt much sexier with the lace panties she had chosen, and her skirt was straight enough that they were exposed to Mr Dale’s view whenever he looked down. 
 
    Mr Dale’s eyes lowered, so Catherine looked away. She checked and saw that he noticed, and that made her face go hot, but she looked away again and pretended to ignore him. 
 
    She sat there like that for a long while before her mother and Robbie’s mother went to answer the door and start getting the food from room service ready for dinner. 
 
    Catherine stretched her arms back above her head and yawned as she settled like that. Mr Dale looked, and she felt the breeze on the underside of her breasts. She did another big exaggerated stretch and the fabric of her tee-shirt lifted above her nipples. She felt him staring, so she yawned and stretched even longer, then she relaxed and her shirt slipped lower to cover her, but her nipples were hard and poking at it. And she sat up with her legs crossed and her little straight skirt stretched taut and hiked up to reveal her panties while she brushed her hair. 
 
    Catherine had her feet crossed Indian style, and her heel was pressing against the crotch of her panties, which were completely on display with her skirt having hiked right up around her hips. She was watching Mr Dale’s face as he stared at what she was showing, but her mum soon came back to the door and called that it was time for dinner. 
 
    “Go on then, love,” Mr Dale said to her and he gave her bum a pat on her way past him. 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 21 
 
      
 
    After dinner Catherine couldn’t give Robbie the slip, and they ended up down by the pools with Catherine having to convince Robbie that she should go and meet Andy alone. 
 
    “But I don’t get it. How come you have to go up there? Why doesn’t he come down here?” 
 
    “Because we’re all adults, aren’t we?” Catherine explained. “Friends can meet in a hotel room, can’t they?” 
 
    “But you look really hot,” Robbie complained.  
 
    Catherine kissed him. “Don’t you like me to look hot?” 
 
    “Yeah, but not for him!” 
 
    “Well, I need to – I don’t know – break out or something. I feel like I need to experience this before we can go all the way ourselves.” 
 
    Robbie sulked in response. “So, are you saying you want to experience something with him?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe,” Catherine answered softly. “I just feel like we have a lot to learn, and he seems so confident when he looks at me. Like he knows what he wants.” 
 
    “I know what I want too!” Robbie shot back. 
 
    “No – it’s like with an older man, he knows he can have what he wants. It’s like I can’t even move when a man looks at me like that.” 
 
    “Looks at you like what?” Robbie whimpered that time. “I don’t get it.” 
 
    “I know you don’t understand, Robbie. That’s why we need to open up to these older men. Or even to an older woman! You should get a milf,” Catherine said with a giggle.  
 
    “What – you want me to bone some old woman now?” 
 
    “Well yeah – why not? Imagine what a real older woman could teach you about how to give an orgasm.” 
 
    Robbie blushed at that. “I don’t need lessons from some wrinkly old hag.” 
 
    Catherine kissed him again, not wanting to argue further. “Well, I should go,” she said as she stood up. “Are you going to wait for me here?” 
 
    “How long are you gonna be up there?” Robbie sulked again. “I can’t believe you’re gonna see him in his room!” 
 
    “We’ll probably just have some champagne and talk,” Catherine said warmly. “I won’t be long.” 
 
    With that she left Robbie staring after her and went back into the resort foyer, walking on tingling legs over to the elevators, amazed Robbie even let her go! The room was only on the first level, so she was there and standing at the door a moment later. Her whole body was tingling and numb as she knocked.  
 
    The door opened, and Andy stood there smiling in a pair of jeans and a tee-shirt that was stretched over his man muscles. He looked Catherine up and down then took her hand and guided her into the room, handing her a champagne glass as she walked by.  
 
    “So, you managed to sneak away?” he asked. 
 
    “Sort of. Robbie’s down at the pool.” 
 
    Andy took a seat on the couch beside Catherine. “And he knows you’re up here?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    There was a gap between them. Catherine edged around to face the older man. His eyes lowered to her legs and she bit down on her smile. 
 
    He grinned. “It was fun today, wasn’t it?” 
 
    “It was exciting. I’ve never done anything like that before.” 
 
    “You certainly gave some men a thrill with your pussy shaved bare like that. And the way you let your knees part to give them a good look.” He stroked her thigh, edging her skirt up a bit. 
 
    “I liked looking at you men too.” Catherine blushed. “Plus it’s easier to see everything with a man, so I thought it would be unfair if I kept my legs together.” 
 
    “Hmm – that’s a good way to look at it. I agree completely,” Andy said, kissing her. “We probably should do it again tomorrow – what do you think?”  
 
    “Okay,” Catherine uttered in reply.  
 
    She sipped her champagne and raised her arm out of the way while Andy felt up under her top and played with her nipples. She lifted herself while he pulled her panties down and took them from her ankles. There seemed to be nothing to say. He was going to do whatever he wanted. 
 
    “We might keep your little top on. It will be fun watching your tits bounce out of it while we’re fucking,” he said, and he bent to her and kissed her mouth gently, with his tongue rigid, poking at her lips. 
 
    Catherine responded while still clutching her drink and trying not to spill it. Andy lifted her top and sucked on one of her breasts, covering it with his mouth and working her nipple with his tongue. She caught her breath and braced as the rush of hot tingles scampered all over her body, focusing especially between her legs.  She arched up and offered herself as he moved across and attacked her other breast. 
 
    “You’re sure you’re okay with this?” he asked warmly as he came up for a breath. 
 
    “Mmm, I’m sure, aah” Catherine moaned, and he sucked her right breast into his mouth again. She parted her thighs as she felt his hand move towards her pussy, the anticipation was making her head spin. 
 
    Andy continued rubbing back and forth, but he was also squeezing her inner thighs and kind of forcing her legs wider apart. When his fingers finally touched Catherine’s slit she braced and waited, but he didn’t penetrate her with them. Instead he opened her pussy lips and slipped down to slice his tongue between them. 
 
    Catherine moaned again – in shock and rapture.  
 
    “Fuck, you’re wet,” the older man said, breathing into her pussy, grinning as he looked up from down there. He had Catherine’s leg over his shoulder and was still holding the lips of her pussy open with his fingers. “Your body is definitely ready for some cock.” He looked back down then licked and went back to sucking her glans. “It’s amazing how wet you are already.” 
 
    “Is that okay?” Catherine uttered, and she bucked and squirmed against the feel of the guy’s mouth and his tongue licking her. Her legs were being forced further open. She was completely exposed. She still held the glass in her hand and had spilt the champagne.  
 
    With her other hand she held onto Andy’s head. It was moving back and forth and around and around as his tongue swirled. Her usual orgasm built quickly and exploded through her belly, and as it did, Andy held still and kept his tongue pressed against her clit.  
 
    When that climax passed he started licking her again, but he was thankfully avoiding her throbbing little button just then. He was licking her juices and kissing her inner thighs, then he worked his way back up her body and spent some more time on her breasts. He still had her legs spread, and she could feel his erection pressing through his jeans.  
 
    He eventually lifted her and carried her into the bedroom, where he placed her on the bed. He was grinning and looking down at her, and she kept her legs open for him. He pulled off his tee-shirt and pushed down his jeans and underwear. His cock was standing upright and bulging with veins. Catherine swallowed nervously, thinking how the hell it was going to fit inside of her. It was very thick. 
 
    Catherine also had a sudden flash of doubt. She thought of Robbie and imagined him sitting down there looking up at the window. She sort of closed her legs, wanting to say something. Andy was getting on the end of the bed with his penis flexing in readiness to stab into her. But just then his cell phone rang, and he reached for his jeans and took it from the pocket. 
 
    He stood up and turned away, and Catherine hugged her knees to her chest waiting, and really wanting to find her panties and run. From what Andy was saying it sounded like a business colleague needed to meet with him urgently. Catherine’s hopes of getting out of there grew. 
 
    “Fuck – I’ve got to go!” Andy said as he tossed his phone aside. “We’re gonna have to do this later.” 
 
    “That’s okay,” Catherine agreed quickly. “I don’t mind.” 
 
    Andy knelt on the bed beside her and stroked hair from her face. “Do you want to suck me off, though? Just a quick blowjob so I don’t end up with blue balls.” 
 
    “Um – I don’t – um…. I don’t really know how.” Catherine lied nervously. Actually it wasn’t a lie. She didn’t feel confident that she could give a good blowjob yet. 
 
    Andy was holding his cock in his fist and still stroking her head. He moved closer, pulling her forward. “It’s easy,” he said, grinning. 
 
    Catherine opened and allowed him to force the head of his penis into her mouth. She thought of the few times she had done it before and used her lips while keeping her teeth from scratching the shaft as it was moving in and out. She used her tongue to lick around the head and could taste the fluid seeping from the slit in the end. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s good – now let’s make this quick. The best way to get a guy off fast is with your mouth and your hand.”  
 
    Catherine listened intently to this. It was like a lesson, and she really needed lessons. 
 
    The guy went on. “Okay, just a bit of sucking to wet the head and then nice and fast with your hand…. Yeah, like that,” he groaned as Catherine did it. “That’s good, now back in your mouth,” he went on, thrusting when she opened her lips over the head again. “Okay, now back with your hand again, and keep your fingers rubbing right up over the head.” 
 
    Catherine did exactly as she was told.  
 
    “Oh fuck yeah!” Andy gasped as his head shot back.  
 
    She liked the control she suddenly had over this older man. She stroked him fast and used her fingers over the head for a little bit, then she took the head back in her mouth and let him thrust a few times. He was going crazy for more, and she stroked with her hand then took him back in her mouth, over and over, but not long enough either way to let him finish off. 
 
    His penis was like steel with a spongy coating, and it was so hot. This was a lot easier and much more fun than Catherine thought it would be.  
 
    She kept going back and forth, from a few seconds stroking really fast to closing her eyes and sucking the head into her mouth and rolling her tongue around it while it was being thrust in and out. Each time she went back to using her hand, the guy would buck and squirm and sort of screw up his face like he was in agony. Then when she took it back in her mouth he would groan, and she could feel his shaft throb, with his huge balls clenched up tight within her hand. 
 
    Catherine kept it up for long enough that her arm started to ache from stroking, but the guy’s excitement drove her on, then one time when she took the head of his penis back into her mouth, it was different. Andy didn’t try to thrust. He just held Catherine’s head still and his penis expanded, then a spurt of semen gushed up into the roof of her mouth and leaked into her throat, so she swallowed it. Then that was followed by another spurt and another one. It was hot and salty and tasted like his scent.  
 
    Catherine looked up to meet the older man’s eyes with his penis still pulsing. 
 
    He grinned. “That’s right – swallow it all for me.”  
 
    Catherine gulped some more down, her eyes watering. The taste was yucky, but she liked the way he was obviously enjoying himself. She was still high on the thrill of making him go crazy like that, and the fact she was feeling a little vulnerable, being held in place with a penis in her mouth, was actually exciting too. It was still leaking fluid, and she swallowed again, with the taste of semen absolutely filling her senses. 
 
    “So, that was really your first blowjob?” Andy asked as he released her and withdrew his cock from her mouth. 
 
    “No – not exactly.” Catherine swallowed at the strong masculine taste. “I’ve done it before, but I’m not sure how to make it feel nice for a guy yet.” 
 
    “Well, that was perfect!”  
 
    “Was it really?” Catherine cuddled her knees to her chest again. “It would be good if I could do that really well so guys would enjoy it. Or men, rather, not just guys my age.” 
 
    Andy grinned. “Yeah? So, you want to be good at sucking men’s cocks?” He was hurriedly getting dressed. “I’ll give you some more practice tomorrow if you like.” 
 
    “Okay,” Catherine replied, blushing. “I want to learn how you like it.” 
 
     Andy was ready to run. He kissed her. “See you at the boathouse in the morning. About 10?” 
 
    “Okay,” Catherine called after him. 
 
    She was left alone in the hotel room, and she found her panties and pulled them on. Then she had a look around the place, touching Andy’s things and looking in his wardrobe and that. She was relieved he hadn’t actually had intercourse with her, but the idea of getting lessons in how to give blowjobs was exciting. She was certainly willing to put up with the taste of semen if it meant being able to control a man’s body and make him go crazy like that. 
 
    * 
 
    She found Robbie where she had left him. He looked sad, but his eyes lit up when he saw her. He was full of questions about what happened, but Catherine just took his hand and led him into the gardens. She dragged him into a secluded corner that was quite dark and they would be able to see anyone approaching.  
 
    She dropped to her knees in front of him and looked up with a smile. “You keep a look out,” she said. She started tugging at his shorts, and he froze in place with his eyes bulging. 
 
    Catherine let his shorts drop, and she pulled his underpants down. His penis sprung free and instantly expanded. She hadn’t even touched it yet, and it was fully erect and sticking straight up.  
 
    She held it down and took it in her mouth. It was smaller than Andy’s and not as thick, so she could take most of it in. She sucked it and swirled her tongue around the head while Robbie clung to the back of a garden bench and buckled at the knees.  
 
    “Oh fuck!” he cried. “Oh shit!” 
 
    Catherine used the technique she had just learned. She stroked fast over the head for like 10 seconds then sunk half of Robbie’s penis into her mouth. Robbie would then thrust like Andy did, but he was more urgent and erratic. And it was only the third time she took it in her mouth that he bucked and started ejaculating. 
 
    He came hard, and Catherine swallowed it all down. The taste wasn’t as powerful as Andy’s. It was still distinctly masculine, though, and she enjoyed sucking the last few spurts. 
 
    “Did you like that?” she asked sweetly, looking up at Robbie. 
 
    “Oh fuck! Oh, Catherine, that was amazing!” 
 
    “You see! That’s what I was talking about,” she went on. “He just taught me exactly how to do that and make it feel nice.” 
 
    “So, you did that for him too?” Robbie asked, putting himself away rather defensively. 
 
    Catherine nodded. “Uh huh – my eyes are still watering from the taste of his, but it’s probably stronger with older men, I suppose.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 22 
 
      
 
    Catherine and Robbie arrived at the boathouse at 10am to find Andy there waiting with old George, who had taken the day off work to spend with them. There was only the three jet skis, and Robbie still wasn’t experienced enough to double Catherine. 
 
    “No, we couldn’t allow that for safety reasons,” George explained. “You can ride with me for a while, though,” he said to Catherine, and he took her hand and offered her a place in front. “Better let Andy and your young fellow have a race around for a bit first, and we’ll just cruise along behind nice and quiet.” 
 
    Andy just smiled and took off. Robbie looked concerned, but Andy was calling for him to race. Catherine straddled the jet ski in front of the old man, and he gave her the controls while his big rough hands held her waist.  
 
    She wasn’t very confident handling the ski, so she just rode along slowly and tried to avoid any uneven water as best she could. The water was actually calm, but Robbie and Andy were zooming back and forth making little waves that Catherine had to negotiate.  
 
    They were halfway between the resort and the beach they had gone to the day before. Robbie and Andy had gone closer to shore to catch a bit of surf, but Catherine stayed away from that. She was happy just poking along quietly, although she could feel what she thought was the old man’s erection pressing against her back. He was still holding her waist, but as they cruised along he started feeling her a little bit. She had on a tank top and shorts over her bikini.  
 
    Old George slipped a hand under the bottom of her tank top and squeezed her side. Then he felt his way upward to the bottom of her bikini top. Catherine held her breath as his thick fingers lifted the fabric and worked their way beneath. He started feeling her bare breast, just squeezing softly and thumbing her nipple. She kept her arm up a little and out of his way, giving him room. He still had a hand resting at her waist and only felt her up with that one, but he had a feel of both breasts. He fondled one for a while then moved to the other, all the while keeping his hand underneath her bikini top. 
 
    His hand was still under Catherine’s top when Andy and Robbie came back. Robbie rode alongside and Catherine met his eyes after they had lifted from where she was being felt up. He stayed alongside watching for a while and Catherine didn’t look across at him again. Then they reached the headland and George took over control of the ski to ride in through the surf. 
 
    There were only half a dozen people at the beach – all men. “Let’s go up near those guys,” Andy said, and he led off toward where three of the men were quite close together.  
 
    They walked past one old guy fully clothed, and he got up and followed after them sort of casually. Andy nodded a hello to the three men sunbathing and stopped just in front of them. They all looked at Catherine, and the old guy following sat down on the sand facing the ocean, but he was watching out of the corner of his eye too. 
 
    Andy stripped off and lay down. George took off his shorts and shirt but kept his swimmers on. Robbie sat down off to one side while Catherine was the centre of attention as she fixed her towel out ready to lie down. She looked around at the four strangers then bit her smile as she checked with Andy. 
 
    “You’re gonna strip for us again, aren’t you?” He took out his phone from the shoulder bag he had brought and started filming with it. “Don’t worry – I won’t put this online or anything. It’s just for me to remember you by, okay?” 
 
    “Okay,” Catherine uttered shyly. She slowly removed her top and shorts while Andy filmed from the same angle the three strangers had for a view. She remained facing the men watching and undid her bikini top. She looked directly at them and lowered it to show them her breasts. They all smiled, and she glanced away nervously. She took hold of her bikini pants and met the eyes of the clothed man who had walked around behind the others where he could see her full frontal. She watched his face as she lowered her pants enough that they could see her pussy. She kind of paused with them just pulled down a little like that. 
 
    “Turn around and bend over when you take them off,” Andy said. “Let’s have a look at you from behind.” 
 
    Catherine was in a daze. She would have done anything Andy suggested right then. She turned around and looked over her shoulder. George was back there too, so there were six men watching intently, and she bent over keeping her legs straight as she lowered her bikini pants to her ankles and stepped out of them. Then she got down on her hands and knees and looked back at them again. 
 
    They could all see her sweet little slit, pink and exposed behind her legs. Andy zoomed in and she waited while he did that. Then he crawled around close. “Do you want to lie down and spread your legs? We’re only staying for a little while.” 
 
    Catherine lay back and closed her eyes as she opened her legs. She could feel their gaze upon her and she loved it. She loved being the centre of attention for these older men and she loved how they were all so interested in her. After a while Robbie approached to get a drink from their bag. She opened her eyes, and he met her gaze and blush. He looked over her body, and she bit down on her smile when their eyes connected again. “Do you like me like this?” she whispered. 
 
    He glanced around at the men. “I just don’t know why you want to with them,” he whispered back. 
 
    Catherine sat up and gave Robbie a kiss. “Maybe we could do what we did in the garden again tonight.” 
 
    Robbie sat down close. “Okay,” he said, grinning. “What about we do it this afternoon and tonight as well?” 
 
    “Maybe,” Catherine teased. “Doing this makes me feel like doing that!” 
 
    “Does it?” Robbie asked with interest, and Catherine nodded and smiled. 
 
    George woke from having dozed off. He stretched and yawned, and he looked from Catherine’s tits slowly down her body to her shaved little pussy. Catherine parted her knees a little more and glanced from him to Robbie, who was watching the old man. Catherine was resting back on her hands with her knees bent up, and she relaxed them even more and allowed them to part further. She met the gaze of one particular old man looking over at her. He was on his fat belly, but he lifted and rolled onto his side facing where she was lying. He was naked and his penis was erect. It was quite short but very thick and roped in engorged veins. It was sticking straight out from his body, and his massive balls were hanging down. 
 
    Catherine looked up from his penis and met his eyes and smile. She blushed and looked back down at it. It flexed, and she watched with interest as it seemed to expand and flex again. She glanced up at the man’s face, but his gaze was focused on her legs. 
 
    Catherine kept watching his face as she opened her thighs wider for him. She wiggled her feet apart in the sand and spread her legs, and she lay there sort of entranced, gazing at the old man’s cock and balls until she noticed Robbie also staring at her pussy and trying to hide his erection with his towel. 
 
    A few of the other men were looking over again too, and Catherine watched their faces as they stared at her pussy. She loved the way their eyes widened whenever she moved, and she deliberately kept swaying her legs about to get their attention. 
 
    * 
 
    When Andy got back from his surf he said it was time to go. He and George had planned a bit of a party at George’s bungalow, so they got back on the jet skis and headed for the resort.  
 
    Catherine rode with Andy that time, and he kept her top pulled up over her tits so he could play with them. He did it in front of Robbie as well, with Robbie riding alongside watching. 
 
    When they got back to George’s bungalow, George offered beers and poured wine for Catherine. They played music and chatted and laughed. They were sitting around a small living room that opened onto a deck with the calm water lapping at it. It was very private, being the only living quarters on that side of the resort.  
 
    After a few drinks and with things very relaxed, Andy said to Catherine, “So, hows about goin’ topless for us?” 
 
    “What, tomorrow?” Catherine asked.  
 
    “Well, yeah. How ‘bout now as well?” 
 
    “Here?” Catherine uttered. “Do you want me to?” 
 
    “Yeah. Keep your little shorts on and show us your tits, eh? Don’t ya wanna?” 
 
    Catherine was just coming back from the bathroom and still standing. She looked from Andy to old George, who was grinning. She met Robbie’s eyes as she lifted her tank top up over her bikini. She slipped it off and put it down, then she held Robbie’s gaze while she undid her bikini top and lowered it. 
 
    Catherine stayed topless for the men for the next few hours. During that time both Andy and old George cornered her once or twice and felt her up. Both men also kissed her, which was strange with George, since he was even older than her parents. She let him do it, though. Robbie was a bit drunk and paying more attention to his phone.  And whenever Catherine went to the kitchen or bathroom, one of the older men would follow her. She would submit and allow them to tongue kiss her while feeling her tits and rubbing up against her. 
 
    By mid-afternoon the beer was gone, and Andy and Robbie went to get more. They didn’t want to ride the jet skis after drinking, so they had to walk and would be gone for about half an hour. Catherine was feeling light headed from the wine, but she didn’t think she was drunk. 
 
    George took the opportunity alone with her and started kissing her. He was forcing his tongue into her mouth and feeling her breasts hard. He took Catherine’s hand and pressed it against his crotch. She could feel his erection. It was enormous. 
 
    “Do ya wanna suck me off?” he said as he kissed her hard again. 
 
    “Okay,” Catherine whimpered. She was tingling all over, and the thought of having the old man’s penis in her mouth was very exciting. 
 
    He lifted her and carried her to his bed. “Let me taste you first,” he said, and he pulled off her shorts and bikini pants.  
 
    Catherine was powerless to say anything. Her legs were spread wide and there was an old man’s head buried between them with a tongue licking away at her pussy. She clung to the bed that smelled of the guy, and she ground herself against his whiskery face. He was sucking on her and working her clit with his tongue, and her usual orgasm built quickly and thumped through her tingling belly. 
 
    She was still in the grip of that when George kissed and sucked his way up to her breasts. She could feel him rubbing her, and she tried to grind against his fingers but suddenly she felt her pussy being forced open, then there was a sharp pain that shot through her entire body. She started to scream but ended up biting down on the old man’s hairy shoulder as she felt him thrust forward and fill her up with his huge penis. 
 
    He was inside of her. His heavy body was forcing her legs wide apart, and his big gut was squashing her. His hips were moving back and forth and his old dick was sliding in and out of her tight little slit. 
 
    She was being fucked, and she lay there staring at the ceiling while the pain gradually subsided, and something like her usual orgasm started to build. It was like the usual one but it seemed to be happening deeper inside, and Catherine found herself lifting and grinding over the thick base of the cock that was penetrating her. She was squirming against it, trying to keep it in deeper for longer – trying to stir that orgasm and make it come. 
 
    * 
 
    Old George hadn’t had a pussy this tight in 20 years. He could feel it stretched around his cock, and he could feel himself bumping against the young girl’s cervix when he was in balls deep. He wondered whether she would be on birth control, or perhaps he should pull out. She was starting to really go off, though, so he thought  fuck it, why not just fill her up with a nice big load. 
 
    He held his upper body up off her and humped her hard and deep. Her little titties were bouncing and quivering with each thrust, and she was moaning and wriggling around underneath him. He could see she was close, and when she convulsed into orgasm, he held his cock firmly up her and let her ride it. 
 
    He did that and she bucked and squirmed and moaned like crazy. Then he humped her hard and fast for a bit more and he erupted forcefully – pumping his cum into her. It was a massive load too, and he jammed his cock in as deep as he could and emptied his balls completely. 
 
    * 
 
    Catherine waited until the old man stopped thrusting. She knew he had ejaculated inside of her, but she was still trying to get her mind around the depth and force of the orgasm that had just exploded through her body.  
 
    She lay there after George rolled off and got up. She watched him pull his pants back up, and when he left the room, she stood shakily and went to the dresser. She felt her poor little pussy. It was open and dripping. There was a thick dribble of the old man’s cum running down her leg. 
 
    Andy appeared in the doorway. “Are you okay?” he asked warmly. 
 
    “Where’s Robbie?” Catherine asked in reply. 
 
    “He didn’t come back. He met up with some other boys and said he’d be back soon.” 
 
    Catherine sat on the edge of the bed with Andy sitting beside her and placing his arm around her shoulder. “So, old George fucked you, did he? I hope he didn’t force you.” 
 
    “No, he didn’t exactly force me. I just didn’t know he was going to, and before I knew it he was already inside me.” 
 
    “Did he hurt you?” Andy asked, stroking Catherine’s hair. 
 
    “Well, it hurt at first but then it was okay,” she uttered. 
 
    Andy smoothed her forehead and kissed her softly. “Well, what if we continue on from where old George left off, and we try to make this into something nice?” he breathed into her neck as he kissed her there and started feeling her nipple. 
 
    Catherine squirmed a little, but he kissed her mouth again before she could say anything. His kisses were overpowering, and his hand slipped down over her belly, his fingers pressing against her pussy. “Okay then,” she uttered as he kissed her neck again. “But I think he came inside me, is that all right?” 
 
    Andy chuckled low into her ear, “Yeah. I don’t mind sloppy seconds.” 
 
    His fingers were inside of her. His muscles were rippling and the feel of his chest pressed against her was exciting. He wasn’t fat and flabby like the older man. He was actually quite handsome, and he was also getting very excited, which had the effect of making Catherine feel attractive and more like a woman. 
 
    He rolled on top of her and used his powerful thighs to open hers. She felt his fingers spreading her pussy lips, then his penis stretching them. He entered her slowly, just poking it in a few inches then pulling back before forcing it in a little further. 
 
    Catherine clung to the man’s body while she was being penetrated again. He was the second man to be on top of her in the same night, and her legs were spread wide, and she relaxed them and allowed it to happen.  She liked the way men had been looking at her these past few days, and the thought settled in her mind that now she was just letting them put their dicks in, giving them a place to relieve their excitement by letting them cum inside of her, which seemed only fair, she reasoned to herself. 
 
    Andy was forcing in deep and humping with his hips, sort of rolling them and stirring his penis around inside. Then he was withdrawing almost all the way out then spearing it back in. Catherine’s belly soon started to tingle with the onset of another orgasm. She could feel it building deep again, and she started mashing her clit against the base of the guy’s penis. It was like the last orgasm was still there and it was surging again. It built much quicker than the first time, though, and soon it was exploding through her body. 
 
    It went on and on then the man on top of her started losing control. His body was like iron with his muscles quivering as he surged up into her one last time and held firm. Catherine felt his penis throbbing as he ejaculated. She felt it pulsing, and she thought she could feel the spurts of semen gushing. She just closed her eyes and smiled shyly to herself at the thought of what was inside of a second grown man’s balls being deposited into her belly. And she imagined all the men at the beach emptying their big old balls inside of her as well, and the thought of that made her tingle all over some more. 
 
    * 
 
    When that man had finished, he stayed on top and kept his dick inside of her, and Catherine lay there with her legs spread for him. He lifted to his elbows and was kissing her passionately, and she responded with her head spinning and her entire body still tingling. 
 
    He was still inside of her and still thrusting slowly. She felt him firming up again, and she bit down on her smile as he hugged her tight and started humping and grinding harder and faster. Her orgasm hit again, thumping through her body even more forcefully than the other two times, and just as it did, his body tensed up. And with a final powerful surge he held firmly up her and ejaculated once more. 
 
    Catherine met Robbie’s eyes. He was standing in the bedroom doorway – swaying drunkenly and staring blankly at her being fucked. 
 
    Catherine waited until the older man had finished emptying himself into her again, then she squirmed out from beneath him and left him lying there exhausted. She grabbed her clothes and pulled them on, and she took Robbie’s hand and dragged him out of the bungalow and back toward the resort. 
 
    * 
 
    There was no one in Robbie’s hotel room, so Catherine pushed him back on his bed and straddled him, pulling down his pants. She was still soaked between the legs, and she lowered onto his erection and started grinding down on it. Robbie’s eyes were wide and he just held her hips and let it happen. He lasted only a few minutes and ejaculated into her sopping wet heat. 
 
    “Was that nice?” Catherine asked softly as she lay beside him, cuddling up to his chest. 
 
    “It was fucking awesome!” he declared. Though he was yawning, and within another few minutes he was asleep. 
 
    Catherine snuck from the room and brushed by Mr Dale on her way out the door. She smiled back at him as he said something to her, but she kept going and closed the door of her apartment. Then she stripped off and got in the shower. 
 
    She smoothed her hands down over her belly and felt her hot little pussy, smiling to herself and even giggling with glee at the thought of what might happen again tomorrow. 
 
    **The End** 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Mountain Man Part 1 
 
    Demi 
 
    “He fits right in, doesn’t he?” 
 
    “Absolutely anywhere and everywhere.” 
 
    “And he’s cute!” 
 
    “Ha, don’t tell him that, please.” I watched my husband Peter taking a kick at goal. He was playing soccer with my work colleagues and their kids. “Though, it’s true,” I agreed with my boss Amanda Rein, about how my husband is cute. 
 
    Amanda turned and leant back against the balcony rail. “And what do you think of our new recruit? Cute too?” 
 
    I turned to look at the new man on our team as well. Evan LeBlanc. There was no doubt he qualified as cute. I shrugged. “He’s always been that,” I told my boss. 
 
    “Always? You know him?” 
 
    “I went to college with him. He rowed and played polocrosse.” 
 
    “Oh my god, seriously?” Amanda gushed, but she finished with a chuckle. “Actually that entirely figures. No doubt Harvey did the same as a young college guy as well. I’ve seen photos of him from back then – unrecognisable.” 
 
    Harvey was the major shareholder in our insurance brokerage. The new guy, Evan, was his nephew. It was a large firm. I was well qualified and experienced, with a staff of my own. Amanda was the general manager. Evan worked independently at this stage. He had only been with us for a week. His uncle had him under his wing.   
 
    “So you haven’t mentioned knowing him, nor has he mentioned you..?” Amanda enquired with a brow raised. “Anything juicy to confess?” 
 
    “Ha, not really. The reason he hasn’t mentioned me is because he doesn’t remember me, or doesn’t recognise me. The reason I haven’t mention knowing him is because I’d prefer to forget I ever did.” 
 
    “Ooh, now we’re getting somewhere,” my lovely married-too-young boss enticed. “Wait, I’ll get us a refill,” she said, taking my wine glass to the bar across the other side of the huge open party room, where Evan was seated chatting with the female bar staff – had been for a while now – the two girls very pretty and in short black skirts and frilly bras, blouses open a little at the top. 
 
    I was out on the balcony. I turned and waved and smiled at my husband looking up at me. He was always a hit with kids at parties. He’d organised the soccer game and had all the young guys and girls from work playing. It was only a bunch of old stiffs up here drinking. Along with me and bad boy Evan. I was tempted to kick off my stilettoes and go play soccer rather than suck up to the shareholders. 
 
    Amanda returned with my topped-up glass of red. “Don’t worry, I didn’t say anything,” she informed conspiratorially. 
 
    “Oh my god, please don’t!” I shot back and gulped some wine. “Just leave it. I DO NOT want him to know who I am.” 
 
    “Hmm interesting. And who exactly are you, Demi?” 
 
    “Ha. I’m probably one of many girls he slept with and didn’t bother to call afterwards.” 
 
    “Oh! I see.” Amanda’s brows were raised again. “And how was he?” 
 
    “Ha!” I scoffed. “He was amazing! He’s hung like a frigging horse and he knows how to use it.” 
 
    “Hahaha, oh sweetie, is that true?” 
 
    “Yes it is, unfortunately. I was completely devastated when he ignored me afterwards. I was a naïve young girl who thought she was in love. Oh my god what an idiot, it’s so embarrassing to remember that.” 
 
    Amanda had stopped smiling. “So you were in love with the guy and he doesn’t even recognise you, what – ten years later?” 
 
    “I bumped into him one year later and he didn’t remember my name.” 
 
    I continued chatting with my rather nosey boss, telling her half-truths and only giving her mild details of what was going through my head – the flashbacks! 
 
    I was nineteen and had just gotten out of braces. I’m quite tall and was an awkward gangly teen. All my girlfriends had it bad for Evan, as did every girl at college. I couldn’t believe it when he picked me at a party one night. It didn’t even happen there, he took me for a drive in his amazing new BMW and we parked for a while and kissed. Then he took me to his apartment and I was completely his. 
 
    I can still feel that first time he entered me. He was so huge and so slow. 
 
    Ohmygod stop it Demi! 
 
    I swallowed hard and took a breath. I didn’t know what Amanda was raving on about right then. I gulped some wine and coughed. 
 
    “Are you alright, sweetie?” 
 
    “Not really. I need the bathroom,” I said and excused myself. 
 
    There was a bathroom on the upper level. I locked myself in and dabbed my heated face with a damp cloth. I huffed and looked at myself in the mirror. I could feel it anyway, but I checked under my skirt and found I was slick. I hadn’t thought about Evan in years until he turned up at work last week. Now I wet my panties every time I look at him. 
 
    Oh for fuck’s sake, woman! Get a grip. 
 
    I fixed my lipstick and tidied my long dark hair, ruffling it and trying to look sexy – rolling eyes at myself as I turned away and exited the bathroom. I stopped before walking around the corner and past the bar. I undid a second button on my blouse so I’d be showing as much lacy bra as the two waitresses. I strolled around the corner to disappointment that Evan was no longer sitting there at the bar. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Peter 
 
    “Alright, enough, I’m done!” I declared, falling back on the grass. I was exhausted. At thirty-five I was a bit overweight and couldn’t keep up with kids playing for long. Most of Demi’s work colleagues were younger than me too, including the one’s playing the soccer game. 
 
    I’d noticed Demi had disappeared from out on the balcony a while ago. I went in, freshening up in a laundry before heading off upstairs to find her. The upper level of her boss’s mansion was a huge open entertainment room with the balcony off it. Then through open glass doors was another huge room where I saw Demi sit on a couch with one of her male colleagues. 
 
    “Peter! Come have a look at this!” A guy, Warren, called to me. He was a husband of one of the other female employees. I’d met him at a few of these gatherings before. 
 
    He was part of a group gathered around a large glass tank with snakes in it. I joined in and got to chatting while trying to crane my neck every now and then for a look at what my wife was doing. 
 
    She was with the new guy Evan. I’d met him earlier and had a game of nine ball. He was a bit of a dick and was sitting kind of close to Demi, though she seemed to be laughing and carrying on with him. 
 
    I kept my distance and mingled around the little clusters of people chatting. I sort of knew everyone, so had plenty of catching up to do since last time. 
 
    The guy had managed to get Demi to play pool, which was interesting. I’d never been able to coax her into a game myself. 
 
    I worked my way around the room until I had a vantage spot quite close to the glass doors but sort of behind one of them. I was nodding and smiling in conversation with a couple of people and watching Demi through the glass door. I’d already noticed her cleavage and as she bent to take a shot, got a good look at her lacy white bra, the guy she was chatting and laughing with tilting his head for a good look as well. 
 
    My wife’s blouse was open more than usual – more than it had been earlier. 
 
    There was another guy there watching. I’d never seen him before. The guy Evan took a shot and sunk one ball. He took another and missed. Demi then approached the table again, side-on to me this time. She was lining up her shot. Evan bent down beside her and put an arm around, lifting her elbow and adjusting the way she was about to hit the cue ball. It looked like he was showing her how to get back-spin or something. He glanced up and winked at the other guy watching. 
 
    Demi took the shot then stood. Her face was flushed – her eyes alight and her smile kind of subdued as she looked from one man to the other. The other guy put the 6-ball back where it had been and rolled the white back across the table to Evan. Evan reset the shot for Demi. 
 
    Demi bent and lined up again. The two men looked from her tits to each other – their brows flickering, smiles a shared smirk. 
 
    Demi took the shot and sunk the 6-ball. She stood smiling from one guy to the other again as they cheered her. She moved around to line up the 7-ball, and as she bent over her blouse gaped and her heavy double-D’s swayed in her bra, a nipple visibly tight through one of the cups. 
 
    I was used to this. 
 
    Well, I was kind of used to it. Though I’d never noticed Demi with a blouse quite as open as she had this one right then. 
 
    She was always friendly and had plenty of male colleagues. She looks great. She’s tall, slender and with perfect womanly curves – nice hips and tits. She’s pretty in a girl-next-door kind of way. 
 
    All my buddies check her out when they come around and she’s just getting about the house in something skimpy or whatever. 
 
    Yeah. I’m used to it, but watching these two guys trying to work her was sort of getting to me. Probably because this Evan dude was so full of himself, as I’d noticed, and his buddy looked about the same. 
 
    From what I could see, they were thinking that they actually had a chance with her – different to what I was used to dealing with, I suddenly realised. 
 
    And why the fuck am I hiding behind the door frame like this! 
 
    The guy Evan touched Demi’s waist as she edged past. She smiled back up at him and had to actually remove one of his hands. 
 
    And… what the fuck… my cock flexed. 
 
    “Hey, man, better watch that fucker,” Warren said, lining up beside me. 
 
    I leant against the back of a chair to hide my crotch. I swallowed. “Yeah no, Demi can handle herself, man. It’s all good.” 
 
    “Yeah, well he’s havin a go at handling her right there, dude. Fuckin be careful, he’s a fucking sleaze.” 
 
    The guy was helping Demi with another shot, just leaning down beside her and with his arm around a bit and his hand upon her lower back and hip. She sunk the 8-ball and moved to the nine, her cheeks flushed like she was actually a bit rattled. 
 
    Warren had been distracted back into the conversation. Demi missed the 9-ball and Evan slammed it into a pocket with this fancy rebound shot. The fucking poser! 
 
    Demi put her cue in a rack on the wall. Evan did too and they stood there for a while chatting, with Demi laughing way more than she normally would. She really did look nervous and I was about to go to her when they suddenly turned away and walked out onto the balcony and down the stairs. The other guy had tagged along behind them – Evan ushering my wife ahead and keeping close beside her, with his hand on her lower back again. 
 
    I followed out onto the balcony and saw them walk across the lawn and down a garden path to the river and jetty. The house was water-front of course, the river broad and quite busy with other leisure craft. I knew Evan had arrived in a boat. He’d pointed it out to me when we were playing pool. 
 
    Demi held Evan’s shoulder while taking off her stilettoes. I could see her bra clearly from 20 meters away, her blouse gaping, Evan and his friend both tilting in for a look as she slipped off one shoe then the other. 
 
    The other guy stepped down onto a small runabout, holding Demi’s hand as she stepped carefully down from the jetty too. She was guided to a seat in the middle of the small aluminium boat, facing both men seated at the back. She had her legs bent up a bit but together and swayed to one side. Her skirt was straight and to mid-thigh. 
 
    The small boat backed away from the jetty then zoomed out towards Evan’s 12 metre luxury sports cruiser. That was anchored about 50 meters off shore, so it was getting difficult to see much by the time these guys had my wife out there. 
 
    “So, Peter, did I hear correctly you’re headed off white water canoeing this weekend?” The owner of the house asked, slapping a big strong hand upon my shoulder and turning me from looking out at the river. 
 
    “Ah yeah, that’s right,” I said and swallowed hard. I checked again with a glance to see Demi being helped aboard the cruiser. 
 
    “Nice. And you’re doing Razor Back, are you? Hasn’t there been storms – flooding?” 
 
    “Ah yeah, Razor Back.” I glanced and saw my wife disappear into the cabin of the cruiser with the two men. My heart was thumping. I gulped again and turned back to Demi’s boss. “Flooding?” I asked. I hadn’t heard about any storms. 
 
    “Yes, it’s probably nothing. I thought I saw something on the weather channel the other day.” 
 
    Razor Back was a section of the river that we were on right then. It was a full 2 day run with a canoe, starting back up in the hinterland and ending up here on the coast. We had done the run twice before. It was wild when there was any flooding, although less rocks exposed in places, so arguable a bit easier. 
 
    “I see there’s been storms inland, the tail end of that cyclone,” I concurred. I hadn’t really thought much of that weather event, although I guessed floodwater sometimes took up to a week or more to eventually reach the ocean. 
 
    “Yes, I’ve done Razor Back rafting quite a few times but never canoeing,” the older man said. “I’ve heard Demi mention you’ve travelled with this as well?” 
 
    “Yes, we usually pick destinations with good rapids. Demi likes to go five star for the most part but we met on a canoeing trip and always find at least a day to enjoy it together.” 
 
    “Oh I see. You know, this is giving me an idea. We should organize something for the team. Let’s get out there and get active for one of our recreation days, rather than sitting around drinking and eating like this all the time. Although I saw you down there with the kids, Peter. You always seem to get involved with their soccer game.” 
 
    “Yes, well, I can certainly use the exercise, Mr Cantrell. I’m not sure how I’ll go canoeing this weekend on that score to be honest. I’m a bit out of shape.” 
 
    Harvey patted his gut. “Ha! Aren’t we all!” 
 
    He was called away across the room and left me to search into the distance for any sign of my wife. I watched for a long while without any sign of movement on the boat. The runabout was still tied there at the boarding platform. I knew Demi was still in the cabin with these two men who were obviously trying to get onto her. 
 
    I trusted her. 
 
    I was confident they actually had no hope of getting anywhere with my loyal wife of six years. 
 
    I didn’t get why she had her blouse open like that though. 
 
    Fuck me! 
 
    I shook off a swarm of nervous tingles that filled my gut, and I went back inside and got a double scotch from a pretty waitress at the bar. 
 
    I downed that and had another. Then I went out into the pool room and started playing. I was joined by one of Demi’s colleagues and played half a dozen games while drinking a few more scotches. 
 
    I kept an eye on the runabout and noticed it was still tied to the cruiser for well over an hour, before it was suddenly gone one time I checked. 
 
    “There you are!” came a sweet voice and Demi cuddled up behind me. “Are you ready to go?” 
 
    “Um..yeah I guess.” I nodded to my playing partner. He was being taken away by his wife too. There weren’t many people left at the party, just a two groups of hierarchy – women sitting on lounges and men standing at the bar. 
 
    We said our goodbyes and made a quick exit. Demi drove because I would have been over the limit. I was looking her over while stopped at traffic lights. Her blouse was done up properly. Her legs were bare. 
 
    Had she worn stockings? I couldn’t remember. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Demi 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Peter shook his head, shrugging a little. He reached over and felt my leg, rubbing up my thigh until the lights changed and I had to drive. 
 
    I kept looking back and forth from the road to his face. He still had a hand upon my knee – still squeezing and feeling me. 
 
    This was different. It was obviously quite deliberate. I said nothing and drove us the few blocks home. 
 
    When I stopped the car in the garage, my husband lurched across from his seat and kissed my lips. He kissed me hard and forced his tongue into my mouth. His hand was up my skirt and he groped into my crotch. 
 
    I glared but didn’t resist. I parted my legs and went with it. Peter found the edge of my panties and worked fingers into me. He wound back my seat and pushed my thighs open. 
 
    “Peter!” 
 
    “Aw fuck, baby, you’re so fucking wet.” 
 
    “Mmm but..!” 
 
    He was right, I was squelching loudly as he finger banged me there in our car with the garage door still open. I came hard on his fingers with his tongue in my mouth and my panties hanging off one ankle. 
 
    Peter then scurried around to my door and pulled me out of the car. He had me by the wrist as he dragged me in through the kitchen and living room and to our bedroom. I didn’t know what the hell was going on but I wasn’t about to complain. 
 
    My husband was never forceful like this. 
 
    He pushed me back on the bed and I landed with my legs bent up. He pushed one of them aside and looked at my opening. He looked from my face back to my pussy and stared at it while undressing. 
 
    “Peter, what the hell?” I questioned but didn’t attempt to close my legs. 
 
    He knelt on the bed and lowered over me. He had an erection. It was in his fist and he positioned the swollen head and entered me, lying down and surging up inside of me. He popped the second button on my blouse and met my eyes, challenging me. I felt myself blush. 
 
    He thrust and slapped hard against me. “Bad wife!” he said and pounded against me again. 
 
    I bit down on my smile, still glaring but excitement was overpowering the shock I was feeling. 
 
    My husband thumped against me again, sending my tits surging up and down. He had hold of my head and held me in place while he started fucking me with slow powerful jolts. 
 
    He was so  hard. I’d never felt him this excited before. I dug my heels into his butt and started pulling him in as he humped me steadily. My orgasm resurged and thumped through my belly. It was still curling my toes when my crazed husband let out a roar and jammed his cock as far into me as he could. 
 
    I held him. He lay down on me and I stroked his neck and back. He rolled off and pulled me into a cuddle. It was a while before he spoke. 
 
    “So that guy ended up recognising you then?” 
 
    “Nope, he has no idea.” I peered up. 
 
    Peter kissed my forehead. “You undid your top?” 
 
    I blushed, and grimaced guiltily. 
 
    “How come, baby?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I answered honestly. “Sorry.” 
 
    Peter nodded. He shrugged a little. “You don’t need to apologise.” 
 
    I peered up again. 
 
    “I don’t know – it was kind of sexy,” my husband went on, and he stroked hair from my forehead that time. “I didn’t mind, I was just wondering what you were thinking to do that, baby?” 
 
    “Ha!” I rolled eyes at myself. “I think I actually wanted some kind of recognition from the guy, Peter. It’s ridiculous, but I really wanted him to notice me!” 
 
    “Because of the way he rejected you back then?” 
 
    “Huh!” I scoffed at myself this time. “And how pathetic is that, right?” 
 
    Peter took a big breath and expelled. “It’s not pathetic, baby. The guy’s a dick!” 
 
    “Yes, exactly! So why do I need his approval?” 
 
    “Huh! Don’t know, darling, but you were sure as hell getting it.” 
 
    “Haha, and how would you know exactly?” 
 
    “Coz I was watching him all over you playing pool. Him and his mate with their eyes all over these,” my husband said and squeezed my boob. 
 
    “Hmm but guys always do that.” 
 
    “More so when you’ve got buttons undone like you had.” Peter was thumbing my nipple. “That was different, baby. You had your top a long way open.” 
 
    I breathed – swallowed – felt myself blushing again. 
 
    “Didn’t you?” my husband pressed. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “You showed this guy your tits?” 
 
    I swallowed again – took another breath. “Yes.” 
 
    My husband’s cock flexed against my thigh. I closed my hand around it – squeezed. 
 
    “Aw fuck, baby.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I don’t know, this is just fucked up, right?” 
 
    “I didn’t exactly show him, Peter. You can’t see anything through my bra.” I was checking my bra, showing how the lacy bit didn’t show any nipple or anything. “It was just cleavage.” 
 
    Peter gulped. “What happened on the boat? I mean, I know nothing HAPPENED..!” 
 
    “We were just chatting. He talks a lot – he’s so full of himself. He was interested in our canoeing this weekend. I thought he was going to ask if he could come.” 
 
    “Oh right. He didn’t though, did he?” 
 
    “No he’s full of shit. He obviously works out, but I couldn’t see him actually doing anything outdoorsy for fitness. His hands are soo soft haha. He’d get paddle blisters for sure.” 
 
    “Oh yeah, his hands huh?” 
 
    “Yes, they’re not like real man hands,” I went on, feeling my husband’s palm. He’s a pretty good handyman around the house. His hands are kind of rough and strong. 
 
    “So you just talked then.. and was he trying to hit on you?” 
 
    “Yes, they both were.” 
 
    “Both?” 
 
    “Hmm, I think they’re a team act or something. Mark is actually the hot one, if you asked me.” 
 
    “Oh yeah, Mark huh? Is that the other guy’s name?” 
 
    “Uh huh,” I moaned into a kiss. 
 
    “And is he the one you were trying to show your tits to?” 
 
    “Mmm, little bit.” 
 
    “Aw fuck,” my husband groaned, and I guided his cock as he got back on top of me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Peter 
 
    After a second fuck and a midnight snack, I slept late. We were already packed but were supposed to be on the road at seven. It was almost nine by the time we’d had breakfast and nice long showers. It was only going to be two nights on the river, but there were no amenities, so last chance for a hot shower. 
 
    It was a two hour drive. There was secure parking up in the mountains, where the river run begins. We would be canoeing all the way home then taking Demi’s car back to pick up my 4WD wagon. We had both taken a few leave days to make a long weekend out of it. We could potentially spend an extra day on the river if we wanted to, or two at an absolute stretch. 
 
    Demi was sleeping as I drove. I glanced and checked her out. She had an open, see-through white shirt over her bikini top. It was a smallish string bikini and her tits looked good in it. I had a sudden, renewed appreciation of my wife’s tits, after she’d flashed them to those two dudes at the party yesterday. 
 
    But it was nothing, right? I mean, what was the big deal flashing a bit more bra than usual? I could see more cleavage – more boob right now. She was dressed as always for the beach or whatever, and there was a great view of her tits bulging out of her bikini top. Sure the cups covered her nipple and a bit of the globe, but she fucking swayed and jiggled as she moved at all. There was naturally a lot of movement in her tits because of how big they are, and her being quite slender otherwise. 
 
    My wife has great knockers and blokes like checking her out! Big fucking deal, right? What else is new! 
 
    I turned off the highway onto a smaller road that headed towards the mountains in the distance. I’d been driving for an hour and was starting to yawn. There was an antiques store with a coffee sign. I pulled in. 
 
    “Oh good,” Demi said, waking and stretching. 
 
    Her nipples were poking at her bikini top, seemingly aroused. 
 
    Just fucking stop it man! 
 
    I got out of the car and had to adjust my semi-firm cock to one side. Demi went to have a look at the antiques on tables under an awning while I ordered our coffees and pecan pie. We’d stopped here before. The pie was good. 
 
    There was a fat guy about 50 or so with a couple of young redhead girls that had to be his daughters. He smiled and said something to Demi. She smiled back and answered him, going on to chat about stuff on a table they were both looking at. 
 
    I guess I was just being overly observant, but I noticed how the guy was checking Demi out – the little tilts of his head when she was facing away – the flash of his gaze down and up her body – having to quickly look up from her tits when she glanced at him. 
 
    Of course, there was nothing unusual going on here either. My wife’s shirt was open, showing her tits cupped in the little bikini top. She has great legs and was wearing a cute little pair of shorts. 
 
    Demi looked over, holding up a tea pot. I nodded and motioned to her coffee and pie. The guy looked over too but sort of moved on and just had another quick look over my wife as he walked away. 
 
    I guess it’s also the fact that Demi is pretty and really friendly. She will return a smile if anyone gives her one, including any men she meets or encounters at an antiques stand or wherever. 
 
    I just had to stuff this weird heightened sensitivity thing back in its box, I decided as we chatted over coffee and pie. The guys last night had sparked it. That probably happened quite a lot when I wasn’t around – Demi relaxing with a drink after work and popping an extra button on a blouse. She often stayed out for drinks with her team. 
 
    It was just that I happened to be around this time, right? I just had to get a grip. My wife was loyal and I trusted her entirely. There’s no way anything would ever come of some work colleague checking her out and trying to hit on her. 
 
    There’s no fucking way that would happen!  
 
    We’d been back on the road for half an hour. We were stopped at an intersection waiting for this slow old truck to drive past. It was loaded with boxes of what looked like dry and canned food, and oil and fuel drums. 
 
    “Wonder where he’s headed. That’s some serious supplies,” I commented. 
 
    “Oh my god!” Demi said back to me. The truck had slowed as it passed. There was a bearded man driving. His tattooed arm was resting on the door. It was massive. He looked like a fucking hulk or something. 
 
    “Jeez, what the fuck!” I said and returned a short wave. 
 
    The guy also nodded and smiled a little. 
 
    Demi waved too – her eyes fixed and glazed. “Oh my god, is he even human?” she muttered, still gawking as he turned to look back at her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Jorge 
 
    Yeah that’s right, darlin, look all you want. 
 
    The flashy new 4WD turned and drove behind me. I was only poking along. No need to rush. I’d get two supply trips up to the cabin today and two tomorrow. Plenty of time. Plus my old pickup had seen better days and was loaded up pretty well. 
 
    A couple of city campers, they can go around me if they want. 
 
    I turned on the radio and searched for the local ABC. Weather reports were regular and reliable. I didn’t have a television or any kind of internet access, but I’d heard about a cyclone up north and possibly getting a bit of weather from that over the next few days. 
 
    I had to pull back a gear to get over the crest of a hill, then the road was straight for a few kilometres. The 4WD pulled out and started gaining to overtake. It wasn’t going that fast, and I was picking up speed down the hill. It drew alongside and I nodded to the young couple, both looking at me. I sped up a bit and had a good long look at the woman. 
 
    She was pretty. Lovely long dark hair, a nice easy smile. I don’t get much contact with women – only on supply trips into town, usually once a month. 
 
    I’d been out of prison for nearly two years now. Twelve years for aggravated assault causing bodily harm. I had found the sleazebag who raped my little sister before the cops did – had a little word to him about it – stopped before I killed him. He got six years and I got non-parole eight, but had a few issues while inside and ended up doing the full twelve. 
 
    The 4WD gradually pulled ahead and into the distance. I turned off onto my fire trail and wound my way around the peak of my mountain then had to ride the brakes for the descent to the river. It was a tough climb back out of here for my old pickup, but I only ever had to do it while unloaded. 
 
    I own property on both sides of the river. None of it developed in any way, just natural bushland. On this side – town side – I have a jetty and a small shed where I store the pickup. I pulled in and quickly loaded up my old wooden runabout. It was small, didn’t hold much, one of my fuel drums and some food supplies I was out of up at the cabin and would need tonight. 
 
    The river was brown from floodwater and a bit swollen. As I putted across I wondered how this was going to be tomorrow. There was a pretty serious waterfall downstream a little and it was already tough going for my tiny outboard, fighting the strong current and keeping from being swept away. I kept the bow pointed upstream and edged my way across. I really needed a new motor – at least twice the power. I was going to have to get all supplies across immediately. 
 
    I had another small jetty on my cabin side. Both would be under water by morning at this rate, but fine for now. I had no storage shelter of any kind, so I laid out a tarpaulin and stacked my supplies there. Over the next hour, I made three more trips and had my full stock of supplies across, my old pickup locked in the shed ready for my supply run next month. 
 
    The trip to town and crossing of the river done, it was time for the fun bit of ‘town day’, getting all this shit up the mountain to my cabin. For that task I had a small aluminium box trailer and a leather harness I had made to fit over my shoulders. The trailer was only a hundred kilos. I could load up to another two hundred and be able to climb my hand-cleared trail. I had dug and levelled a reasonable track, but it was way too steep for any kind of vehicle. Perhaps a dirt bike, I suppose. Though there were a few places the track was nearly vertical, and I used a boat winch. 
 
    It was a full hour per trip. I got the first one done and dropped the harness, slumping onto the step of my cabin for a rest, wiping down with the tee-shirt I had stuffed in my belt and finishing off the bottle of water I’d been drinking on the way up. 
 
    I was inked all over my upper body, chest, neck, back and both arms. There was a girl I knew before prison named Sarah – long dark hair and a pretty smile, her likeness tattooed on my right peck. As I looked at her, it occurred to me how familiar the chick in the 4WD had seemed. Not that it could have been Sarah by any stretch of the imagination – twenty years too young – but yeah, looked a lot like the lovely Sarah used to back then. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Peter 
 
    “Yeah, baby, that’s for novices. We’re experienced canoers.” 
 
    We were looking at a sign warning of flooding and advising that rafting and canoeing be postponed for at least a week. 
 
    “That guy is definitely getting ready to head down river,” I added. 
 
    There was a young guy with a canoe down on the riverbank, a fair way below where we had stopped at the sign. 
 
    “Yeah, but do you really think it’s safe?” Demi asked. “He looks like he knows what he’s doing.” 
 
    “What, and we don’t?” 
 
    “Um, we’re a bit out of shape, aren’t we?” 
 
    I glared but smiled. 
 
    “Well, look at this!” my wife teased, clutching my love handles and giving them a wobble. “I’m sure I’ll be okay with bigger than usual rapids.” 
 
    “Oh, you will, will you!” I teased back, cuddling and clutching her ribs, making her shriek and squirm wildly to get away. She’s ridiculously ticklish. 
 
    I had inadvertently hooked the string on her bikini top and pulled it from a shoulder, baring one of her tits. I grabbed her around the waist and held her from behind like that. There was no one around except the guy way down by the river. 
 
    “And what do you think you’re doing?” my wife challenged as I felt her tit and tweaked the nipple. 
 
    She had her head tilted. I kissed her neck. “Nothing,” I said. 
 
    “Hmm, careful, you’re starting something you’re not in a position to finish right now.” 
 
    “Starting something, huh?” I smoothed her long dark hair away and kissed her slender shoulder. Her white mesh shirt had fallen from both shoulders and was at her elbows. I collected the bikini string from her other shoulder and lowered it down her arm, peeling that bikini cup from her other tit. “It’s interesting out in the wild like this, baby. I’m feeling a bit primitive or something. Got a bit of cave man going on.” 
 
    “Mmm really!” my wife uttered as she snuggled my head with hers. She wasn’t attempting to cover up or anything. She was actually squirming back against my cock, which was firming quickly. 
 
    “How about we go back to the car for a minute,” I said. 
 
    “Ha – a minute! That’d still only be starting something for me though, Peter! How about we get going and maybe meet this young man – perhaps we could keep within sight or at least know about each other for safety.” 
 
    “Yeah I guess we probably should.” I had two hard little nipples in my fingers. Demi still wasn’t trying to cover up. She had checked around a few times. 
 
    I released her. We were at the top of a trail with our packs on the ground, one for each of us to strap on and our canoes already inflated and strapped together with some supplies. I pulled on my backpack. Demi checked around again and took off her shirt and undid and removed her bikini top. She slipped the mesh shirt back on and stuffed the bikini top into her pack. 
 
    I just watched her without commenting. She did up a couple of buttons on her shirt but left the top few open. I could clearly see her nipples through the thin white fabric. She pulled on her backpack and the straps stretched her shirt open and revealed deep cleavage. She plucked at her shirt and glanced up to meet my gaze. 
 
    I swallowed as I looked up from her tits. She was blushing a bit and that deepened noticeably. 
 
    I cleared my throat a little. “You look good, baby.” 
 
    She glanced down at herself then back up, plucking at her shirt some more. “Do I? I want to wear this to keep my arms covered. They’re already a bit sunburnt from the beach last weekend.” 
 
    I looked down at the guy who was seemingly in no rush. He had a fire and was cooking something. 
 
    “It’s uncomfortable wearing a bikini top under these new life vests,” Demi explained. 
 
    I nodded. The life vests were packed between the canoes. We would be putting them on down at the river. 
 
    I looked up from my wife’s tits again, then from her to the young guy down at the river and back to her tits and her face again. 
 
    “I didn’t want to take off my bikini in front of him,” Demi said softly – sort of curiously and with a question for me about whether I wanted to challenge that. 
 
    “Yeah no, that’s okay.” I swallowed hard again. “You look really good, baby.” 
 
    Demi looked down at herself and up again. “Not too revealing, then?” 
 
    “Yeah, it’s revealing,” I answered evenly. I motioned all around. “But out here in nature..” I shrugged. 
 
    My wife smiled teasingly. “Plus you pulled my top off, so..!” 
 
    I looked down at the guy again then back at Demi. I glanced at her tits and back up. “Do you wanna undo another button?” 
 
    My cock flexed in my shorts at what I’d just said. 
 
    Demi’s blush fired up again. “I will if you really want me to.” 
 
    “He only looks young,” I said. “Old enough but not like.. a mature man or anything.” 
 
    “I know, probably college though, not high school young,” Demi reasoned, looking back and forth from the guy as well. 
 
    She undid the second last button on her shirt. It was then open to her waist and the full roundness of her tits was on display, as well as her tight, dark little nipples through the white mesh fabric. “I’ve actually done this before, you know?” 
 
    I gulped. “You have?” 
 
    “Yes, a few times I suppose – like, deliberately. And other times just letting guys look.” 
 
    “Since we’ve been together?” 
 
    My wife nodded, biting her lip guiltily. 
 
    “And deliberately, since we’ve been together?” I pressed curiously. 
 
    “Ah huh, I’ve deliberately taken off my bra a few times when I knew Bazza was coming over. He often tries to peep down my tops when you’re not looking and I’ve made it easy for him a few times.” 
 
    Bazza is a good mate of mine. He’s always checking out the ladies, Demi included. It’s never bothered me but it was suddenly more than just no bother. It was strangely exciting that Demi would um.. “So what do you mean, you made it easy for him, baby?” 
 
    “Bending over in front of him in a loose top.” Demi motioned to the canoes and we picked up an end each. She led the way but looked back over her shoulder at me. “Making it seem accidental isn’t difficult, Peter.” 
 
    “Yeah but, are you saying in a loose top after you’d thought about it and taken off your bra?” 
 
    Demi glanced back biting her grin. She glanced back again. “Only twice ever!” 
 
    “Aw fuck, baby, seriously! And he actually saw your tits?” 
 
    “Mmm, that was the general idea,” my wife teased. “Are you mad?” 
 
    I gulped again. “No. I fucking well should be, but..!” 
 
    Demi giggled. “Good. Coz I loved doing it. And I’m gonna love doing it with this guy too.” She looked back again. “My nipples are so hard and sensitive right now, Peter.” 
 
    “Aw shit.” 
 
    We had reached the bottom of the trail and a broad grassy area, the river a little swollen and no sand exposed. Demi turned and walked backwards, checking herself and smiling up at me. Her tits were swaying freely, as they do when unfettered. Her nipples were prominent and looked fully aroused alright, the light mesh top hanging off one shoulder and just covering one of them. 
 
    “Are you sure?” my wife asked, glancing down at herself again. 
 
    The guy was right there, watching us approach. He was a skinny boy of twenty at best. He was absolute no threat at all and I wanted him to see Demi’s tits. 
 
    “Let him have a good look, baby. Don’t cover up at all, okay?” 
 
    Demi pulled her shirt from beneath the strap of her backpack and down her arm, uncovering one tit completely. She glared a teasing challenge at me. I just gulped again and nodded. The young guy was standing there smiling at us. We reached where he was camped and I nodded. “How ya going?” 
 
    “Hi there!” Demi sang cheerily and she turned to face the guy, her tit still bare. 
 
    “Hey there, I’m good,” he said. His eyes had shot open and flashed away from my wife’s display. 
 
    “Are you headed down the river too?” Demi asked him. “This is Peter, I’m Demi.” 
 
    “Yeah.” The guy gulped and nodded. “I’m Leo.” 
 
    He had a shock of red hair, freckles and baby blue eyes. My wife’s favourite. She was beaming. He kept looking at her exposed tit but quickly averting his gaze. 
 
    Demi giggled and plucked at her open shirt. “Oh it’s okay, ladies are allowed to relax and get with nature around here aren’t they?” she said, including the boy while looking to me. 
 
    “It’s only us anyway,” I said and motioned all around. 
 
    Demi slipped her pack and it took the other side of her shirt with it. Her tits swayed and jiggled. She left them bare and raked back her hair, with her shirt still draped from her arms, the final button having popped open as well. 
 
    The jetty was right there, the boy’s canoe tied to it. I undid the straps on our canoes and bundle of supplies, getting things organized on the jetty while Demi chatted with the young guy. She still had her tits out but was sorting her life vest. She remained facing the boy and let him watch her doing her shirt up and putting the vest on. He was smiling openly and was quite chatty, having relaxed into the situation and staring quite blatantly with me having my back turned so he could enjoy himself with my wife. 
 
    I don’t know what the fuck I’m thinking right now but this so fucking hot. 
 
    It was definitely the fact it was a skinny 20yo boy and not a grown man. There’s no way I would have been okay with this if it had been like with those two blokes last night, only out here in the wilderness. At least it was relatively public at the party. Until they took Demi to their boat. But even then, I knew she’d be okay – they were her work colleagues – there was no way they were going to rape her or anything! 
 
    No, the thing about this freaky new idea of watching Demi flash other dudes was that it was all tease. We were in control and the man, or boy in this case, was just being played up to. Sure it was good for him, getting a look at Demi, but it was more about her getting a kick out of it, and me too now that we were doing it together. 
 
    I had our canoes ready to go. I got in mine and waved a goodbye to the young guy smiling after Demi. She got in her canoe and gave me a big playful glare and smile. “Well, that was fun!” 
 
    We heard shouts from upstream and a group of four canoers appeared from around a bend in the river and called out hello’s as they passed. There was another boy coming down the trail, apparently the friend the redhead guy was waiting for. Demi had been sorting in her pack and was now brushing and plaiting her hair. The boys got together chatting excitedly and looking over at her. She smiled at me after glancing at them, her brows raised. She lifted her bottom and pushed down her board shorts, taking them off and stuffing them into her pack – the boys craning their necks to watch her do that. She was then just in her tiny red string bikini bottoms. 
 
    I rested back against my pack, my canoe still tied to the jetty and the strong current keeping me angled to watch the boys. The redhead one had put out his fire. They quickly packed their stuff and approached where Demi was still fiddling with her hair and putting on a show for them. She hadn’t done up her life vest yet, so there was still a good view of her cleavage for this other boy. 
 
    He was smiling his head off. “Hi, I’m Raja,” he said enthusiastically. 
 
    “How ya going, mate,” I said back and he nodded at me. 
 
    “Hi, Raja,” my wife sung. 
 
    Jeez she can turn on the sweet girl voice when she wants to. 
 
    This new boy was as skinny as the other one. They were getting into their two-man canoe right next to Demi and with their hungry young eyes all over her. Leo glanced at me and I acknowledged what he was doing while Demi chatted with his friend. I looked from my wife back to the boy and motioned back to her, almost giving him a wink to encourage him but stopping short of that. 
 
    Demi shrugged out of her vest, her tits pressing against her mesh top, her nipples just about poking through the thin see-through fabric. She started adjusting the straps on the vest. “So how far are you going today?" she asked both of them. 
 
    “Um, dunno yet, we’re gonna see where we get to,” Leo answered. 
 
    “We’re probably going to camp at Horseshoe, aren’t we?” she directed at me. 
 
    “Yeah, probably.” 
 
    “Oh right, but that’s not very far down,” Raja suggested. He was gazing kind of blankly, his eyes on my wife’s tits as she undid and started fixing her plait, her helmet between her knees and her barely covered crotch being examined by both boys as well. 
 
    My cock was hard as fuck. Demi had finished with her hair and squeezed some sun cream into her hand. She rubbed it into her neck then her upper chest, reaching beneath the edge of her shirt. She rubbed up to her shoulder and down her arm a little. Her shirt buttons had popped open and when she removed her hand from inside it sagged down her arm and revealed her tit again. 
 
    “Awmm..” Raja groaned anxiously. 
 
    Demi looked at him staring and smiled through her little blush. “But I don’t want to get sunburn,” she said, using her innocent sweet girl voice again, and she undid another button and lowered the other side of her shirt to her elbow as well. 
 
    “Aw jeez,” Leo said, checking with me again. 
 
    “It’s alright, you can look at her,” I said, catching a glance from the other boy as well. 
 
    I don’t know what the hell I’m thinking here but this is fucking amazing! 
 
    Demi was just gazing blankly now too. She rubbed sun cream into her other shoulder and both upper arms, her tits swaying as her canoe rocked on the smooth but powerful current. Time had slowed. It was only seconds passing but the intensity of the moment had me hyperaware as my wife just gathered her shirt at her waist and seemed to thrust her tits forward while watching the faces of the two boys. 
 
    I cleared my throat. “Alright, enough now,” I croaked. 
 
    Demi lifted her shirt to her shoulders. 
 
    “Oh my god that was so great!” Raja blurted, his eyes rolling and his narrow face split in a huge smile. 
 
    “Yeah, well go on, piss off now,” I said to the pair of them, but I was smiling too. 
 
    They unclipped from the jetty and pushed off. “We might see youse later,” Leo called back as they were quickly swept away by the current. “Woohoo!” he cheered. “Awesome tits, lady!” 
 
    Demi just giggled and did up her vest while we watched the boys round a bend in the river and disappear. 
 
    “Are we going too?” I didn’t know what else to say to my still-smiling wife right then. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Demi 
 
    “Okay, lunch at little beach?” I checked. 
 
    Little beach was a spot with good amenities for camping or stopping for a rest and to eat. It was about three hours along down the river but I figured that would be more like two, with the speed of the current. The river level was noticeably high on the jetty too. I’d never seen it like that before. 
 
    We pushed off and were swept away, needing only to use our paddles to steer away from rocks. We rounded that first bend and the river immediately dropped into rapids. There was very little white water though, the rocks well covered and the banks flooded. The river was way broader than I remembered it to be. 
 
    That soon changed when we were sucked into raging torrent through a narrow chasm between rock walls. We were spewed out of that with my excited squeal echoing over the sound of a thundering white water rapid ahead. 
 
    The next half hour was hard work with the river plunging a long way over the course of half a dozen steep drops. 
 
    We were spewed from that into a broader section with relatively calm water. We caught our breaths and had a drink. The group of four canoers were there on the bank taking a meal break, it seemed. They called hellos and we waved and called back. There was no sign of the two young guys but I didn’t expect to catch up with them, although I wasn’t going to be surprised to find them camped at Horseshoe waiting for us later in the afternoon. 
 
    The next series of rapids had us bouncing from rock to rock for an hour. I was getting tired and wondered if Peter was starting to feel it yet too. Fortunately we were soon at our designated rest point for quite a late lunch. It was already getting on three in the afternoon by the time we had pulled our canoes ashore and opened lunch packs. 
 
    Little Beach was deserted. It seemed the river was indeed quiet, with many having heeded the warning about dangerous conditions, I figured. 
 
    I watched my husband gazing at the river as we ate. I’d been too excited to think much about it, but the way he was letting me flash those boys had me intrigued. I used to topless sunbathe all the time before we met. I’d been in wet tee-shirt contests at college parties and have always enjoyed flashing guys. I like my boobs and enjoy the attention they get me. 
 
    The way Peter attacked me after last night with the guys from work.. he is never that forceful. That must have really stirred something within him. I wondered how he was going to be tonight. I hoped he would be every bit as forceful with me again. I was planning to tease him about the two boys to make sure he got riled up. 
 
    He was awfully quiet right then though. I didn’t quite know what to make of that. 
 
    “Are you okay, Peter?” 
 
    He snapped out of a trance and looked at me. His eyes lowered down and up my body. “Yeah, I’m okay,” he said, as if reading my mind. 
 
    I bit my lip, my blush rising. 
 
    “Yeah you just wait for tonight, you dirty slut wife.” 
 
    I giggled. “Oh yeah?” 
 
    He pulled me into a cuddle and kiss, working his hand into my life vest and feeling me up. 
 
    We cuddled and chatted for half an hour but had to get going if we were to make it to Horseshoe with time to climb a trail to a favourite lookout before dark. 
 
    We were being jolted and thrust along with the powerful current again and were both sucked into this dam of logs and sticks. The water was cascading over this mass of junk and we tried to paddle clear of it but were both drawn in and catapulted into a shallow series of rapids. We were just into that when I heard a loud crack and suddenly the logs and rubbish was surging towards us. It quickly swamped both of us and I screamed as I was thrown through the air and then submerged and sucked along being thumped and jostled by rocks and logs. 
 
    I don’t even know what happened after that. I blacked out and woke to the feel of being lifted into someone’s arms. I opened my eyes to a bearded face. It lowered and clear green eyes were staring into mine. “Hey, ma’am, you alright?” asked a deep mellow voice. “You’re scratched up a bit. You hurtin anywhere?” 
 
    I took a breath and expelled. My mind cleared quickly. “Peter?” I struggled and tried to look around. “Where’s my husband?” 
 
    “He’s just back here a bit. He’s busted up too but he’ll be okay.” 
 
    The guy put me down. He was a giant. It was the man from the old pickup truck. 
 
    There was a stinging pain on my right hip. I looked and found a deep scratch and realised my bikini pants were gone, only my shirt covering me down there and only just. “Um!?” I glared at the guy. 
 
    “I know. Sorry, that’s how I found you.” He was trying to conceal a grin beneath his beard. It was in his eyes. 
 
    I felt a flush of excitement that seriously warmed the embarrassment I was already filled with. 
 
    “You alright to walk? Your old man’s just back here. He’s freaking out worried about ya.” 
 
    “Ow!” I cried as I tried to take a step and my knee buckled painfully. 
 
    “Yeah thought so,” the huge tattooed man said and lifted me without asking. He swept me into his powerful arms and against his bare chest, the muscles in his shoulders bulging and twitching beneath my hands as I clung to him strolling along in the shallow water. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Mountain Man Part 2 
 
    Demi 
 
    I just shut up and let the huge man carry me. My shirt had conveniently folded between my thighs and was covering me down there. My bottom was bare of course, but there was no one to see that. I figured my bikini pants must have been ripped off by the debris I’d been hurled along with in the flooded river. 
 
    This wasn’t the river though. It was a small branch off it perhaps. 
 
    “Demi!” my husband called desperately. “Ahh fuck!” he then yelled as he fell over trying to rush to me, his right leg giving away and leaving him lying on the sand clutching his ankle. 
 
    “I’m okay, put me down please?” I asked the giant carrying me. He lowered me gently. My knee wasn’t that bad. I was able to hobble to Peter and we threw our arms around each other. 
 
    Peter had his upper right leg rudely bandaged in what looked like the giant’s tee-shirt. It was bloodied and seeping quite badly. 
 
    “Where are we? This isn’t the river,” I said to the guy. 
 
    “No, the river’s back there a ways. The two boys got through alright but that dam gave way and swamped you pair. This is a fork in the river and a lot of the logs and shit went straight in, carrying you both with it. It looked like someone was going to get unlucky, that’s why I climbed down here.” 
 
    “And our canoes?” I asked. “Did you see where they ended up?” 
 
    “Riding the current downstream, I’m afraid. Though they’ll end up being found in a day or so and probably get a search party going. Did you guys book in at the ranger station?” 
 
    “Um no,” Peter replied embarrassingly. “We’ve done the river a few times before though. We’ve never had a drama.” 
 
    “Ha! Well you’ve got one now, wouldn’t you say.” The man chuckled. “How’s that ankle.” 
 
    “Fucking hurts.” 
 
    “Can you move your toes, your foot at all?” 
 
    Peter scrunched his toes and moved his foot around, wincing in pain. 
 
    “Yeah – not broken by the looks. Probably just a bad sprain.” The man lifted the bottom of the bandage. “I reckon that cut’s your real problem. Best we put a couple of stiches in that, get some antiseptic on it and a clean bandage.” 
 
    “Stitches? How? Where?” I asked anxiously. 
 
    The man pointed. “My cabin up here.” 
 
    We were in a deep gorge at the base of a densely forested mountain. 
 
    “But we need to go for help!” I implored. 
 
    “Sure, but go where for help? Even if you pair could beat this current and get back to the river proper, there’s no one coming behind you, and there’s no way across.” 
 
    “But there’s another group behind us,” Peter argued. 
 
    “Nope, they were smart enough to pack up their canoes and head up the mountain. That was the group of four who were back at the hollow, right?” 
 
    “Um yes. They left?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah, you guys shouldn’t be on the river when it’s like this. There’s no one else behind you and those boys will be lucky to make it much further. I never saw anyone else and I’ve been packing supplies up from my jetty all day.” 
 
    “Oh shit,” Peter groaned, wincing again as he shifted his leg a little. 
 
    “Where did you head off from, ma’am?” 
 
    “We parked at the lookout at Treetops – joined the river there.” 
 
    “Wasn’t the warning sign up?” 
 
    Peter huffed a breath. “Yeah it was. Fuck!” 
 
    “So how do we get help, um..? I’m Demi, this is my husband Peter.” 
 
    “Jorge.” The big man nodded a stiff greeting. “My cabin’s up the mountain here. Down the other side I’ve got a boat.” 
 
    I looked around. It was getting late – hard to tell how much daylight down here in the deep shadows. 
 
    “Yeah, it’ll be dark by the time we get up to the cabin. I have room and spare bedding.” 
 
    “Oh, okay, thank you,” I replied, blushing to myself as the man flashed a glance at my legs. 
 
    His eyes lifted from there and connected with Peter’s – Peter’s gaze lowering quickly and his face flushing as he looked back at the man. 
 
    A rush of excitement tingled through me, centring in my exposed pussy. I pushed the open bottom of my shirt down between my legs, clamping my hand there. 
 
    “Can you put any weight on that ankle?” the man asked Peter, offering a hand to help him up. 
 
    Peter took the hand and stood but immediately slumped when he tried to take a step. “Ah fuuuck!” he yelled agonisingly. 
 
    “Alright, plan B,” Jorge said, smiling. 
 
    His name suited him. I liked it. 
 
    He walked into the trees and snapped branches then returned with two long straight ones. “We’ll need those vests,” he told us. “You’re too heavy to carry but there’s a reasonably good trail and I can drag you up it on a sled.” 
 
    “Oh right, what about a crutch instead?” Peter countered. 
 
    “Well you can try it, but it’s a steep climb and you don’t want me to end up having to carry you, do you?” 
 
    “Uh.. fuck no!” 
 
    “Haha, totally agree,” Jorge said, smiling at me inclusively. “I need the straps to tie these branches together. I won’t damage the vests. You’ll need them again tomorrow.” 
 
    “Oh right,” Peter agreed, eyeing me worriedly and looking down and up my body. 
 
    I knew what he was trying to say. Without the vest I’d be fully exposed in a see-through white mesh shirt and absolutely nothing beneath it. I was still wet too – so completely see-through no doubt. 
 
    Jorge had returned to the trees and was breaking off another branch. 
 
    I slipped from my vest and joined my husband in looking at my breasts and tight nipples. 
 
    “Where’s your bikini pants?” Peter asked under his breath, checking that the bigger man wasn’t within earshot. 
 
    I showed the scratch on my hip. “I think they must have been ripped off me on one of the logs or something. I don’t know, I blacked out.” 
 
    “Aw shit, and I’ve got nothing on under these either,” Peter said, indicating his board shorts. 
 
    We both checked me out down below. The drape of the shirt only just covered my bottom and pussy, but it did cover me, as long as I kept the two edges of the shirt together. The lowest button was just below my belly button. The shirt tended to part if I didn’t hold it closed. 
 
    Jorge came back with a short length of branch, glancing up from me fiddling with the bottom of my shirt, a grin in his eyes and a bit of a smirk in there through the beard, I thought. 
 
    My entire body lit up with a thrill again and my pussy tingled interest. I found myself noticing this mountain man’s package as he bound the branches into a makeshift stretcher/sled. He was wearing knee-length shorts and the crotch of them was full and bulging. 
 
    Oh my god stop it Demi! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Peter 
 
    Fuck this dude was big. The muscles in his arms and shoulders were huge and flexing as he pulled tight the life vest straps around the thing he was making to drag me up the mountain on. My ankle was seriously killing me. I would have given anything to be able walk at all right then. 
 
    Demi might as well have been naked. It had been interesting and exciting a few hours ago with the young guys. This big fucking mountain dude was another story though. He seemed a nice enough bloke. It wasn’t about being scared of him or anything. 
 
    It was his confidence in looking my wife over so blatantly, and it was the look in her eyes when he did it at all. 
 
    She was completely fucking gone. She looked about like I would if I got rescued by a harem of half-naked bimbos. 
 
    My wife was definitely feeling aroused by the look of this tattooed fucking hulk, and probably by the fact he could see everything. Her shirt was completely transparent. We could see her tits as if bare and as she moved her shirt would part and reveal her little dark bush and waxed slit. 
 
    I was too rattled and in too much pain to bone up at all. I don’t know if I would have or not otherwise. Like with the boys earlier, this was interesting. It was on a whole different level and more serious somehow, but it was definitely fucking interesting. 
 
    I lay back on the makeshift stretcher and held onto the sides as the hulk grabbed the top of it and started off towards the forest. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m okay,” I said to Demi, checking on me. 
 
    She had come out of a trance and was talking with our rescuer. He was pulling me along easily and chatting happily with her. It seemed he’d been living in the forest for a few years and only went to town for supplies once a month. He had a boat and the truck we’d seen him driving this morning. He had been on his way back with his supplies and had carted them all up to his cabin, which I saw right then, high up on the side of the mountain. 
 
    Demi was walking beside me, helping to pull me along a bit – her tits swaying and jiggling, her shirt folding aside and revealing her down below all the time. The big dude was casually looking her over as they chatted. It was hard to tell because I was on my back and had to crane my neck to see much, and I had a sore neck and shoulder too. 
 
    “You right there, buddy?” the guy asked. We had stopped at a narrow gap between some big rocks. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m okay, thanks.” 
 
    “Might be best if you go up first, Demi. Grab the strap and just sort of guide him. I’ll lift from down here.” 
 
    “Oh okay,” Demi replied enthusiastically. There was no question who was in charge here. 
 
    I lifted a bit and turned to watch my wife climb a rock. The big dude helped her up with a foot hold. She stepped from one rock face to the other, her legs opening wide and the guy checking out her cunt. She grabbed an exposed tree root and pulled herself onto the top of the ledge. 
 
    Mountain man grabbed another dead tree branch and tied the short life vest strap to it then handed the other end of the branch up to Demi. As she reached for it her shirt slipped down that arm and revealed her tit. She was red-faced, either from exertion or embarrassment, I couldn’t tell. Probably a bit of both, I figured, but I had to lay back and hold on. 
 
    “Okay, buddy, you’re a big hombre, aren’t you!” 
 
    “Yeah, sorry, man.” 
 
    “Na, it’s all good. Just hang on, we’ve got ya.” 
 
    The mountain man lifted me easily. Demi pulled hard and dragged me the rest of the way up onto level ground. She cheered proudly and ended up on her arse puffing and giggling. Her legs were apart, her cunt fully on display, one of her tits still bare as she rested back on her hands. 
 
    “Good work, ma’am. You’re stronger than you look.” 
 
    “Ha, you’re not. You look every bit!” Demi shot back. 
 
    “Haha thanks. You look pretty good yourself,” mountain man said easily. 
 
    Demi blushed as she turned her head away, smiling. The big dude looked to me then back and forth from my wife’s still-open legs. He winked and I felt my face heat. 
 
    “Very nice,” he said low and deep. “You guys will have to excuse the magazines I have lying around my cabin though, eh? Haha, not quite the real thing, but..!” 
 
    “Hmm, well there’s not much I can do about trying to keep covered in this,” Demi said. 
 
    She had closed her legs and lifted the shoulder of her shirt to cover her bare tit. Mountain man offered a huge paw and helped her up. 
 
    “Wouldn’t worry about it, love. It’s the wilderness – my shower’s outdoor in the open, and I’ve been walked in on a few times by people wandering up from the river – who cares, right!” 
 
    He grabbed the strap and headed off dragging me easily along again. Demi filed in beside me, meeting and sharing my questioning look. She just grimaced and tugged at her shirt in front. “It’s okay,” I said, just mouthing the words. We held and squeezed hands. She bit on her lip and looked down at herself, glancing to check on mountain man then her eyes flashed a questioning little tease as she hooked a finger in and popped the top button on her shirt. 
 
    It wasn’t exactly the top one. There had already been one open, this one between her tits and allowing the now-dry shirt to gape quite a bit more. 
 
    Fuck I don’t know why I wanted this, but I immediately did. 
 
    Demi discretely watched the guy again for a minute then checked with me as she undid her lowest button as well, leaving just the one done up below her breasts. The shirt then parted to reveal her bush as she walked, then as she took hold of the side of my stretcher again, the shoulder slipped and uncovered her tit. 
 
    “Yeah, glorious fucking wilderness up here,” mountain man said with a deep low chuckle that made Demi blush and smile again, and made my cock flex in spite of my total discomfort at being helplessly dragged along by a bigger and stronger dude. 
 
    Demi fixed the shoulder of her shirt but it slipped and just held to a poking nipple as we steadily climbed, what was a reasonably open trail through dense forest. “Yeah this is my main track down to the jetty,” Jorge explained. “We’ll get down here pretty easily in the morning. I’ve got a little trailer – so we got wheels haha.” 
 
    “Are you sure we can’t go right now? I’ll be okay,” I said. 
 
    “It’ll be dark in an hour. I’m not risking that river in the dark,” came the flat non-negotiable reply. 
 
    I experienced a slight tingle of fear that time. This dude was nice enough on the surface, but there would be no arguing with him. I checked with Demi for a reaction but she was just staring doe-eyed at the guy as he pulled me up a step in the trail with his massive fucking arm and shoulder flexing. 
 
    Fuck me, this is primitive. He’s a bloody Neanderthal and Demi’s gone fucking gaga. 
 
    We reached the dude’s cabin just on dark. He helped me inside and to a couch then left me and Demi there and went back outside. There was a cough and splutter then the sound of a small engine humming and lights came on. 
 
    “Oh my god!” Demi cried, slapping a hand over her mouth. 
 
    The walls of the small timber cabin were decorated in nude centrefolds. There were tits and pussies everywhere and a pile of magazines beside the couch and slewed onto the floor. 
 
    “Shit,” I said, gazing around. 
 
    “Haha told ya so,” our host said with a chuckle as he came back inside. “Are you right, Demi? You want me to pull all this shit down for your visit? I don’t usually entertain much.” 
 
    “Um, no, this is fine,” Demi replied rolling her eyes around the room. “There’s so many of them, but you’re a man all alone up here. It’s understandable.” 
 
    “Yep probably should try capturing a real woman and dragging her up here I s’pose, but in the meantime.. haha.” 
 
    “Capturing one?” Demi enticed. “I don’t see why you’d need to do that.” 
 
    The guy had water heating on a stove. “It’s the criminal record that usually does it, Demi. Plus prison screws with your head a bit. Don’t know if I give off the most appealing signals down there in civilisation. Not for nice ladies like yourself.” 
 
    That information hit me in the guts. I gulped and couldn’t help myself. “Prison? What for?” 
 
    There was a moment of pause that had my heart pounding. The guy poured water from a pot into a plastic container and brought it over with a small bag with a first aid label on it. “Don’t worry, man.” He motioned to Demi. “I was defending the likes of your pretty wife here. I’m no threat to you.” 
 
    I gulped, nodding profusely. “Yeah, man, that’s obvious,” I stammered. “We’re so grateful for this.” 
 
    “Yes exactly!” Demi added enthusiastically. “I’m sure whatever you did was necessary. I don’t see why a woman would have a problem if you were defending someone.” 
 
    “Haha, I s’pose,” the guy had unwound his shirt from my leg. I had stopped bleeding at least. “Just clean it nice and gentle,” he instructed Demi, who had claimed the sponge. 
 
    Mountain man squirted a bit of antiseptic into the water. Demi soaked and cleaned my wound. 
 
    “Yeah, no need for stiches. It’s not that deep.” 
 
    “Okay good.” I was relieved. I could see the curved needle and thread in the kit. 
 
    My wound was thoroughly cleaned and properly bandaged. 
 
    “Okay, your turn,” mountain man said to my wife. “Let’s have a look at this.” She sat back on the floor. He lifted the bottom of her shirt from her hip to reveal a nasty looking scratch. “Yeah, that’s gonna get infected too if we don’t treat it. Just some iodine though, yeah. That should do.” 
 
    “Ah huh,” Demi agreed submissively. She was on her side but shifted a little and held her shirt up out of the way. She straightened her lower leg and sat around a bit, lowering her other leg too and with the other side of her shirt remaining folded back and away from her crotch. 
 
    I looked from her bush to her face but her eyes were glazed and resting upon mountain man with his little tube of ointment and huge fucking hands. He had already sponged my wife’s bare hip and he gripped her leg beneath the knee and held her while applying the iodine cream. His thick fingers were gripping her inner-thigh. She shifted her weight again with her other leg bending up and aside. 
 
    The big man tilted to look at her cunt. “Ooh that’s better than the pics,” he said easily, glancing and winking at me. “Isn’t it?” he pressed for an answer. 
 
    I nodded, gulping. “Definitely.” 
 
    Demi’s eyes were wide but glazed. 
 
    “Careful that stuff doesn’t stain your pretty blouse,” the guy went on, and he undid the one remaining button and Demi let him shift her shirt aside, opening it and pushing it back off one shoulder, exposing that tit fully. “I’ve got something you can wear, won’t matter if it gets stained,” the man continued mildly and authoritatively, and Demi assisted him as he slipped her shirt from her other shoulder as well, uncovering that quivering globe and erect nipple. “Ooh yeah, that’s nice,” he groaned low and deep. “She’s a beautiful woman, yeah?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I croaked and cleared my throat. “Yes, she is.” 
 
    Demi just sat there resting back on her hands and with her tits gently rising and falling upon her breath, her legs still slightly open and her cunt on display for this huge man’s viewing pleasure. 
 
    He went to a box in the corner and lifted out a dark blue tee-shirt. “Yeah, this is clean. Should do you, yeah?” 
 
    “Uh huh,” my wife uttered, still not moving or closing her legs at all. 
 
    Mountain man handed the shirt to me, giving me a wink and including Demi with a confident smirk. He undid the front of his shorts as he turned and went to the door. “I need a shower. I’ll get us some food in a minute.” 
 
    I just gulped again and nodded. I had no idea what to do or think about any of this. It all seemed so natural somehow. It was purely sexual and the dude was a total stranger, but somehow – here in a remote forest cabin – I don’t know, it just seemed fair or something! Like this guy here all alone deserved the privilege of looking at my wife. 
 
    What the fuck! 
 
    Demi took the tee-shirt and put it on. She obviously had nothing to say either. There was an open window beyond the kitchen sink. A light was on out there. Mountain man appeared and a shower started. It was only his chest and lower body we could see through the window. His bare arse was towards us but he turned with soapy water running down him and through a wiry mass of pubic hair. Extending from beneath that and half way down between his huge thighs was a thick circumcised cock. 
 
    “Fuck me!” I groaned. The thing was ridiculous. It was eight inches long and completely flaccid. 
 
    I looked at my wife. 
 
    She was standing there beside the couch with her arms crossed in front and her hands resting over her tits. Her mouth was hanging open and her eyes were wide and completely glazed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Jorge 
 
    Just leave her alone, man. She’s married. Just leave her alone! 
 
    I knew I could take this woman any time I wanted. The husband was no challenge. He was incapacitated and it wouldn’t have mattered if he wasn’t. Plus it looked like he’d be into it. 
 
    But that didn’t matter for shit. That’s what the fucking arsehole rapist said about my sister when he was pleading for me to stop beating the crap out of him. He’d said Lisa’s dipshit boyfriend was a wimp and she wanted it from a real man. Same fucking dynamic as this only Lisa had knocked him back and he didn’t take no for an answer. 
 
    Nup, not going anywhere near that shit. 
 
    I quickly finished up showering and found the young couple sitting on my couch together looking kind of stunned. I had a private chuckle at having done that. I know how the size of my member tends to surprise people. It was interesting in the showers in prison. I was never into that shit either, but you could always see the new blokes worried I might be, and pick them. Haha. 
 
    I cooked up beans and toast, used up the last of my fresh sausages. I’d been looking forward to those over the next few nights, so that was a bit of a downer sharing them. We ate and chatted about the river and got onto their shit – where they live and what they do for work. I’d been in construction as a young bloke, before prison. I still had money invested and drew on that as I needed it. 
 
    “Yeah, I don’t spend much. I don’t even use the interest I earn year to year. I could probably spring for some mod cons if I’m gonna be getting visitors from civilisation like this I s’pose, haha.” 
 
    We all laughed. They were sitting together on the couch – him with his busted ankle raised, her with her amazing legs bent up to one side. I was going to have to turn off my generator soon to save fuel, but I made the most of the good lighting and leant to my side for another look at the woman’s bare cunt. The shirt I’d given her was huge across her shoulders but she was a tall woman and it only just covered her bottom. It didn’t quite cover it at all with her sitting with her legs bent up. 
 
    Her labia was smallish, the cute petals protruding a little and wanting to open for my tongue, I imagined as I kept examining and felt them both watching me. 
 
    The husband cleared his throat. “So, what do you usually do at night – just um..?” he motioned to my magazines. “I don’t suppose there’s any internet or anything up here.” 
 
    “Nup, no internet or phone service at all. I’ve got a stack of regular books in my bedroom, trade them at a second hand store each month for fresh ones.” 
 
    “Oh that’s nice then,” the wife enthused. She lifted her hair and shook it out of a plat. Her upper leg lifted away from the other one and flashed her cunt without me having to lean over to look. “What kind of books do you like?” 
 
    “True stories are good. Who-done-it type stuff or biographies. I grab a hot romance or two per month for a change, they’re usually a bit girlie though, haha.” 
 
    “Oh really! Girlie books huh?” the wife teased. 
 
    She still had her leg upright, the other one lying flat. Her husband was looking away, fiddling with my magazine pile. I looked up from her cunt and saw her eyes were blank and fucking glazed again. Jeez it was tempting to throw her over my shoulder and take her to bed. 
 
    “Yeah girlie book get pretty raunchy sometimes. Don’t mind that,” I said, meeting the husband’s glance as he looked at her crotch and claimed the leg she had bent up, pulling it towards himself and denying me. 
 
    That’s better, son. Grow a pair and stop fucking offering her to me. 
 
    She cuddled to the guy with both of her legs then bent up and his arm around them protectively. They kissed and whispered a little. I left them and shut down my generator. 
 
    “That’s it for the power tonight.” I placed a battery lantern on the coffee table. “There’s a fold away cot there in the corner and plenty of sheets and pillows in that chest. I’ve got a couple of nephews who stay sometimes, they won’t mind. I’d recommend the couch. I sleep there myself quite often.” 
 
    I left my visitors to it and pulled the curtain across to close my bedroom. The husband struggled his way out of the cabin to relieve himself. I have a toilet a short ways from the steps. His wife helped him. They were gone for a good hour chatting on the veranda before I gave up waiting for another look at the woman and rolled over to go to sleep. 
 
    I’d been hard and casually stroking under the covers. I would wait until seeing them off tomorrow and find the best likeness of the girl in my magazines – stroke off properly over that. 
 
    Fuck she reminded me of my long lost first love. That wasn’t fucking helping me keep control of myself and stop from dragging her away from her husband. 
 
    No, just let it go, man. Just fucking let it go! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Demi 
 
    It was already daylight when I woke in the morning. Peter was still snoring. The curtain was pulled back and the bed made in the other room. I checked my cut and applied some more iodine cream. There was a steaming pot on the stove. There were cups out and the makings of coffee. I took my mug out onto the veranda and watched our host doing one-arm chin-ups on a branch of a tree. He had his back to me, the huge eagle tattooed there looking back at me. He switched arms and continued effortlessly lifting his bulk and lowering it with amazing control. 
 
    He had to be 50. There was grey in his long brown hair, his beard tinged as well. He had a hard-lined face, so it was difficult to say if he had wrinkles as such. I bet he looked 40 at 25. He had that kind of maturity about him, in his eyes as well. 
 
    If I’d had any panties to wear they would have been soaked all night lying there listening to him breathe – knowing he was right there behind a curtain – that huge cock unattended and no doubt in need of same. 
 
    He released and dropped to the ground but didn’t turn. He just grabbed an axe from a stump and strode off into the forest. 
 
    I took my dripping pussy back inside and stoked a fire in the combustion stove. There was eggs open on the sink and a used plate. It seemed Jorge had already eaten. I made some eggs for myself and Peter, who had just stirred and was testing his ankle. 
 
    “Not so bad this morning then?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah, it’s much better.” He got up and hopped to the table, testing again while holding that and seemingly able to put weight of his foot at least. 
 
    I served eggs and coffee. We had talked about it last night but Peter held my gaze steadily and took a breath. “I really don’t know what I was thinking yesterday, baby.” 
 
    “I know. Me too, like we said.” I shrugged, motioning to what I was wearing. “Should I take this off and put my shirt back on – show him again?” 
 
    Peter was frowning. “I don’t know, it’s his shirt. This one’s even fucking shorter,” he said about his own tee-shirt. 
 
    “Hmm, maybe he’ll let me keep it and send it back somehow. We have to get all the way home yet.” I grabbed my white shirt and put it on over the big tee-shirt. I tied it around my waist and made a quite presentable dress and top combo. “What do you think – passable?” 
 
    “Looks pretty damn good to me,” Jorge declared, striding into the cabin with an armload of firewood. “Ah good, you found breakfast. We about ready to get going?” 
 
    “Hell yes!” my husband declared and downed the last of his coffee. 
 
    I quickly tidied up and did the dishes. The men were outside, and when I joined them, Peter had a forked stick as a crutch and was able to walk okay with that. 
 
    Peter was still only hobbling though, and the trail was steep with places I needed help getting down. 
 
    I had thought all night about how this huge man would be in need of female attention – how hungry for it he must be. He was also our absolute saviour and I felt very much indebted to him. 
 
    He had his hands out to catch me sliding down another rock. I let my garments bunch up and allowed him to look at me again. He was taking every opportunity and I was making sure there were plenty of them. 
 
    Peter was watching. He knew what I was doing. We had talked about indebtedness last night, and about a man’s needs. I could see he understood exactly what I was doing and why. 
 
    Jorge’s big hands claimed my bare hips, his thumbs pressing into my groins, almost touching my pubic hair. I held his wrist as he released me that time and almost encouraged him as his hand swept upward and his extended thumb touched the underside of my breast. 
 
    Peter hadn’t seen that. I locked eyes with Jorge. He had noticed what I’d done, just kind of lifting his wrist a little as his hand swept around my side and released me. 
 
    With my shirt tied around my waist and the big tee-shirt on, I was well covered up top. My nipples were constantly hard and sensitive, but not really obvious through the two loose layers of clothing. 
 
    I wished I was showing more, like yesterday. I looked up at Jorge walking beside me but he was glaring ahead at something. “Damn that’s different,” he said. 
 
    Peter had stopped at a small stream.  
 
    “Hang on, Peter, that could be deeper than it looks.”  
 
    Jorge made me wait and he walked across the stream with Peter, the water up to their waists and seemingly rushing quite powerfully. Peter staggered onto the far bank and collapsed, waving to me that he was alright. Jorge waded back and didn’t ask or anything, just lifted me into his arms and started back across. 
 
    I relaxed with my arms around this giant’s neck. I remembered this from when he had carried me yesterday. I was swooning and lifted my arm out slightly when he cupped and very deliberately felt my breast. 
 
    “Um..that’s umm…” he was pinching my nipple now. 
 
    “Sorry – couldn’t resist this much at least,” he growled low and deep into my ear. 
 
    “Mmm that’s okay. Just keep me turned this way so Peter doesn’t see.” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Uh huh, feels nice. Maybe stop for a minute and pretend you need a rest.” 
 
    “Haha, yep definitely need a rest,” the huge man said with a chuckle, and he indeed stopped walking and relaxed a little lower with his back to the current. 
 
    “Are you okay?” Peter called out anxiously. 
 
    “Yeah, man, just give us a minute,” Jorge called back, not very convincingly. 
 
    “Don’t half give it away!” I scolded him. 
 
    “Haha, never could lie for shit.” 
 
    He was massaging my breast firmly. The current worked the bottom of the tee-shirt up to my belly and he was looking at my pussy as well. I looked over at my husband. He was watching this bigger man and could see what was going on. Jorge was oblivious or too distracted to notice or care. He felt up under my clothing and groped my tits bare. Peter gripped his head, watching intently. I pulled up my clothing and thrust a tit into Jorge’s mouth, still just staring back at my husband but I was losing any control I still had. 
 
    We were moving again. I was carried out of the water and placed on grass. Jorge was still over me and I was still holding my husband’s concerned eyes. Jorge was kneeling between my bent up legs. He was ripping at his shorts. There was tragedy in my husband’s eyes now but I couldn’t help him. The huge mountain man got down on me and positioned himself. I lay there limp and completely at his mercy. His cockhead opened me and pain shot through me. “Ahhhh!” I screamed as he thrust into me. 
 
    “Oh fuck yes!” he growled and pulled back then thrust again. 
 
    “Ahhhh..hhh!” I screamed again but the incredible stretching sensation did something more than just hurt. I spread wide for the next thrust and held that scream in. The huge bulk of muscle on top of me surged again and I felt his log of a cock split me and probe deep into my belly. I must have been wet because he pulled back and slipped back in more easily. 
 
    “Yeah fuck yeah that’s tight,” he growled and started fucking me properly. 
 
    I stared at my husband’s face, his eyes wide with shock, his mouth hanging open, his arm moving as he seemed to be massaging himself. I stared silently screaming as the smooth log of flesh pistoned in and out of me, sending me into orgasm within a minute and then it was forced even deeper and held firmly up me while it throbbed and the cave man on top of me let out another guttural howl. 
 
    At that point I gave up worrying and just closed my eyes. My orgasm rose up again and I clung to this huge man while my vagina sucked on his horse cock. The ex-college lover from work I’d been having flashbacks about lately had been big. The thing that was inside me there on the grassy bank of a stream right then was so much bigger. 
 
    It gradually receded and Jorge got up off me, fixing his shorts and shaking his head. “Fuck, I’m sorry, man,” he called after my departing husband. 
 
    Peter hobbled off along the trail and into the trees. I wasn’t going anywhere for a minute. My legs were gone, my entire body a mass of pleasurable tingles. Jorge motioned after Peter, a hand slapped on his forehead. “I’m so sorry, Demi. I just fucking lost it. Are you okay?” 
 
    I sat up and covered myself. “I’m okay I think.” I pushed the bottom of the tee-shirt down between my legs and squeezed my hand there, covering my opening. It was gaping pretty badly. 
 
    “I’d better um..” Jorge motioned after Peter. 
 
    “No, I’ll go. Just help me up please?” 
 
    My legs were still rubbery but I hurried after my husband. He hadn’t gone far. He was sitting on a rock with his head in his hands. He looked up at me, his eyes still so tragic. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Peter. I’m so sorry I let that happen.” 
 
    He shook his head. “What the fuck, baby!” 
 
    “I know, it just.. I mean he’s so…” I huffed. “I’m really sorry, Pete!” 
 
    Peter looked beyond me. “And what the fuck’s he doing back there?” 
 
    “He doesn’t know what to do. He totally lost it too. He’s really sorry.” 
 
    “Yeah he fucking ought to be, eh!” 
 
    “Yes,” I agreed unequivocally. Anything my husband wanted to say was acceptable right then. “This was so unfair to you, Peter. How will you ever forgive me!” 
 
    He frowned harder. “Yeah well it fucking deserves me right too! Letting you get around half fucking naked.” 
 
    I stayed shut up and let my man talk his way through this. He was right, it was his fault as much as mine and Jorge’s. Definitely for him to work out though! 
 
    I waited, just standing close and leaning in a bit as I stroked his hair. 
 
    “You’re a fucking bitch doing that.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    He shook his head, turning away from me as I kept fiddling with his hair and leaning closer. 
 
    “I should have done something. I shouldn’t have just let him!” 
 
    “Ah huh…” 
 
    “I was going to. I was going to hit him with my fucking walking stick.” 
 
    “Mmm, you men are so crazy though. I don’t want you fighting.” 
 
    “Yeah well, you looked like you wanted it from him so..” 
 
    I massaged my husband’s head against my hip. “I couldn’t help it though, Pete. Not after yesterday with those boys and then with him as well.” 
 
    Peter huffed a big breath. “Yeah, I guess.” He tilted aside and looked at my legs. “Is that?” 
 
    I checked and saw there was cum trickling down my inner right thigh to my knee. “Um!” I lifted my clothing. 
 
    “No wait, is that from him?” my husband checked, clutching my hand with my scrunched up makeshift dress. 
 
    I bent lower and checked my pussy with my other hand. I was still gaping open. There was another glob of semen oozing from it and I touched that with my finger tips and nails, spreading it and rubbing it into my labia so it didn’t drip down my leg as well. 
 
    “Is that his cum?” my husband asked, gulping and covering his mouth with his hand after releasing mine. 
 
    “I can’t help it, he was so huge and I’m still so open,” I explained. 
 
    “And he hurt you too, huh baby? I should have stopped it.” 
 
    “No, I was okay. I didn’t mind it hurting a bit like that.” 
 
    “Oh right.” 
 
    I reached down and gathered the trickle of semen, rubbing it into my inner thigh. More dripped from me and landed on my wrist. I wiped that off against my pussy and rubbed it all into me there, keeping my dress up while my husband watched curiously now. 
 
    “Well at least you’re on the pill I suppose.” 
 
    I nodded, forcing a smile and feeling my blush rise. It was true I was on the pill, but that was in my pack down river somewhere. Maybe I’d be alright if I got home in a few hours and took one. I usually take them at night and had missed last night. 
 
    Footsteps approached behind me. “We ready to get going then?” Jorge asked evenly. 
 
    It seemed he had gotten over any guilt or regret. He held my husband’s stare for a long few seconds before leading off without saying anything more. 
 
    I walked along with my husband, way behind my new mountain man. I was still tingling wildly between the legs after being stretched like that by him. I had fuel for endless fantasy sessions with my biggest vibrator now, and secretly revelled in the thought of that for the next half hour before we heard Jorge yell something up ahead. 
 
    We hurried along. Jorge was standing looking at the river with his hands on his head. It was all wrong, the river was incredibly wide – nothing like I’d ever seen before. 
 
    “Jesus!” Jorge exclaimed and glanced back at us. 
 
    “Where’s the boat, man?” Peter shot back. 
 
    “Ha. Under water or swept away. Who knows, my whole jetty and boat house are gone by the look of it. I’ve never seen anything like this level of flooding.” 
 
    “Completely gone?” I echoed, approaching beside Jorge. 
 
    He motioned to the swirling muddy current in front of us. “We’re a long way up the bank here. This has got to be ten metres deep. And look how far to the other side! Can you see my shed through the trees there? That’s a long way above water level. This is amazing.” 
 
    “So how the fuck do we get across?” Pater challenged. “What the fuck are we gonna do now?” 
 
    “Hey, man, not my fault eh!” Jorge replied evenly. “Just take it easy. This will drop in a few days, a week at worst.” 
 
    “A week! No way, man. We’ll go inland. There’s gotta be a road or something.” 
 
    “Sure. Knock yourself out. It’s dense forested mountain all the way, no trails, nothing. You’ll perish before a week is out, or fall down a cliff or something.” 
 
    “Wait. Stop it you two!” I got between the bristling men. “Just let’s calm down and think about this. Are you sure there’s no way to a road or town or something, Jorge? Please?” 
 
    “No, look there really isn’t. I wouldn’t let youse wander off and die. This mountain here has the river almost circling it, and the one little gap that’s land is a huge cliff face. There’s no way of walking in or out of here. It’s why I picked it.” 
 
    “Yeah well you said you could get us out of here eh!” my husband challenged again. 
 
    “Now stop that, Peter!” I scolded him, grabbing and pushing him back from confronting my mountain man. 
 
    Ooh this is fun, but don’t let on, girl! 
 
    I could feel another trickle of cum. 
 
    I kept hold of my main man until he stopped glaring at his competition for me. Jorge turned away and went and sat on a rock. 
 
    “Just calm down, please?” I implored of Peter. “We have to get through this. There has to be another way, we can’t be here for a week.” 
 
    “Damn right we can’t.” 
 
    Jorge’s head cocked. He’d heard Peter again. He was getting pissed off now, his eyes narrow as he glared at us. “There might be a way,” he growled. 
 
    Peter was about to respond. I actually thumped his chest with both of my clenched hands. “Stop it!” I demanded and turned from him. 
 
    “Please, Jorge? Can you get us across?” 
 
    Jorge huffed and stood. He approached. He eyeballed Peter then looked to me. “Look, I’ve got an idea. I’m going back to the cabin to think about it, figure it out. I’ll see you both up there.” 
 
    He turned and strode away, leaving me staring after him, not knowing what to think. 
 
    “I say we try walking out of here,” Peter said as he slumped back onto a branch of a fallen tree. 
 
    “Yeah sure, with your ankle like that. We’re not walking off into the forest, Peter.” 
 
    “Yeah well how can we trust him, he said he had a boat and shit.” 
 
    I just glared and motioned to the raging torrent of a river. “He didn’t cause this, Peter.” 
 
    Peter swallowed hard, looking away and shaking his head. He turned back to me, that tragedy in his eyes again. 
 
    “Oh, Pete, I’m so sorry for doing that. Please let’s just..” 
 
    “Yeah I know. Fuck!” 
 
    “We really need him,” I went on, seeing an avenue to progress. 
 
    Peter rolled eyes and shook his head again. “Fuck!” 
 
    I sidled close, leaning in and stroking his head. I suddenly knew exactly how to handle this. 
 
    “Why don’t you fuck me too, Peter?” 
 
    His head shot up, his eyes wide. 
 
    “Well, why don’t you? Right here, right now!” 
 
    His eyes narrowed but twinkled. “You little slut.” 
 
    I bit my lip. It would hurt if you fucked me in the arse. Make me scream like he did.” 
 
    My husband’s hand was immediately traveling up my sticky inner thigh. He felt into my pussy. I was still so open. 
 
    “In the arse, huh?” 
 
    “Mmm, don’t you wanna teach me a lesson?” 
 
    “Aw fuck, baby.” 
 
    “Ooh..interesting,” I moaned as a finger slipped into my anus. 
 
    My main man stood and spun me around, pushed me over the log. “I’ll give you fucking interesting!” he growled. 
 
    I wiggled my bottom. “Go on then!” 
 
    My clothing was pushed up my back. I tilted my hips, bracing ready as Peter rubbed his cockhead against my anus. I reached up between us and felt for it, captured it and guided him into my pussy. He thrust hard, pounded against me a few times, pulled out. I felt into gooey folds and lubricated my tiny back entrance with Jorge’s semen. I guided my husband’s cock and couldn’t help tensing as he sunk into me. “Ahhh..hh..” I cried and he gripped the back of my neck and slammed into my arse. 
 
    “Ahhhh!” I screamed that time as pain ripped through me – pain I knew I deserved right then – pain I absolutely loved all of a sudden. 
 
    Peter fucked me hard and urgently, humping and grinding against my bottom. Within a minute or so he was clamped to me ejaculating. 
 
    “Aw fuck yeah, baby, take that!” 
 
    “Mmm that’s so deep in me, Peter.” 
 
    He lifted me and grabbed my tits. I squirmed back onto his still-firm cock. 
 
    “Better?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah that’s fucking better.” 
 
    “Hmm, and now can we go and make nice so Jorge will take us across the river and we can go home?” 
 
    “Haha, yeah, we can go and make nice.” My husband kissed me. “That really hurt watching you being fucked like that though, baby. I never thought it through. I didn’t expect this to go that far.” 
 
    “No, me either. He was kind of wild though. I don’t know if I could have stopped him had I wanted to.” 
 
    “Oh yeah – had you wanted to, huh? But you didn’t want to stop him, right?” 
 
    “Peter! Enough now alright. Let’s just get out of here and you can go on and on about it when we get home.” 
 
    “Alright, deal,” my husband said, snapping another kiss to my lips. “After I get through therapy working out why this shit gives me a fucking boner!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Peter 
 
    It did give me a boner too. I had to walk away before because I didn’t want the guy to see it gave me a boner. I had no idea what I was thinking and seriously thought I would be needing some kind of therapy to figure it out. My wife was right though, for right now we just had to get home. 
 
    I was walking more freely. My ankle had loosened up on the walk down, maybe the sex helped a bit somehow. We made good time back up the mountain and found the big fucking mountain dude sitting on a chair on his veranda. 
 
    He stood. He looked anxious or something. 
 
    He motioned inside. “There’s the makings of lunch on the table. I’m going for a walk for an hour.” 
 
    “Oh? Is everything okay?” Demi asked. 
 
    I just shut up, for the best, I figured. 
 
    The guy nodded, looking from me to my wife and back again. “I have a way of getting you across the river and home.” He had a piece of twine that he was twisting in his hands. He had come down the steps and edged away a bit but turned back. “Look, as far as I’m concerned, I have no need to go to town for another month. I don’t care about the river being in flood. That’s entirely your issue, not mine.” He paused and nodded to himself. “So yes, I’ll take you across tomorrow morning. Not today, but first thing in the morning guaranteed. It will be dangerous for me with the river up like that, but I’ll risk it.” He eyeballed me again. “But I want something in return. Something that I need and that you have to offer.” 
 
    He looked at Demi. She blushed wildly. 
 
    He looked back at me. “All night though this time. In my bed… That’s the deal – yes, and I’ll get you home tomorrow, or.. the river should be down in about a week, I’ll get you across then.” 
 
    I watched the bigger man stalk off into the forest. I was stunned by what he’d said – his ultimatum. He wanted to fuck my wife again – in his bed – all night. Either we agree to that or we have to stay here at his cabin for what could be a full week waiting for the river flooding to subside. 
 
    I’d actually had to wait for this river to go down once before. We’d planned a canoeing run but had to postpone holidays until it was safe. That did take a full week. 
 
    Demi moved close beside me staring after this guy. She slipped her hand into mine. “Oh wow, Peter, what are we going to do?” 
 
    “I don’t know what to think, baby. Can we even trust him to deliver if we agree?” 
 
    “If we agree? So you’re thinking we should agree?” Demi’s voice was small, curious. 
 
    “Um no! Fuck no!” I shot at her, my face heating with a rush of embarrassment. “There’s no way you’d do that, right?” 
 
    “I would if I had to,” my wife answered. She looked up at me. “If we don’t have any choice.” 
 
    “Yeah but it’s wrong. He can’t demand we do it.” 
 
    “I don’t think he did though, Peter. He said we can wait for the river to go down. It sounded like whatever idea he has to get across right away is probably a bit dangerous, at least for him somehow.” 
 
    “Huh! And he want’s payment for that. Fuck!” 
 
    I pulled my wife into a cuddle and kissed her hair. She didn’t say anything more. 
 
    “I get that he’s not physically forcing us, baby, but he’s trying to coerce us into it.” 
 
    “Hmm, I guess.” 
 
    “Plus he virtually forced you already.” 
 
    “Um.. I could have said no.” 
 
    “Yeah and when you didn’t he fucking hurt you. You really squealed loud. That must have been painful.” 
 
    Demi peered up. “Don’t worry about that, Peter. Not about it hurting me at all – that part’s okay.” She stroked down my chest then bit my shoulder. “You made me squeal too, don’t forget.” 
 
    “Aw fuck, baby, I’m getting a boner again just thinking about that.” 
 
    “Mmm it was nice, Peter. With you like that, and with him. Definitely don’t worry about him being so huge in that way.” 
 
    I lifted my wife’s chin and kissed her softly. “So you liked it then?” 
 
    She grimaced. “Honestly?” 
 
    “Yeah, honestly.” 
 
    “Um, well to be perfectly honest, I wouldn’t mind at all if we have to do this. He’s already been in me once. I don’t see how it’s that much bigger a deal if he is again tonight. Especially if it means we get to go home tomorrow.” 
 
    “Yeah and that’s the other thing. I don’t see how we could stay here all week and it not happen again anyway. He’d probably try and grab you as soon as I wasn’t around.” 
 
    “Um, maybe. I guess there’d always be that, if we don’t get out of here.” 
 
    We went into the cabin and made lunch. I had to put my foot up and Demi laid on the cot and dozed off. I closed my eyes too, and woke some time later to the sound of the floorboards creaking. There was muffled voices coming from the sectioned off bedroom. I saw shadows, heard Demi giggle. I saw the blue tee-shirt land on the floor and my heart thumped. 
 
    “Yeah looks good,” Jorge said in a deep whisper. 
 
    The curtain moved and I don’t know why but I closed my eyes and pretended to be asleep. Demi came out wearing a white singlet, the sides of her tits and full underside of them exposed through the huge armholes. She tiptoed past me and went outside. Jorge followed, his eyes upon me and making my heart thump even harder. 
 
    I hobbled to the door and saw them in a small wash shed near the toilet. There was a washing tub there and Jorge was kneading clothes in it, wringing them and washing them some more. He lunged for Demi and she squealed as he got hold of her. He had her laughing and wriggling to get away. The singlet gathered up to her waist and I could see her little bush. 
 
    She broke away and he resumed washing. She stood there with the singlet still bunched. He tilted his head to look at her. She looked up at the cabin for a moment then lifted the singlet up above her tits, leaving it bunched there while combing her hair. 
 
    The guy took what he had been washing and spread it over a clothesline. It was a white sheet. Demi just watched him and when he walked back past her he grabbed her from behind and felt her tits. She squirmed back against him. He pulled back her hair and kissed her mouth. 
 
    My heart was stone now but my cock was flexing in my fist. 
 
    The guy rubbed down over my wife’s bottom and seemed to feel into her from behind. She moaned and he dropped to his knees, spread the cheeks of her arse and buried his face into her. 
 
    Demi gripped the wash tub and held on, flaring her hips and grinding back onto the dude’s bearded face. He ate into her until she bucked and cried out, then he stood and grabbed a handful of her hair, bent her head back and kissed her hard again, leaving her standing there wobbling against the tub and stalking off into the forest with a huge bulge in the front of his shorts I could see from twenty meters away. 
 
    I slumped back onto the couch. A few minutes later, Demi came in. The singlet was pulled down but it didn’t quite cover her cunt anyway. That looked red and open. I looked up from it to meet her glazed eyes and silly smile. 
 
    I took a big breath and expelled. “So, you told him we’d do it?” 
 
    Demi nodded. “He wanted an advanced payment.” 
 
    “Right. I saw.” 
 
    “I know.” My wife sat beside me. “Did you like that?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I guess.” 
 
    “You like watching him take me?” 
 
    I gulped. “Yes and no.” 
 
    “Oh yeah?” 
 
    I nodded stiffly. “He’s not allowed to fuck you in the arse. That’s only for me.” 
 
    “Um okay. Oh my god, I can’t imagine!” 
 
    “I know – not with that fucking log he’s packing.” 
 
    “No, he just wants to wait and take me to bed tonight. He said he really misses that.” 
 
    “Oh right.” 
 
    “Hmm, but I’m going to lie down and get back to reading this book I found. You were asleep for ages, Peter, you must have been so tired.” 
 
    “Yeah my ankle wouldn’t stop aching through the night. I didn’t sleep much.” 
 
    “Oh okay, well put it up again. I’m going to lie on the bed in there.” 
 
    “In there? On HIS bed?” 
 
    “Uh huh, he put fresh sheets on it for me.” 
 
    Demi left me and went to the bedroom. I checked around the curtain and saw her lying with her knees bent up reading a book, a good view of her cunt from beneath her legs. I only had to crane my neck to look around the curtain and see directly up the bed from the end. 
 
    I laid my head back and closed my eyes again, my ankle throbbing a bit. I opened my eyes again to heavy footsteps entering the cabin. It was early evening, the cabin dim, the sound of Demi sleeping coming from beyond the curtain. 
 
    The huge mountain dude nodded to me and looked around the curtain. I looked around too and saw my wife with one leg bent up and swayed away from the other, her waxed slit and little bush there for viewing. 
 
    “I’ve got everything I need for the morning, man. I’ll get you guys across and into town.” 
 
    “Everything, like what?” 
 
    “A hell of a lot of rope and a raft to float on. I had some empty drums. I’ve been down at the river putting something together.” 
 
    “A raft? In that river.” 
 
    “Yeah I know, that’s what all the rope’s for.” He took another deliberate look over my sleeping wife. “Don’t worry, I’ll make good my side of the deal.” 
 
    I nodded and took a breath. “I don’t know if I want to be around for our side of the deal, man.” 
 
    “Sure. Fair enough.” He looked around the curtain again. “You might want to go for a walk or something then, eh? That’s looking pretty fucking inviting right now.” 
 
    “Yeah alright.” I had a last look at my sleeping wife and hobbled from the cabin to sit on the steps. 
 
    I listened intently but heard nothing for a while. Then, “Ahhh!” my wife screamed. “Ahh… Ahhh… Oh my god that’s so huge!” 
 
    I gripped my head in my hands and tried not to listen, but I couldn’t help myself. I got up and went to the door. There wasn’t much light but I could see Demi’s spread legs and the huge mountain dude thrusting between them. Her squeals had subsided. She was just moaning now and the guy was thumping and grinding into her. 
 
    He kept humping and pounded her through what sounded like a long orgasm with multiple peaks. He fucked her into utter submission then jammed himself balls deep and roared as he pumped his cum into her. 
 
    I slunk back to the steps and sat there listening to the muffled sound of their chat and Demi’s laughs. I went for a walk down to the tree line and sat on a stump gazing up at the night sky for a while. I returned to the steps when Demi brought out a plate of food and coffee for me. 
 
    She wanted to go back inside. I motioned for her to go. A while later I crept back in and went to sleep on the couch. 
 
    “Ahhh..hhh..” my wife cried out through the night sometime. I woke to the sound of that and the bed beyond the curtain squeaking. 
 
    The curtain was closed but there was light in there. I snuck to the edge of the curtain and peeped in. Demi’s breath was being thumped from her, little moans and squeals too. The huge mountain dude was completely covering her. She was tiny beneath him, her little fingers digging into the ridges of muscle down his back. His arse was pulling back then rolling forward and clenching. It looked like he was pulling a long way back and the plunge of his cock was going a long way into my wife. 
 
    It was as if she’d given up and he was just using her now. Her moans were definitely being forced from her. Her legs were bent up and open, bouncing with each of his thrusts. 
 
    “Oh fuck that’s tight, baby. You ready for another serve!” 
 
    “Uh huh I’m ready,” Demi answered while holding my gaze. 
 
    “You want it nice and deep again, love?” 
 
    “Uh huh really deep please.. I want you so deep inside of me when you cum.” Demi hugged the guy’s head and hooked her feet around his surging thighs. “Fill me up again, Jorge. I love the feel of you creaming me.” 
 
    “Oh fuck yeah!” the guy groaned and powered into her, pulling back the slamming into her again and holding firm. “Ooh there it is, darling. There’s another load of baby batter for ya.” 
 
    “Ahh..hhh that’s so amazing . That’s so deep,” Demi cried, still glaring at me. “Mmm is that better now? Are those huge balls empty yet?” she asked sweetly. 
 
    “Yeah drained real good now, haha.” He claimed Demi’s face and kissed her lips. “Let’s just hope you’re alright yeah!” 
 
    “Uh huh, I should be, I think.” 
 
    They kissed again and I backed quietly away and lay back on the couch. The light went out. I never slept again that night and got up at dawn and went back outside. 
 
    Demi brought more coffee and food to me on the veranda. As soon as we’d all eaten, we climbed down to the river where Jorge indeed had a raft waiting for us. 
 
    He tied a rope around his waist and dived into the river. The current was dragging him but he powered against it and made it to the other bank not too far down stream. He slumped on the bank and lay there for ages, recovering. I knew there was no way I would have been able to make that swim. Not a chance in hell. 
 
    The guy walked back to be directly parallel with us, dragging the rope in the water. I untied our end from a tree and tied it to the raft, as he’d instructed. He braced himself, digging his feet into the earth, and he pulled us hand over hand across the river on the raft. 
 
    The next hour was absolute torture, sitting in the front seat of his old pick up with Demi in the middle, wearing the blue tee-shirt again and her pretty mesh shirt over that, but with her legs parted around the gear stick and this big mountain man’s hand working between them, regularly tilting his head to look up her makeshift dress at her cunt. 
 
    I walked inside without thanking him when he dropped us at our house. 
 
    Demi stayed talking with him for a while. 
 
    When she came in I dragged her into our bedroom and pushed her face into a pillow, ripped down my shorts and fucked her in the arse. She screamed at first but ended up just smiling back at me as I pounded her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Mountain Man Part 3 
 
    Peter 
 
    I woke in the morning and stared at the ceiling, unable to process what had happened the past 48 hours. It had been a warm night, our bedcover kicked off. My wife was lying on her side with her upper leg bent. She was nude and when I sat up on my side of the bed I noticed her pussy. It looked different from usual. It was kind of pink and puffy. It looked like the mountain dude had stretched her with his huge cock. He had fucked her three times yesterday – made her squeal really loud each time. 
 
    I went and made our coffee, as I always do in the morning. When I returned, Demi was on her back with the sheet pulled across her middle. Her legs were straight but slightly apart. 
 
    Her cunt was definitely stretched, her labia – her soft little petals as if pasted open. The base of her vagina, where this other man’s thick shaft had actually penetrated her, was gaping a little and reddened inside. 
 
    So much for my exclusive marital rights. They’d been taken from me and handed back all used up. 
 
    I put the cups down and carefully crawled from the end of the bed. I lifted my wife’s leg, bending it aside, and I kissed her pussy. I drew in her scent and gently sucked on her soft petals, ignoring the strange taste and licking into her. 
 
    She drew a big breath and rolled her hips, opening her legs wider and grabbing my hair. I spread her cunt with my thumbs and ate into her. I plunged my tongue in as deep as I could. Was it only my imagination, or was she seriously stretched open all the way up inside – I wasn’t sure. Her scent and taste were definitely different. This huge fucking mountain dude must have pumped her so full of cum. 
 
    I growled into her and she moaned and writhed, grinding on my mouth and unshaven face. Her body tensed, her belly clenching and quaking softly as I sucked hard and bit down on her swollen clit. 
 
    I was fully erect by this time. My wife was a rag doll. I crawled up over her and wound her long dark hair around one hand, holding her in place while I fucked her pretty lips. She held my shaft and stared up at me. I built up quickly and snarled down at her, my cock pulsing and my balls emptying into her mouth. 
 
    She swallowed and took another big breath. I kissed her lips then sat back against the bedhead. “I made you coffee.” 
 
    “Oh. Thanks,” she said and sat up too – had a sip of her coffee. “So, I see you woke up okay with everything?” 
 
    “Um no, not exactly. I still think I’m gonna need therapy.” 
 
    “Haha, me too probably. What a crazy few days.” 
 
    Demi was checking messages on her phone. “Uh oh.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Um.” She grimaced. “I’d kind of forgotten – I didn’t really think he would.” 
 
    “Would what? Who?” 
 
    “Harvey wants me to go to a seminar down in Sydney this week.” 
 
    “Oh yeah – so?” 
 
    This was nothing unusual, Demi often went to seminars and the like. More often than not interstate. 
 
    She grimaced some more. “Evan’s going too. Sort of with me.” 
 
    I felt my face heat. “Right. Was that him texting you? He’s got your number?” 
 
    “Well yes, we’re work colleagues, so we’ve exchanged numbers.” 
 
    “Okay.. and?” 
 
    “Yes that was him – boasting, I suppose. He told me on the boat the other night he was going to get Harvey to send us both.” 
 
    I swallowed, nodding stiffly. I didn’t like the sound of this. “Same hotel?” I asked knowingly. Of course they’d stay at the same hotel. 
 
    Demi just held my gaze without answering. 
 
    I looked down at her tits then back up. 
 
    Her blush rose. She glanced down at them too, then lifted the sheet to cover them, frowning at me questioningly. 
 
    “So there’d usually be a business dinner – after dinner drinks?” 
 
    Demi swallowed. “Yes – usually.” 
 
    “And he organized to go with you? For it to be the two of you together?” 
 
    My wife’s blush intensified. “There’s no way I’m going though, Peter.”   
 
    “When is it?” I asked, my mind ticking over with the thought of another cock in my wife’s already used cunt. 
 
    “Today. The seminar is tonight,” she answered, her mind possibly ticking over too judging by the questioning look in her eyes. 
 
    I sort of nodded, feeling my face heat a little. “Would you want to go, baby?” 
 
    Demi blushed too. “He has obviously set this up though, Peter. You don’t know the guy.” 
 
    “I can see what’s going on. It isn’t half obvious,” I said, pulling my wife’s head to my chest and stroking her hair. I kissed her head. “Do you want to go, baby?” 
 
     She said nothing more. 
 
    I kissed her head again. “I wouldn’t mind if you went.” 
 
    Her nails dug in where her had was resting upon my side. 
 
    “Maybe wear something especially – like if you go to dinner with the guy.” 
 
    Her nails dug in again as she nipped my chest. 
 
    “Maybe go braless.. panty-less.” 
 
    “Peter!” 
 
    * 
 
    I was on holidays from work for the week, so spent the morning in the garden and mowing the lawn. Demi was busy catching up with girlfriends on the phone and chatting online. I wondered how much she was telling them of what had happened. She has a couple of very close friends she was probably confiding in. 
 
    After lunch Demi drove me to our 4WD still parked up in the mountains. I followed her back but lost her along the way and arrived home as she was packing for her seminar trip. She was being picked up by her colleague Evan. She had showered and was dressed only in underwear as she did her makeup. She had on pretty white lace panties and bra. The bra was a half-cup with her tits bulging nicely out the top, her nipples visible through the lace. 
 
    She stepped into a little knitted dress and pulled it up. It was quite short and the neckline plunged. She watched me in the mirror as she tugged it straight. “Is this okay?” 
 
    I nodded, swallowing hard. “You look great in that, baby.” 
 
    My wife did a teasing little smirk. “Do you think Evan will like it?” 
 
    I nodded. I wasn’t feeling the fun exactly. 
 
    Demi lifted her tits, first one then the other, adjusting them in her bra. She posed with her chest forward, watching me in the mirror again. She then turned and checked her bottom in the mirror, tugging her dress at her waist. “This always rides up a bit.” 
 
    I gulped and took a breath. “Is that what you’ll be wearing to dinner?” 
 
    “Uh huh, this will be fine for the seminar as well. It’s kind of in between business and social anyway.” Demi knelt with one knee on the edge of the bed where I was sitting. She stroked my hair. “Should I take off my bra after the seminar, if it’s just me and Evan?” 
 
    My heart was thumping. I swallowed hard and nodded stiffly. “Text me the word ‘bra’ when you take it off. Nothing else – just the word.” 
 
    “Haha, really?” 
 
    “Yeah, just like that. Don’t tell me what else is happening or anything. Let me fucking die just imagining!” 
 
    “Oooh now this is getting fun,” my wife cooed. 
 
    “Aw shit, baby, this is fucking nuts isn’t it!” 
 
    “No it’s exciting, Peter. And this guy deserves it too!” 
 
    “Deserves it? Deserves what – to get a look at you?” 
 
    “No! Well, yes, but only a look! And that’s it – nothing more!” 
 
    “Oh right.” I gulped again. “So, nothing more huh? You don’t want to..?” 
 
    “No I don’t,” Demi answered resolutely. “I want to tease him and leave him frustrated. That’s what I want to do.” She went back to her mirror and fluffed her hair then looked at my reflection again. “And now I want to tease you, bad husband!” 
 
    “Because of the way he treated you when you were younger?” 
 
    “Yes. That, and because I just realized something about him this weekend.” 
 
    “Oh yeah?” 
 
    “Yes, after our experience with that wild mountain man, I realized how much of a poser Evan is. How fake his big tough man act is.” 
 
    “Fake huh? I could have told you that, baby. I think I did once or twice.” 
 
    “Hmm, well now I get it. I’ve got a wonderful man who actually cares about me, and I’ve just been screwed senseless by a hulking big Neanderthal who just takes what he wants and isn’t into posing at all. I’m all good for love and sex thank you very much.” 
 
    I took that in. I wasn’t convinced. “And what if this Evan guy insists, baby, you know what you’re like?” 
 
    Demi blushed a little in the mirror. 
 
    “What if he starts grabbing you, trying to kiss you and that?” 
 
    “I’ll resist him,” my wife said, a little too softly and without any authority at all. 
 
    A car pulled up in the driveway. I leant back and looked through the edge of the curtain. It was a little black convertible. 
 
    My wife grabbed her overnight bag and gave me a quick hug. I let her go without saying anything more. 
 
    I watched through the curtain as she was welcomed with a huge smile and had her door opened for her – the guy’s eyes all over her as she sat in his car – I could well imagine the view he probably had up the skirt of her little dress right then. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Evan 
 
    Ooh yeah that’s nice. 
 
    I got a flash of the bitch’s little white panties cutting into her cunt. 
 
    This is going to be easy. 
 
    She was smiley and chatty as we drove. I was telling her whatever she wanted to hear and enjoying the view between her thighs – the little alcove under the hem of her stretched-tight dress. The dress was grey with a frilly hemline. I tilted forward for another look up it and she kept her gaze averted for me. I took a tour up her flat belly to her tits. There was a good view down between them as well, her dress cut low enough for me to see the little satin bow in the centre of her bra. 
 
    I looked at her face but she still had her head turned away from me. I looked her over again and noticed her face redden. 
 
    “Enjoying yourself there?” she challenged me, turning with a glare. 
 
    I smiled bigger. “Fuck yeah, baby. That’s a good dress.” 
 
    “Hmm, well you can put your eyes back in their sockets and watch the road if you like.” 
 
    “I’ll try.” 
 
    She rolled her eyes away, shaking her head but grinning a bit. 
 
    There was a bit of serious work stuff to get through so I got with that and asked a few questions to clear up what I needed to know. I’d never been to one of these seminars before and wasn’t sure what to expect. 
 
    We got a shuttle from parking and just caught our flight. It was an hour and we were served a snack, still just chatting about work for the most part. Our hotel was at the airport, the seminar in a conference room right there. We only had half an hour to get there after checking in. 
 
    I dumped my bag and quickly fixed my hair and freshened up with some deodorant and a dab of cologne. I went next door and knocked. Demi answered her door and invited me in. She was fixing makeup and hair. I rested back on her bed watching her. I wasn’t going to move on her until after the work stuff was done, but I liked the way she blushed at me on her bed. 
 
    Just edge her along a bit – let her know what’s coming. 
 
    I’d been watching Demi around work ever since I started a couple of weeks ago. She started out avoiding me. That was obvious. I’m not sure what happened at the party the other night, but things certainly changed. 
 
    She went to her bag and unzipped it. She bent to rummage for something and the hem of her dress lifted in back and I got another flash of her pretty white panties cutting into her cunt. I still had my head tilted when she stood and looked back at me. Our eyes connected. I grinned. She blushed. 
 
    Yeah she fucking knows she’s getting it alright. 
 
    “Are we ready?” she said and led the way. 
 
    I got the door and touched her back on her way past. She glanced back at me – her red lips parted, her eyes full of something I couldn’t quite figure out. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Peter 
 
    I knew Demi’s program for the evening. It was after six, so she would be in the seminar. I heated a dinner from the freezer and tried to watch the news. My mind kept wandering. The dude looked good – had an awesome car. 
 
    No, I trust my wife. She said he wouldn’t be getting anywhere with her. 
 
    The problem was that I didn’t know whether I wanted him to get somewhere with her or not. The idea of my wife being fucked again made my cock hard. It was hard right then, just reasoning this with the news having faded into the background and my pasta getting cold as I stirred and stabbed at it. 
 
    I’d been thinking about it all day and had kind of worked it out. This dude was an alpha. He felt superior and would be taking my wife if he had a chance. He would have no qualms about taking her from me. He would see me as the beta male, or probably not even consider me at all. 
 
    I didn’t like that but it seemed kind of natural somehow. It was like natural order or something. Like the confidence and sheer physical strength of the mountain man. He didn’t ask the first time he fucked Demi either, and that was right in front of me. 
 
    I slumped back in my chair and squeezed my cock through my pants. There was no way Demi was going to resist this pretty boy either. If he grabbed her she’d give in. She’d give it up and he’d be free to fuck her brains out if he wanted to. 
 
    Yes, my wife was definitely going to be getting more dick tonight, and it wasn’t going to be mine. She said this dude was hung too. I couldn’t imagine he’d be as big as the mountain dude, but he was probably going to stretch her again – probably going to fill her up better than I can. 
 
    I forced down some food and was surfing porn online when my phone buzzed with a text from my wife. 
 
    Demi: bra 
 
    Oh fuck, it’s really happening! 
 
    I got up and paced the room with my hands on my head. The mental images were harsh. Demi’s tits would be wobbling about like crazy in that knitted dress. This dude’s eyes would be all over them. His hands would be all over them if he got half a chance with her alone somewhere. 
 
    I figured they would be having dinner. It was after eight, so the seminar would have concluded. There might be drinks, but they would probably eat first, and the question was whether they did that alone or with other colleagues. 
 
    The fact Demi had taken off her bra suggested she would be alone with this Evan dude. And he’d notice she took it off, obviously. He’d probably take that as an invitation. 
 
    My mind took me back to the feel of her this morning. It was incredible how open her vagina was, obviously stretched out by the huge cock of the mountain man. Would she be coming home all stretched out and used again tomorrow – that strange taste to her juices – her pussy full of this rich fucker’s sperm this time. 
 
    Was my wife going to get another couple of loads of cum pumped into her tonight? 
 
    I don’t get why I want this! But fuck I hope she does. I hope this other dude gets onto her. I hope he’s looking at her braless tits right now and working her. 
 
    I zoned out watching mindless porn for another hour or more before my phone buzzed with another text. I opened it. My heart stopped and jammed up into my throat. 
 
    Demi: panties 
 
    Fuck me!    
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Demi 
 
    I slipped my underwear into my handbag and checked my lipstick, touching it up in the restroom mirror. The bar was quiet. Our seminar colleagues had eaten in the restaurant and carried on there. Evan had taken me to one of the hotel bars where there were only a few other patrons drinking over their business discussions or whatever. The place was classy – the men all in suits, a couple of other ladies in smart business attire as well. 
 
    I took a breath and headed back out the door. Evan was watching for me. We were in a corner lounge setting. He had moved from one of the chairs to the lounge while I was in the restroom. It looked like he was about to make a move on me. I was ready but not feeling quite as confident as I would have liked. 
 
    The guy looked and smelled so good. My pussy had been tingling for ages and was squelching wetly as I walked towards him, holding his eyes and smile. 
 
    I had been sitting on one of the chairs as well. I didn’t know whether to return to that seat or sit beside him. I understood how obvious I would be if I sat on the lounge with him. 
 
    I was running out of time to decide. I approached and bent to pick up my wine glass from the low-set table. His eyes went to my cleavage, where they had been all evening. The single lounge chair was to my right, the vacant seat on the lounge beside the guy to my left. 
 
    I turned and took a gulp of wine, held my breath, and sat on the lounge, resting back against the guy’s chest – his huge arm across the back of the lounge inviting me to do so. 
 
    He was right there at my ear with his hot breath and deep throaty voice. “Hey, that’s better.” 
 
    I wanted to say something – remind him that I’m married. “Hmm..” I Just hummed and felt myself blush as he looked from my shoulder down my body. 
 
    “So?” he asked. 
 
    “So what?” 
 
    “Well, did you? I can’t tell.” 
 
    I took a big breath and expelled. “Yes I did.” 
 
    He was referring to the fact that I’d lost a bet and agreed to remove my panties as penalty. We had been watching a man hitting on what looked like his employee. I wagered that she would be the first to leave the group. She wasn’t. The three other people left and she was now sitting on a lounge like I was, being stroked and whispered to, like I was about to be. 
 
    “But how am I supposed to know if you’re telling the truth. Can’t see any panty lines but I couldn’t before either.” 
 
    Evan stroked down my side and touched my hip, feeling me through my dress. I was about to take my panties from my bag as proof but he didn’t wait for that. 
 
    He continued touching me, feeling and sort of playing with my hip. I could feel his cock with my elbow and put pressure back against it. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s it, baby, you know you want this,” he groaned into my ear and he squeezed my groin and upper thigh, his big hand strong and making my pussy tingle wildly. 
 
    “Mmm but I don’t want it,” I whispered back to him. “I’m happily married.” 
 
    “Yeah sure, but this isn’t about that. This is just a bit of fun. Your old man will never know.” 
 
    I gripped his powerful leg and braced as he squeezed and kneaded my groin and inner thigh. He was massaging my shoulder with his other hand now. My nipples were poking at my dress. They were hard and incredibly sensitive with the coarse knitted fabric scraping one of them. 
 
    Evan stopped rubbing me down below and leant forward to sip his scotch. He tilted his head right down and had a look up my dress. I had my knees pressed together but my thighs are slender and there’s a gap. “Nice,” Evan said, glancing to meet my eyes and blush, then he tilted his head for another look between my legs. “Looks in need of attention, sweetheart.” He angled for another look. “Are you wet already?” 
 
    I felt my blush deepen. 
 
    He smirked. “I’ll take that as a yes.” 
 
    “You’re such an arsehole, Evan!” 
 
    “Haha, true.” He had another sip of his drink while kneading the back of my neck with his other hand. “Come on, let’s go.” 
 
    “Go where?” 
 
    “You know where, princess. Come on!” 
 
    He stood and pulled me up. I didn’t exactly resist. His smirk broadened into a smile. I was teetering on the edge of control, but I did have a plan. 
 
    “Alright, I’ll come up with you but I’m not sure about this, okay?” 
 
    He pulled me to him. My heart fluttered, my legs weakened. 
 
    “That’s alright, darlin’, I’m sure enough for the both of us.” 
 
    He ended that statement by planting his luscious mouth onto mine. His arm around me was like iron. He mashed hard and worked my lips open, probing just a little with his tongue and touching mine. Control slipped from my grasp but I clutched at it and tried to push away. 
 
    “No, not here, not like this,” I complained. 
 
    “Haha, my sentiments exactly.” He kept a firm hold of my hand and whisked me away to the elevators. He pinned me to the wall once inside. My mind spun out of control and I submitted to his lips and tongue again – his big hand massaging me through the top of my dress, my nipple hard against the palm of his hand. 
 
    It was only three levels up. He pulled me along the hall and into his room. My senses came back a bit before he pushed me onto his bed. He was on top of me. I pushed away from his kiss and forced his head down, thrusting my tits up and forward. 
 
    The guy obliged and pulled my dress from one shoulder, latching on and sucking hard, lashing my nipple with his tongue. 
 
    He went for my legs with his other hand. I kept them pressed together but he forced them open. I submitted to him, allowing that. He rubbed into me down there. My mind went spinning off into whirls of pleasure again but I kept a fistful of hair and pushed the guy’s head down my body. 
 
    Evan again obliged. He hiked my dress up over my belly and tits. He sniffed my pussy, humming to himself and nuzzling with his nose. I had my legs spread desperately and still clutched a handful of dark curls. 
 
    I arched up off the bed and ground my opening onto his face. He kept feeling and tweaking a nipple while he ate into me. He was pushing at his pants with his other hand. I ground and squirmed against his open mouth and big tongue until my orgasm hit and convulsed through my belly. 
 
    He kept sucking hard on my opening, my nipple being squeezed between his fingers, his erect cock in his fist as he got up on his knees between my legs. 
 
    My mind came back from whirling around the room and I wriggled and squirmed, turning onto my side. The guy was instantly on my back and probing me from behind. “Mnnyaa, Evan I ca… ahh.hhh,” I cried as he entered me. 
 
    “Oh fuck yeah,” he growled and held me tight, pulling back and surging deep into me again. 
 
    I pushed back against his hip but he thrust and sent my mind whirling around the room again. “Evan, no!” I cried, glaring back at him and pushing against his hip more firmly. 
 
    He was fully up me and stopped moving at least. “Come on, baby, you want this.” 
 
    “No, I just can’t. Please!” 
 
    “Aw shit, seriously?” he relaxed the hold he had around my waist, but flexed his pelvis and surged up me fully again. 
 
    I removed his arm from around me and shifted forward. He caught my hip and sort of moved with me, remaining coupled with me as I half stood then fell back onto his lap. 
 
    My god he was so deep inside me right then and I nearly lost my resolve. 
 
    “I just can’t, Evan. I’m a happily married woman.” 
 
    I stood, pushing myself up with my hand against his shoulder – extracting the length of his beautiful cock from inside of me. I quickly pulled down my dress, grabbing my bag and backing towards the door. 
 
    “Aw, baby, what the fuck, come on!” he growled at me. 
 
    He was holding his cock aside now, anguish lining his face as he got up and reached out a hand to me. 
 
    “Come on, what’s the fucking problem!” 
 
    “I’m sorry, I can’t.. I just can’t do this.” 
 
    “Aw shit!” He looked pleadingly down at himself then back at me edging out the door. “You can’t be fucking serious, baby.” 
 
    There were people coming along the hall. I opened the door fully and he grabbed a pillow and covered himself. They passed by looking in. 
 
    “What the fuck, Demi?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Evan, I’m married and I just can’t do this to my loyal husband,” I said, grimacing and closing the door behind me. And I hurried to my room and locked the door, slumping back against it giggling excitedly to myself. 
 
    Serves you right, arsehole! Good luck with that big angry boner. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Peter 
 
    I was at the airport at nine in the morning to meet Demi’s flight. She had taken off from the hotel before breakfast and got an early departure. She threw herself into my arms and kissed me excitedly. “Let’s go home and fuck, Peter!” 
 
    I took her to the car. She was absolutely beaming. I gave her a few minutes to say something before taking the initiative. 
 
    “So? What happened?” 
 
    “Um..” 
 
    I raised my brows. “Panties?” 
 
    “Oh that. Yeah, I lost a bet and had to take them off for him.” 
 
    I gulped. “For him?” 
 
    “Uh huh, I showed him everything, Peter. Then he fingered me and went down on me.” 
 
    “Oh fuck.” 
 
    “Uh huh, but not that. I didn’t let him fuck me.” 
 
    “You didn’t?” 
 
    My wife shook her head. “So now you have to, to make up for it.” 
 
    “Oh I do, do I?” 
 
    “Yep. Hurry up. Take the expressway.” 
 
    Once home, Demi disappeared and I found her on our bed, naked and on her hands and knees. She was just peering back at me as I stood in the doorway undoing my pants. 
 
    “I’m so wet just thinking about him, Peter. I don’t know how many times I came on my fingers through the night.” 
 
    I mounted and entered my slutty wife. She was completely slick and came on my cock within a minute or so, her fingers vibrating against her clit the whole time I was humping her. 
 
    I pulled out and repositioned – opening her arse and sinking in a little way until she got used to that. 
 
    “Uh huh, I’m okay now,” she uttered submissively. 
 
    I wound her hair around my hand, held it and fucked her, emptying my balls deep in her arse – my new favourite trick this past week. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Demi 
 
    Evan just glared at me the next morning at work. We only passed by each other the one time and he just shook his head and glared. I had considered letting him know I was one of the girls he used and jilted back in college, but decided against it. He was a player and I was naïve. I was happy to have gotten a little bit back on him. It was enough. 
 
    I didn’t see him much at all throughout the rest of the week. It was fun to come home to a cooked meal from my husband each night, while he was on holidays and house-husband duties. 
 
    Peter and I continued fucking every night and teasing each other about what we had done. It was a whole new level of excitement and wonderful for our marriage, we both agreed. 
 
    That next weekend brought me a bit of concern though. I was due for my period and there was no sign of it. 
 
    I didn’t say anything to Peter. 
 
    I waited another day.. another. 
 
    On the Wednesday afternoon I stopped in at the pharmacy and bought a pregnancy test kit. Peter was back at work and not home yet. I took my kit into the bathroom and ended up with my heart pounding as I waited for the line to show on the stick. 
 
    It did. It seemed I was indeed pregnant. 
 
    A flood of emotions hit me and buckled my legs. 
 
    I’m pregnant. I’m going to have a baby. 
 
    Is it my husband’s baby? 
 
    I sat there on the toilet seat trying to think this through. I was on the pill, had been for ages. Except my pill packet had been washed away down the river with our gear and canoes that other weekend. 
 
    I had missed taking it for two days. 
 
    Jorge, the mountain man, had cum inside me during that time, while Peter had not. During that time and for the rest of the week my husband had taken me anally and orally. He ejaculated in my vagina on Saturday night just gone, only three nights ago, for the first time in ages. 
 
    This isn’t Peter’s baby! Oh my god! 
 
    I thought of Jorge. I remembered him. I wandered to the bedroom and lay back on the bed, my mind flashing back to the guy. 
 
    I bent up my legs and parted my knees. I rubbed my cunt, juicing up quickly and pulling the crotch of my panties aside to get at myself better. 
 
    Oh my god, I’m pregnant to that huge mountain man! 
 
    I rubbed and vibrated my fingers against my clit until my naughty pregnant belly clenched in orgasm. 
 
    I rolled over with my hand wedged between my legs, absolutely tingling all over and all through my body. 
 
    I had never felt so vivid and alive than I did at that moment. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Peter 
 
    The house was quiet when I arrived home from work. I was a bit later than usual. It was after seven and almost dark. The first thing I noticed was there was a lace table cloth on the table and place settings for dinner. There were candles flickering. 
 
    It was quiet but not silent. It’s just that there was soft music playing instead of the television being on. 
 
    I stopped in the dining room trying to think if I’d missed any kind of special date for an occasion. It wasn’t a birthday or an anniversary or anything. 
 
    I could see Demi’s shadow in the kitchen. The cooking smelled good. 
 
    I went in and cuddled up behind her at the stove. She had on a pretty stretch-cotton frock. Her hand closed over the back of one of mine and guided me to feel a tit. I stroked down over her hip with my other hand and found she was completely nude beneath the dress. Her free hand left the back of the one feeling her tit and guided my other one down and between her legs. 
 
    I felt into her through the soft fabric of her dress. She was hot and wet. She tugged her dress up from beneath my hand and out of the way. I sunk fingers into her. 
 
    She had put down her wooden spoon and turned off the stove element. She shifted aside a little and gripped the kitchen counter, lifting her bottom and flaring her hips. “Take me, Peter. Just take me right here before dinner.” 
 
    I obliged. I unzipped and entered my wife’s slick cunt, humped her as she braced and kept herself presented for me. I quickly reached my climax and held her hips while pumping my load into her. 
 
    She kissed me back over her shoulder. I pulled out and fixed my trousers, her dress dropping back into place as she resumed stirring sauce. 
 
    “Are you alright, baby? You didn’t even seem to..?” 
 
    “Mmm, I’m fine, Peter. Never better.” 
 
    “But you didn’t seem to cum or anything.” 
 
    “I know. I just wanted you to. I wanted to feel you inside me after I’ve been masturbating like crazy this past couple of hours.” 
 
    “Oh right. Haha. You’ve been playing with yourself huh?” 
 
    “Oh yeah,” my wife said back over her shoulder. “I’ve never felt as horny as I do right now, Peter. I’ve got big news though. We need to talk.” 
 
    “Talk, about..?” 
 
    Demi took plates from the oven and placed them on the table. She poured the sauce and went back to the sink with that pot, leaving me to take my seat and pour wine. There was only the one glass. She had water already poured for herself. 
 
    “You’re not having wine, love?” 
 
    She sat and started eating. “No thanks, not in my condition.” 
 
    A surge of tingles welled up inside me. “Your condition?” 
 
    She nodded, twirling and taking another fork full of pasta. Her eyes rolled away. 
 
    “Your condition?” I repeated, tilting to look closely at her face. “Do you mean..?” 
 
    “Uh huh.” She was blushing now. “I was late, so I took a test today.” 
 
    I reached for her hand and squeezed it. She continued eating. 
 
    “This is wonderful, baby. You don’t seem too excited.” 
 
    “Oh I am! I’m very excited, Peter.” 
 
    She put down her fork and took a big breath. She turned to face me across the edge of the table. I claimed her other hand as well. 
 
    “So as you know, I’ve been on the pill?” 
 
    I nodded. “Yeah.” I shrugged. “It’s not a hundred percent.” 
 
    Demi took another breath and expelled. She nodded too. “Especially if you fail to take it for a couple of days.” 
 
    “Yeah..?” My mind was ticking over now, another feeling welling up. 
 
    “Like those two days we were stuck on the river and had lost our things,” Demi went on a little tentatively. “You remember those two days, right? You remember what happened!” 
 
    The feeling, which was of absolute dread, swamped me. 
 
    “Yes, exactly,” my wife went on, grimacing now. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” I groaned. 
 
    “Yes, I know, Peter.” 
 
    “Jeez, baby, are you sure?” 
 
    “Pretty much. The test is reliable, and as far as I can figure out, it must be by him. We didn’t.. I mean, like, you didn’t.. like, not during that week!” 
 
    “Oh shit!” I pushed back from the table, stood and turned away, clutching my head in my hands. I was reeling from this but logic was still there. This wasn’t Demi’s fault. I couldn’t blame her or attack her in any way right now. “Damn it, baby, I’m so sorry!” 
 
    Her face was full-blown red, her eyes watery. “Sorry? You don’t have to be sorry, Peter.” 
 
    “No, well, I didn’t protect you, did I? I shouldn’t have let that happen with that mountain dude.” 
 
    My wife was at my side, pulling me to her, clutching at me. 
 
    “Baby, this is nuts. He’s gotten you pregnant. Just like that… you must have been.. like, you know..?” 
 
    “Ovulating. I must have been ovulating,” Demi finished for me. “We’re just unlucky with that timing is all, Peter. I didn’t even think about it when it was.. um, like when he was um.. fucking me.” 
 
    I felt my face flush hot as I held my wife’s eyes. I gulped, drawing a breath and nodding. The way she was pressed against me in her thin stretch-cotton dress had my dick flexing back to life all of a sudden – strangely. 
 
    Demi moved back a bit and looked down at where that was happening. She looked back up, frowning in question. 
 
    I shrugged. “I don’t know, it’s just..!” 
 
    “Yeah – it’s just sexy, that’s what it is, Peter. I want you to fuck me again already and you’ve only just done it.” 
 
    I pulled my wife into my arms and cuddled her. “I don’t know what to think, baby.” 
 
    “Well, what is there to think? What’s done is done. There’s no turning back, is there!” 
 
    “No, of course there isn’t,” I agreed quickly. Termination was definitely not an option. 
 
    I was also feeling kind of safe somehow. I couldn’t imagine Demi ever leaving me to go live in the forest with this dude. 
 
    I just had to get my head around the fact that he’d knocked her up – that my wife was pregnant to another man. 
 
    Would we even need to tell the guy? 
 
    “Come on and have your dinner before it spoils,” Demi said to me, and we resumed and finished our meals without saying much more. 
 
    That night Demi backed up on me under the bed covers and I fucked her in the arse while she kept hold of the back of my neck and gyrated on my cock. 
 
    She was uncontrollable over the next week. She was all over me every night and every chance we got. 
 
    I had sorted my feelings on her being pregnant to this huge mountain man. We had decided we would actually be telling him, but we weren’t going to be changing our lives over this. We would be having the child in our home and raising it. If he wanted any part in the child’s life, he would have to step up and come in from the wilderness to do it. 
 
    I had come to terms with Demi having been seeded by another men. It was a loss to me. It was something I missed out on. Her egg had been fertilized by sperm from this other man’s balls. He had cut me out – taken my woman in the most intimate way possible. 
 
    I still remembered the way he returned her to me – the way her cunt had been stretched and worn – the way it tasted like his cum probably tastes. I still boned up every time I closed my eyes and remembered the feel of licking her vaginal walls, slick and gaping from where his cock had been the day before. 
 
    I was hard right then thinking about that. I kissed my wife’s head, resting upon my chest in bed one morning. “Hey, baby, you awake?” 
 
    “Yeah sure. Do you want coffee?” 
 
    “Yeah, in a minute. I was just thinking something.” 
 
    She squeezed my cock. “I figured you were.” 
 
    “No, it’s not that.” I chuckled too. “I seriously need a break today.” 
 
    “Aww, all day?” 
 
    “Haha, yeah, all day. But..!” 
 
    She peered up. “But what?” 
 
    I stroked her forehead, thinking about this a bit more. My cock was numb but flexing none the less – my heart pounding at what I was about to suggest. 
 
    “What, Peter? You’re worrying me now.” 
 
    “No, it’s nothing bad,” I assured, and I gulped and dove in. “I was wondering if you might like to take a trip this weekend.” 
 
    “Oh yeah, where to?” 
 
    I grimaced. “Maybe to the river. Maybe just to drive to where Jorge took us across and go visit him.” I felt my face redden. “Maybe stay the night if he and you want to um..?” 
 
    I broke off there, unable to get that last bit out. 
 
    “Okay,” my wife answered immediately.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Jorge 
 
    It was another perfect day, sunny but a bit on the cool side. The record flood had subsided and the river was back to its crystal clear best. I was rebuilding my jetty and boat shed. They had been washed away completely. I’d sprung for a new boat with a decent motor this time. I had carted everything from town and across the river. 
 
    I worked all day, waving a hello to quite a lot of canoers passing. I usually keep to myself but have been feeling a bit more sociable these past few weeks, since my visitors I reasoned. 
 
    I often found myself remembering and thinking about the beautiful young Demi and her tight pussy. I had no feeling for the woman as such. It was purely physical. I didn’t even know her, other than the fact she was married, and I genuinely hoped I hadn’t fucked that up for her and her husband. He seemed like a nice enough fellow too. 
 
    I had respect for these genuine family men. I had sisters who never seemed to be taken care of by the men they chose, always going for the physical attraction I supposed. 
 
    I didn’t regret fucking that young wife, but I seriously hoped the husband actually did get a kick out of it, the way he seemed to. 
 
    I was sitting on my veranda late afternoon, mulling over all that again, when the very same young husband and wife appeared walking up my trail from the jetty. 
 
    “Hello there!” the husband called out, waving. “We were just passing, thought we’d call in.” 
 
    “Haha, welcome!” I called back. “Damn good to see you both!” 
 
    The wife was smiling her head off. As they approached I noticed her tits were unfettered beneath the white mesh shirt she was wearing when I rescued them. Her nipples were tight and poking at it. 
 
    “Hello again,” she greeted me sweetly. 
 
    “Hello, love,” I returned and gave her a hug, shaking her husband’s hand at the same time. 
 
    I kept the wife in one arm. She had claimed my wrist and held my hand upon her side as we walked up my steps. The husband had a shopping bag. 
 
    “We brought fresh baked bread and some nice steaks,” the wife said. 
 
    “Perfect. Let’s get the barbeque going, eh!” 
 
    They were quite chatty. We men had beers and cooked the meat. Young Demi made up a salad from my fresh produce. We ate and laughed into the evening and night. Nothing had been asked or offered about them staying, but it seemed they were. 
 
    Peter gave me a strange look. It was getting quite late. He stood and stretched. “I’ll just go for a little stroll then,” he said. 
 
    I nodded and looked from him to his young wife. She was sitting there with her arms down straight, wringing her hands in front and smiling after her husband. When the guy had vanished down the trail, she stood and approached me sitting in my old outdoor lounge chair. 
 
    “Hi,” she said sweetly, and she touched my fingers. 
 
    I collected hers and squeezed them. “Hi yourself,” I returned, looking up and down her body. 
 
    “Is it okay if we stay the night?” she asked. “Would you like us to?” 
 
    “I’d like you to,” I said, and looked in the direction her husband had gone then back at her. 
 
    “Don’t worry about Peter,” she uttered and bit down on her lip. 
 
    My cock lengthened down my leg and flexed. “Yeah?” 
 
    She nodded. “Do you want to again?” 
 
    I slipped a finger around a button on her shirt and popped it open. I moved the shirt off a shoulder and bared a tit. I softly felt that nipple. “I’m going to be worked up. Been thinking about you a lot.” 
 
    “Uh huh, I don’t mind if you’re worked up.” 
 
    “You have to sleep with me, not with Peter. I’m gonna need you through the night as well.” I felt into the crotch of the cute little shorts she was wearing. “Will he be okay with that?” 
 
    “Yes, I already told him I want to sleep with you if we do this.” 
 
    “Alright, go get into bed. I’ll be in in a minute.” 
 
    “Mmm, okay.” 
 
    “Nothing on and your legs spread while you’re waiting for me. You’re already wet.” 
 
    I was feeling in through the leg if her shorts. She was completely slick. 
 
    I sent her on her way, smacking her bum as she passed me. I had a quick wash and put out the barbeque properly. I went inside and checked around my bedroom partition to see the young wife was indeed lying on her back on my bed. Her legs were spread, hands over her cunt, a pretty smile on her face. 
 
    I brushed my teeth and straightened up my cabin, putting out a pillow and fresh sheets for the husband to make his bed on the couch. 
 
    I took the battery lantern from the kitchen and closed the curtain behind me in the bedroom, placing the lantern on the wall so I could see this beautiful woman while I fucked her. 
 
    She was lying with a corner of the sheet over her crotch and her arms above her head, her fingers in her hair. I tugged the sheet away, exposing her split-open cunt. It looked juicy and pink. I undressed, staring at it and feeling her eyes upon my face. 
 
    I lifted my cock and squeezed against the flex. I was too big to ever bone upright, the weight of my erection levering it down to be horizontal at best. It flexed hard and remained about there as I knelt on the end of my bed. 
 
    I looked up from the young wife’s display. Her hips lifted, her pelvis rolling a bit, her cunt opening slightly and inviting me to position the head of my cock between the glistening folds. I did that and lowered to one arm, holding myself up so I could see this first insertion. 
 
    “Uhh..hh…” the woman moaned as I sunk my cock head into her, her hips gyrating and her vagina clamping around my shaft and seeming to suck on me. 
 
    I rolled my pelvis and she braced. 
 
    “Ahh..hhh…” she cried, her eyes wide and brow furrowed. 
 
    “That’s good yeah? You like that?” I teased and rolled my pelvis again, sinking deeper into her. 
 
    “Uhh.. ahhh..mmm, that’s so huge,” she protested, though she was still up off the bed bracing and squirming on my shaft. 
 
    It was amazing how tight she was. It was like this the other week as well. I sunk in a bit deeper and she squealed, glaring worriedly at me but still white-knuckling my bedhead with both hands. I pulled back and sunk into her a bit deeper. 
 
    “Ahhhh!!” she cried out loud. 
 
    I pulled back and surged into her again. 
 
    “Ahhh…hhh!!!” 
 
    I pulled back and ploughed all the way up her, impaling her on my shaft and probing her belly. Her eyes were wide again and her mouth was open, she screamed silently that time. I pulled back and slammed into her again, a little high-pitched moan escaping her throat. I pulled back and powered hard into her, holding firm and grinding into her slick heat, her cunt split wide open and stretched around the hairy base of my shaft. 
 
    “Ahhh!!!” she cried out louder still, and I saw the shadow of her husband at the edge of my bedroom partition. 
 
    I hooked the young wife’s legs over my arms and started thumping into her. I was incredibly built up. My balls were filling fast but they needed a lot of filling. I was pounding and grinding the woman into my mattress. She had her head back and her mouth and eyes wide open. Her arms were part way around me, her nails digging into my back. I could feel her starting to squirm against me when I was balls deep inside of her. 
 
    She suddenly bit hard on my shoulder and her slender body tensed and convulsed. 
 
    I kept fucking her. I was getting close myself. My balls were tingling nicely – feeling good and heavy. I ignored her as she started moaning wildly and I bagan taking longer strokes in and of her tight little fuck tunnel. The feel of my cock-head pulling all the way out then sinking back into the tightness of her vagina was what I needed for this last little bit. My balls were full but I wanted them bursting, and the added stimulation of a long stroke through such a tight, throbbing tunnel would do it. 
 
    “Oh fuck yeah!” I bellowed and slammed into the woman one last time. My cock flexed powerfully and my balls erupted. I ground hard into her, forcing my cock-head into her belly and holding firm while my cock throbbed and spurted cum. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Peter 
 
    I could see so clearly. The huge mountain man had Demi’s legs bent up and her knees pressed to her shoulders. He was all the way up her, her vagina stretched around the base of his cock, his balls pulsing as he groaned low and deep. 
 
    My wife was whimpering now. Her screams had brought me running from down the forest trail. She was being completely covered and squashed into the bed by this dude. She was holding him close though. As he kind of slumped on top of her, her legs lowered and remained bent up and swayed open. She took hold of his head and cuddled it to her neck. She started stroking his back. 
 
    I edged quietly away and sat on the couch. It was late. I spread the bed clothes and lay down. The light from the bedroom dimmed and extinguished. I dozed off with my cock bolt upright against my stomach. 
 
    I woke some time later with my cock either still erect or maybe I’d boned up again in my sleep. There was morning light through the kitchen window. 
 
    “Ahh!!” I heard my wife cry out, and I pulled the pillow around my head. 
 
    “You’re so fucking tight, love,” the big mountain man said. There was a smile in his voice. 
 
    “And you’re so damn huge!” Demi complained, giggling a bit. “Oww, you’re stretching me! Go slower!” 
 
    “Haha, feels fucking good stretching though. That’s so fucking tight around my shaft.” 
 
    “Mmm, is it really?” 
 
    “Ooh yeah, like that, squeeze down hard. That’s so good, darlin’. Fuck I could get used to this every other weekend or so.” 
 
    “Ahh..hhh.. could you really?” 
 
    “Fuck yeah. You awake out there, buddy? You wanna bring you wife for me every other weekend for a while?” 
 
    I swallowed hard, had to clear my throat. “Yeah, I guess,” I called back. 
 
    “Ahh..hhh!!” Demi cried out again, and I stood and approached the edge of the partition. 
 
    She was sitting cowgirl on the guy’s pole, not quite all the way down it. 
 
    “Come on, buddy. Hop on, stick yours in her arse and we’ll give it to her good, eh!” 
 
    Demi blushed back at me. I was hard as ever and still in my boxer shorts. 
 
    Fuck it, why not huh! 
 
    I climbed on the end of the bed and wet my cock head in the juices seeping from my wife’s stretcher-taut cunt, positioned the head of my cock against her anus and stuck it into her. 
 
    “Ahhh!!!”  
 
    **The End** 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Suburban Wife Seduced 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
    Sue 
 
    “Cup of tea, Janie?” 
 
    Janie is peeping through the lounge room curtain. Sue looks around the brick wall that separates the kitchen. “Tea, Janie?” she repeats, a little louder. 
 
    Sue’s friend waves her away without turning from the window. “Who’s that?” 
 
    Sue approaches and peers over her shoulder. “The new neighbours.” 
 
    “Oh, my God,” Janie cries. “They’re frigging bikers.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, bikers have to live somewhere too.” 
 
    “Sure, but not in Barbie land…. What are they doing here?” 
 
    Sue’s street is cute family homes and manicured lawns. It’s a new subdivision. The house next door was built by a couple with kids the same age as hers, but the husband got transferred by the law firm he worked for, and the house has been on the market for a couple of months. Some men with motorbikes appear to have moved in. 
 
    She returns to unpacking the groceries they just bought at the local supermarket. “Preston thinks it’s cool,” she calls to her friend. Preston is Sue’s five year old. He likes the sound of the big, loud motorbikes.  
 
    Janie comes into the kitchen and sits up at the breakfast counter. “I’ll bet Preston likes them, but what about Josh?” 
 
    Josh is Sue’s husband of seven years. They married right out of school. He has worked his way up to assistant manager of the Kentucky Fried Chicken restaurant down at the shopping centre. Sue does four shifts a week at the supermarket delicatessen now that Preston is in school. Their little girl Cynthia is seven. Sue was five months pregnant on her wedding day. 
 
    “Josh has been doing what you were just doing,” Sue answers, pouring tea. “He’s been watching them through the curtains, only for a different reason, I suspect.” 
 
    Janie scoffs. “No thanks, Peggy Sue, I’ve got all I can handle with Will. You can have the grotty bikers all to yourself.” 
 
    Sue leans on the counter. “Will, huh? So, it’s serious?” 
 
    Janie’s eyes roll dreamily. “God, he can kiss.” 
 
    “That’ll change,” Sue informs her friend. “That lasts about six months – a year if you’re lucky.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s not true. I’ve seen Josh kiss you plenty.” 
 
    “A peck hello and goodbye. Not the oh God kind you’re talking about…. That’s all about getting into your pants. Once he’s been in a few times, you’ll see.” 
 
    Sue hates being so cynical. She holds up a hand. “Sorry.” 
 
    Janie’s frowning. “That bad, is it?” she asks kindly, warmly. 
 
    Sue shrugs. “Josh is a good guy. He works hard and he’s good with the kids.” 
 
    “He’s actually gotten chubby lately – or so it seems.” 
 
    “Yeah, he has put on some weight this past year. He has to stop eating at work.” 
 
    The girls spend an hour chatting over a couple of cups of tea until it’s time to pick up the kids from school. Sue walks Janie out to where she’s parked on the street in front of the house. Janie’s sitting in the car and Sue’s standing there beside her window when a huge, earth-rumbling sound fills the air and four motorbikes come around the corner and slow down as they approach. 
 
    They are shiny black and chrome machines. The riders are wearing jeans and leather jackets, black helmets and sunglasses. They’re big men. All four look at Sue as they turn into the driveway of the house next door. She took off her bra after shopping. She’s meaning to get changed before going to get the kids. She’s wearing linen shorts and a lace trim tank-top. The power of the bikes has vibrated through her and made her nipples hard. The last of the four bikers to pass has dipped his sunglasses and is having a good look. He sticks his tongue out – his eyes wide and a big grin on his face. Sue folds her arms across her breasts and turns away. 
 
    “Shit,” Janie says. 
 
    “I know. They’re loud, aren’t they?” 
 
    “And mean looking…. And hot.” 
 
    Janie rolls her eyes and drives off. Sue keeps her arms folded and walks back toward her front door without looking at the bikers. She can feel their eyes. 
 
    “Do you have the time please, ma’am?” 
 
    She glances at her watch then at them. “Two-thirty.” 
 
    The four of them are standing there grinning. Sue feels her face flush, glancing back as she closes her door. Two others have come from inside the house. They’re opening beers and setting up on the front steps of their house. Sue will have to walk past again in a minute because her car is backed up to the open garage door. There’s only a low hedge separating the front yards. The driver’s side door is right there in front of them – a couple of metres from where they’ve congregated. 
 
    Sue checks her watch again. She’s got five minutes to be in the car. Her bra was rubbing. It’s an old one with the wire poking through. She quickly puts on another one and a button-up blouse. Her long brown hair is straight and thin – best just tucked behind her ears. She undoes her top button. 
 
    I don’t know why. I never wear this blouse with the top open. 
 
    Tugging the fabric at her shoulders enhances the display of cleavage a little. 
 
    Am I game to do this? It feels wrong, but exciting. 
 
    Time’s up. She grabs her handbag and keys, and hurries from the front door. It clunks shut with the dead-lock clicking into place. The men are all looking now. They were talking but have shut up. Sue could hear them laughing and carrying on from her bedroom. Now there’s silence. 
 
    She makes it to her car without glancing at them, then there’s a wolf-whistle, and she can’t help smiling through a blush that absolutely swamps her. She’s in the car. She glances. They’re all looking at her. They’re a variety of sizes and shapes – two quite fat and one really short and completely covered in tattoos, one is an old guy, and the other two are kind of cute looking. Some have shaved heads and some are hairy and bearded. One of the cute ones has a pony-tail, the other is normal looking with short hair and clean shaven apart from a five o’clock shadow. 
 
    Sue takes all of that in with a single, short look. They’re calling out stuff, asking how she’s going and what her name is. She bites down on her smile and drives away without answering, her fingers shaking a little as she fixes the top button on her blouse, ready to pick up the kids. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
    Sue 
 
    It’s Thursday. Sue and her husband have sex on Saturday nights, unless she’s having her period, so it’s usually three Saturdays out of four. Sue feels like mixing it up. Josh is watching a football game re-run. “You tuck the kids into bed, Josh. I’ll clean up the bathroom.” 
 
    He looks up. “Huh?” 
 
    She kneels on the couch beside him. He has sensitive ears. She leans in and kisses a lobe. “I’m going to have a bath.” 
 
    He turns and cocks an eyebrow. He’s obviously getting the picture. 
 
    “What – tonight?” 
 
    “Don’t you want to?” 
 
    She has whispered that in his ear too. She’s wearing short summer pyjamas and nothing under them. He can see down her top. She nibbles his earlobe, kind of sucking on it. 
 
    “Holy shit.” 
 
    He’s getting an erection. It’s tenting his track pants. 
 
    Sue squeezes it. “Give me half an hour. Make sure the kids are in bed and put the dishes away, okay?” 
 
    She trails fingers across her husband’s chest as she leaves him gawking after her. The bathroom is at the back of the house. The window is closed, but the top portion of it is a steel screen, not glass. Sound easily carries from outside – seeming to amplify if anything. 
 
    Sue can hear men’s voices as she soaks up the splashed water from the children’s bath. She imagines the men can’t hear her, and the window is mounted high enough in the wall that they wouldn’t be able to see her either. Of course it’s also frosted glass, so she would only appear as a fuzzy shape even if they could – like if one of them was sitting on the roof of their car-port – as she envisages while running her bath and listening to them talk about a road-trip up north they’re planning. 
 
    She undresses facing the window, wishing they could see her, but she can’t explain that. She leaves her pyjamas on the wet floor and steps into her bath. The water is scolding but no hotter than she is inside right now. She uses a new apricot moisturising gel and washes quietly, very much aware of the sound of swishing, and very much in tune with the men’s voices and laughter reverberating through her bath water. 
 
    Sue tries to breathe quietly as she washes and rubs a little between her legs. Her fingers slip inside. She’s already wet for her husband, it seems. She closes her eyes and rakes her thighs at the thought of him on top of her. She pants a few breaths as her fingers slip back in. 
 
    Maybe it’s my husband. He’s faceless, but I can only imagine the feel of any other man on top of me. 
 
    Several motorcycles start up – the sound thundering through Sue’s bathroom and scaring her out of her reverie. She finishes up with a quick shave of her panty line and underarms. Her legs are fine for tonight. 
 
    Josh is waiting in bed. She crawls over him wearing her satin robe, undoing the tie and letting it fall open for him. His eyes are wide. His mouth is open. She kisses him. He’s kicking at the bedclothes to get them out of the way. She straddles his waist and squirms on his erection. He has on briefs. His penis is upright, and she grinds along the length of it as she moans into his mouth. 
 
    “What’s gotten into you, baby?” 
 
    “Nothing – yet!” she tells him. 
 
    When did I become such a slut? 
 
    He pushes his underpants down, and she guides him in. She wants it like this. She can get off sitting on him – with all the control. “Wait….” He’s flipping her over. He’s suddenly on top of her and thrusting wildly. She wriggles to try to at least get a better angle, but he’s suddenly jammed up into her and ejaculating. 
 
    “Aw, fuck, baby, you’re so fucking sexy,” her husband breathes into her hair. 
 
    He’s squashing her now. His fat arms are around her, holding her close as his flaccid penis oozes from inside of her. He rolls off and keeps her cuddled to his chest. Soon enough he’s snoring. 
 
    Sue worms her way from beneath her husband’s arm and slips her robe back on. The house is in darkness and silence. Their bedroom is at the front, across from it is Cynthia’s room. She’s sleeping with a beetle night-light. The next room is Preston’s. Sue straightens his bed cover. He always kicks it off. The bathroom is the next room along the hallway, and she calls in there to get her trusty vibrator. The room on the end is a spare with a single bed under the window. 
 
    The men next door have all gone. There’s a light on, so whoever actually lives there is probably inside. Sue wishes she could still hear their voices as she lies back and opens her legs. She’s extremely slick from her husband, but she can’t picture Josh right now because she actually needs to orgasm.  
 
    I’ll go with my faceless man again. He’s had me so many times. He’s always ready and he never finishes before I do. 
 
    It only takes a few minutes with some deep massaging from the slightly oversized toy and with her fingers vibrating against her clit. Her belly clenches and she rolls over squeezing her legs together and crushing her hand between them. Her buzzing boyfriend slips out and leaves her as sated as ever. 
 
    Until next time…. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
    Cal 
 
    “You awake, Roach?” Cal prods the old guy with his boot. He looks dead but always does when he’s asleep. 
 
    “Uh? What?” 
 
    “I’m going down to the takeaway. Do you want something, man?” 
 
    “Yeah, whatever – one of those egg and bacon things.” 
 
    He pulls the blanket over his head. Cal leaves him and has a yawn and stretch in the sun on the front veranda. It’s nice here in Parkland with the dew glistening from the perfectly trimmed lawns and all the shiny new cars parked in the driveways. 
 
    I nearly had this myself once…. Not to be. 
 
    Cal rides an older model Harley Davidson these days. He swings a leg over it and fires it up. It’s after eight, so he shouldn’t wake any neighbours. He gives it an extra burst of throttle and cruises out of the carport and down the street with the crisp morning air feeling good against his face. 
 
    It’s only a couple of blocks to Kent’s Takeaway and Grocery Store. Cal’s been getting breakfast there all week. 
 
    “Three bacon and egg burgers, please?” 
 
    The old man serving gives a nod and welcoming grin. He’s a Vietnam veteran, so he was telling Cal yesterday. So is Roach a vet’. 
 
    Roach is still sleeping when Cal gets back. He’s camped on the lounge room floor. Cal’s been using one of the bedrooms. They’ve only got mattresses. There’s a small dining table and two chairs. They have the makings of coffee, which Cal puts together while Roach splashes and gargles in the bathroom. It’s only the two of them today. They should get the back ramp finished and the formwork done for the pathway to the clothes line. They lowered the clothes line yesterday so Cal’s sister will be able to reach it. 
 
    Hello, hello – there you are….  
 
    It’s the woman from next door come outside with the leaf scoop to clean her pool. The fence between the yards is wire netting. It allows a good view – which she certainly is. She’s wearing cut-off denim shorts and a tank top. She has great legs – nice little titties too, Cal decides. He likes them small like that. 
 
    That’s it, sweetheart – reach right over and get that leaf…. That’s one cute little bum. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
    Sue 
 
    Sue scoops the last of the leaves and bugs then puts the net back in the garage. The garden along the back fence needs weeding. She’s been thinking about it for weeks, and considers trying to get some of it done before it gets too hot today. 
 
    “Do we need anything tonight, Sue?” Josh calls from the back door. He’s about to leave for work. 
 
    “Carrots – two big ones or three if they’re smaller.” 
 
    “Okay, see you tonight.” 
 
    Sue goes inside and makes a cup of tea. As she’s sipping that, she notices the men next door getting organized with whatever they’re building in their back yard. It’s only two of them – the old guy and one of the nice looking tall ones. 
 
    Janie calls, and when Sue hangs up, the phone rings again, and it’s her mother. Sue’s getting stew ready to cook for tonight while talking, and she’s keeping an eye on the guys next door. 
 
    It’s still only the two of them by the time she’s dispensed with Mother and has everything except the carrots cut up and in the slow cooker. She likes that there’s only two of them. It’s not so scary, and especially since those big fat ones aren’t there. 
 
    Those ones are a bit too mean looking for mine. 
 
    For my ‘what’ exactly, I’m not sure. 
 
    She plucks at her hair in the bedroom mirror, gives it a brush then checks her face, applying some lip gloss and pursing her lips. She’s been getting pimples lately but doesn’t have any right now. Turning side-on, she checks her bottom. The cut-off shorts make it look better than it is. She smiles at the thought. Her treadmill has toned her thighs. Her belly is flat beneath her top, but she’s got stretch marks on her hips – easy to keep them covered with her shorts. She breast fed her babies, so her little boobs sag a bit, but…. 
 
    I’m looking not too bad for a mother of two, I believe. 
 
    Sue wants to look good right now. Her skin is tingling as she pulls off her tank top and bra and ties on a white bikini top. She has a straw sunhat, which people say looks cute. She puts on her gardening gloves and takes her little spade and fork. The two men look over as she leaves the house and takes the handles of her wheel barrow. It has a wonky wheel, which squeaks. She glances and finds the two of them grinning. 
 
    “Morning!” the tall, cute one calls out. 
 
    Sue’s skin is tingling again. “Good morning!” 
 
    My skin isn’t the only thing tingling. 
 
    Cute guy stands from where he was kneeling on the ground. He’s wearing sunglasses but takes them off. “I’m Cal…. This is Roach.” 
 
    “Hey,” the older man calls over. His grin has expanded into a full-blown smile. 
 
    Sue has stopped walking but is still holding the wheel barrow handles. “Hi. I’m Sue,” she says, feeling herself blush as Cal approaches the fence. He’s right there, not two metres away. She puts down the wheel barrow and takes off her gloves. 
 
    “I hope we haven’t been too noisy for you, Sue. We’ll only be another week or so.” 
 
    “Oh? No, it’s not been too noisy. My son thinks your bikes are cool.” 
 
    Cal grins again. “Bring him over – we’ll give him a ride.” 
 
    “Oh, okay. That would be amazing.” 
 
    Sue’s beaming now. The guy’s eyes are blue. 
 
    What a beautiful man. 
 
    His gaze flashes down to take in her body. He’s wearing a grey t-shirt, which is damp with sweat. The muscles of his chest and stomach are clearly defined. 
 
    “You doing some gardening, Sue?” 
 
    She shakes away the tingles that are surging through her body and clouding her head. “Um – yes – weeds…. What do you mean, you’ll be finished in a week? Finished what?” 
 
    “Fixing up the house for my sister. She’s a paraplegic. We’re building ramps and widening the doorways so she can get around in her wheelchair.” 
 
    “Oh! And your sister will be living with you?” 
 
    This is interesting. Not biker neighbours – just one gorgeous one with a handicapped sister. 
 
    He chuckles. “No. Hell, no…. My sister has a family. I’m a builder by trade, so I’m kind of the family handyman. Just helping out to get the place ready.” 
 
    “Oh.” Sue’s feeling disappointed now. She meets his eyes, wondering if he has picked up on that. The tingles are back. His gaze is electric. She has to avert hers before she gives even more away. She should get on with her gardening, but her feet won’t move. She’s twisting her gloves and scrunching her shoulders. Her nipples are erect. He’s looking at them. 
 
    She lifts her gaze before he lifts his. He grins and she blushes. He looks at her tits, blatantly this time. When he meets her eyes again, she bites her lip. 
 
    He puts his sunglasses back on. “Call out if you need any help in your garden, Sue. It’s nice to meet you.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    He turns away and leaves her standing there. 
 
    I would have said okay to anything he asked. 
 
    Sue’s feet can move now. She wheels her barrow to the garden down the back and gets on hands and knees to pull weeds. She keeps looking over at the two men working, catching their glances sometimes. She’s spent two hours and done a lot of work, and is sensing an affinity with them, as they have also been working quite steadily and seem to have almost finished constructing a timber ramp. 
 
    Feeling both neighbourly and brave, Sue makes a large pitcher of ice tea and takes it out to the back deck with three glasses. She approaches the fence. “Would you men like to join me for a cold drink?” 
 
    “Absolutely!” Cal answers with a smile. 
 
    The older man smiles too. “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    Sue waits for them to walk around, out their side gate and in hers. She put a shirt on when she was inside, but she hasn’t buttoned it. She’s tugging at it, checking herself out – her bare belly and bikini boobs. She doesn’t mind the thought of the old guy looking. 
 
    I WANT Cal to look…. What’s that about? 
 
    She has no idea what she’s thinking as she ushers the two bikers to her outdoor setting and pours them ice tea. She’s sitting between them. Roach is across the corner of the table. Cal is close beside her. His legs are open and one of them keeps touching hers. He has on faded Levis, the crotch is full – his package perhaps appropriately proportioned with his very large hands, she’s thinking. 
 
    Roach is a jolly character. He’s telling all about his younger days when he was a member of a hippie commune. Cal is teasing him about his story changing so much every time he tells it. 
 
    “Well, we used to smoke a bit of pot, and that LSD leaves you wondering what was real and what you only imagined,” he explains to Sue at one point. 
 
    “So, have you been married long?” Cal asks. “What’s your husband’s name again?” 
 
    “It’s Josh. Yes, we married young…. Seven years.” 
 
    “I’ve had two marriages,” Roach tosses in. “That’ll do.” 
 
    “One for me,” Cal confesses when Sue looks to him. “I didn’t quite make seven years.” 
 
    Roach grins and winks at Sue. “She wised up.” 
 
    “Is that true?” Sue asks Cal. 
 
    “Yep. Saw through me. Sent me packing. Married an accountant.” 
 
    “Oh. That’s not good.” 
 
    “What bit?” 
 
    Sue giggles. “The accountant.” 
 
    Cal laughs. He has a warm laugh. 
 
    His leg is pressing against Sue’s again. 
 
    Roach finishes the last of his drink. “That was good, Sue. It hit the spot.” 
 
    “Would you like some more?” 
 
    “No – we’d better get back to it, eh, boss?” 
 
    “Yeah, we have a load of concrete coming soon.” 
 
    Sue stands with them. The older man ambles off while Cal holds the door open for her to take the tray back inside. 
 
    She passes by, brushing close and glancing back. 
 
    He looks her up and down, slowly, deliberately. He meets her eyes. “Happily married, yeah?” 
 
    The tingles swarm and heat Sue’s face. She nods. “Yeah.” 
 
    “Fair enough,” he says with a wink and smile, and he’s gone. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
    Sue 
 
    Shit…. Oh, shit! 
 
    Sue’s legs are wobbly. She puts the tray on the counter and calls Janie. 
 
    “Hi, Sue, what’s up?” 
 
    “Shit, Janie. Oh, my God!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Can you come over?” 
 
    Janie only lives two streets away. Sue gives her nothing over the phone. 
 
    “What?” she implores as Sue closes the door behind her and slumps back against it. 
 
    “The biker guy next door made a pass at me.” 
 
    Janie’s jaw drops. Her eyes bulge. 
 
    “Well, not exactly a pass…. He looked me over and asked if I’m happily married or just married.” 
 
    Janie looks Sue over too. “And you were dressed like that?” 
 
    Sue nods. She’s grinning, kind of gleefully. 
 
    Janie shakes her head. “And where did this happen, pray tell?” 
 
    Sue fills her in on the introduction over the fence and the ice tea. 
 
    “I can have the neighbours over for a cool drink, though – surely?” 
 
    “Is he still out there?” Janie’s peeping from the kitchen window. “Oh, my God. He’s hot.” 
 
    “Janie!” 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry. He’s busy shovelling concrete.… What a hunk! Nice going, Peggy Sue.” 
 
    Sue peeps over her incorrigible friend’s shoulder. “Shit!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “He took his shirt off…. That’s not even fair,” she whines. 
 
    “Well, we should too,” Janie says, craning her neck as Cal walks behind the edge of the house and out of view. “We should go for a swim and sunbathe.” She checks her watch. “It’s only midday. We’ve got hours until the kids get out of school.” 
 
    “What do you mean, we should? Do you mean to show off for them?” 
 
    Of course that is what Janie means. She’s a terrible flirt. 
 
    She turns to face Sue. “Take those off. You’re not wearing shorts.” 
 
    “But do you think we should?” 
 
    I want to. I think I called Janie for this exact reason. She always pushes me out of my comfort zone. 
 
    Janie’s eyes roll. “Of course we should. He said he’s only going to be around for a week, didn’t he? And you’re going to miss out on a chance to get a bit of attention at least? Get real, Sue. This is perfect. This is clean, honest fun.” She takes Sue’s hand. “Come on – you have to lend me a bikini too. Plus we need sunscreen. It’s hot out there today, and I don’t want to burn.” 
 
    The two women have a similar build. Sue gives Janie a blue chequered bikini to wear, and pulls on the bottoms of her white one. They apply the sunscreen in the kitchen and take a couple of big beach towels outside. The guys are resting on their back deck with beers. Sue glances and smiles. Their heads lift with interest. 
 
    The pool is in-ground with a concrete boarder. There’s a patch of grass next to the fence where the girls leave their towels. Sometimes they lie on the other side of the pool to sunbathe, but that would be too far away from the men, Sue has decided. Janie is obviously thinking that as well. She raises her eyebrows cheekily. 
 
    They wade into the pool, which is only waist deep – for the kids. While they float around chatting, the men resume work in their yard. It’s a clear view through the fence. Sue can’t keep her eyes off Cal as he shovels up piles of dirt and wheels it away in his barrow. His muscles are flexing and quivering. His skin is glistening with sweat. 
 
    He’s just eye candy. It’s perfectly reasonable to enjoy watching a muscular, shirtless guy working. There’s nothing unfaithful in that. 
 
    “Plus you know Josh has eyes too,” Janie tosses in when Sue explains what she’s thinking. “He even checks me out when I come over for a swim.” 
 
    Janie doesn’t know the extent of Josh’s interest in other women. Sue has never confided much about it to her. She once overheard her husband telling a male friend how he only hires attractive chicks at the shop, which seems to be true – they are all slender, pretty young girls employed there. He’s also embarrassingly obvious at the beach, so much so that Sue avoids going these days. 
 
    I’m dreading the day Cynthia grows up and starts bringing teen girlfriends home. I know Josh wouldn’t go so far as to actually do anything, but I’m not looking forward to him ogling and making everyone uncomfortable. 
 
    Josh really is too wimpy to be bad, though. He’s no worse than his friends – just a typical guy checking out girls – which of course makes this alright. 
 
    Janie motions to the towels, biting a smile, and with her big brown eyes wide. Their shirtless Adonis is working along the fence now, spreading and turning the soil in the garden there. He goes inside to answer a phone. The girls quickly get set up. 
 
    “I’m glad I did my bikini line last night,” Sue says, adjusting her pants. 
 
    “Me too…. Are you going to show him your front first?” 
 
    Sue giggles. “Janie! Tart!” 
 
    “Dude! How much did you shave off? Is that a landing strip?” 
 
    Sue plucks a bit more at her pants. She’s dark-haired down there, and it’s almost visible through the wet white fabric. “Can you see that much?” 
 
    “Yeah, but that’s good. You look hot,” Janie assures. “He’s going to love it,” she adds teasingly. “Plus you’ve got the nipples going…. I love your nipples. Mine are so huge.” 
 
    Janie’s plucking at her top, fixing it just right. Sue does hers and settles back, closing her eyes. The screen-door of the neighbour’s house slams closed, and she hears footsteps approaching. She squints a peep to see Cal pick up his shovel and resume turning the garden soil. She feels his shadow. 
 
    “Hey, ladies…. Nice day for it, eh?” 
 
    His voice is deep and rich. 
 
    “Hi, Cal. This is my friend Janie.” 
 
    Janie’s beaming. “Hi!” 
 
    “Hello, Janie. Nice to meet you.” He has a quick look over them both and nods with a grin. “Don’t burn there, eh….” 
 
    Janie and Sue exchange an excited glance. Adonis resumes turning the soil. He keeps looking over at them both. He’s checking out Sue’s body quite a lot. She wants to get her bikini wet so it’s see-through again. She motions to the pool and silently mouths the words to Janie, “I’m going to get this wet again.” 
 
    Janie’s eyes widen and she smiles. “Slut!” 
 
    “I know,” Sue whispers back. “You’re a bad influence.” 
 
    Sue lowers into the cool water and can’t resist a little rub of her pussy. She actually did shave to a very narrow strip of pubic hair, which feels nice – sexy. She emerges from the water dripping. Cal is looking at her, but she keeps her gaze averted. He’s looking at her legs. She reaches back and wrings her hair, with his eyes lifting to her boobs. Her nipples are tight again, of course, and visible through the almost translucent fabric. 
 
    She kneels on her towel, still facing the gorgeous man watching her. She plucks at her pants. Her landing strip is certainly visible through them, and they’re creasing into her a little bit. She tugs the waist up and exaggerates that for the guy. He’s staring now, blatantly. She glances and meets his smile. 
 
    “Got a second, Cal?” Roach calls from the back door. 
 
    Cal flashes another smile and actually winks at Sue as he turns and walks away. 
 
    Sue glares at Janie. “Oh, my God!” 
 
    Janie’s glaring back. “He totally winked at you. The dirty dog!” 
 
    They both giggle. Sue lies down beside her girlfriend. They’re on their bellies this time. Sue feels reasonably confident about having her bottom checked out, as she’s sure it will be in a minute. 
 
    “Undo your top,” Janie says. She’s pulling the knot at the back of hers. 
 
    “Are you serious?” 
 
    “Come on – you don’t want tan lines.” She undoes Sue’s top as well. 
 
    Sue lets her. 
 
    I feel a bit unsure about this, but as long as I remain lying flat, I guess…. 
 
    Janie closes her eyes. Her head is resting upon her folded arms. Sue can see the side of her boob. Janie shifts, straightening her towel, and Sue sees her nipple. Janie has both strings undone. The one around Sue’s neck is still tied, but as a flurry of excitement filters through her, she undoes it and lets her bikini top fall away. 
 
    Janie opens an eye. She’s grinning. “Should we take them off completely?” 
 
    “No way!” 
 
    “I will if you will, Peggy Sue.” 
 
    “Janie!” 
 
    “Why? No one else can see – only him.” 
 
    “Yeah, but I’ve never gone topless,” Sue argues. 
 
    “He’s topless,” Janie points out. “Why shouldn’t we?” 
 
    “Because!” 
 
    The idea is thrilling. I’m not brave enough to actually do it. 
 
    “Because, why?” Janie persists. She’s giggling now. 
 
    “You’re teasing, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Sort of – half serious.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
    Cal 
 
    “Yeah, I’ve got this,” Cal tells Roach. “Thanks for all your help, man.” 
 
    “No problem. Tell Angie I’m sorry about the mix-up with the colours.” 
 
    Angie is Cal’s sister. Roach had the cream coloured paint for the living room mixed too dark. There are two cans of it sitting there wasted now. 
 
    “That’s cool, man. No big deal, eh….” 
 
    Roach has to get going. He’s headed up north tonight in the truck with all the gear. Cal will be meeting him at the bungalow they’ve rented next week, after he’s done there at his sister’s house. His friends will be around tonight for a few beers. They’re all headed off after the weekend. 
 
    Yes! Excellent! The girls are still there.  
 
    Cal’s checking out the kitchen window while getting a beer. He grabs two more and heads outside. 
 
    They’re both lying on their fronts now. 
 
    Nice bums! 
 
    “Hey, ladies, you thirsty?” 
 
    Oh, fuck – topless. Awesome! 
 
    Cal offers the two beers over the fence. The younger one accepts hers, reaching up and showing her tits. Their bikini tops are intertwined together on the grass between their towels. He leans down to give the other beer to Sue. She’s resting on an elbow with her arm across her chest. As she reaches up to accept it, Cal gets a look at her tits as well. 
 
    “That’s a nice garden you have down the back there, Sue. I’ve got a full load of bark chips here. There’s going to be a lot left over. Would you like me to mulch that stretch along the fence for you?” 
 
    “Oh! Sure – that would be great. Thank you.” 
 
    “I can spray a bit of weed killer first, and that should control them for quite a while.” 
 
    “That would come up nice with bark chips,” the friend says. 
 
    “Janie, wasn’t it?” Cal asks her. 
 
    She gives him a smile. They’re both very smiley. 
 
    Cal settles resting on the fence looking down at them. Janie is carefree. She’s not even trying to deny him. Sue is keeping her arm in place. She lifts her head to sip some more beer, and he gets another look at her cute little tits. He doesn’t try to hide his interest. She blushes, and he looks up from them, unable to restrain a grin. 
 
    “So you guys are a biker gang, are you?” Janie asks. “What’s that like?” 
 
    “We’re a small group of motorcycle enthusiasts. I wouldn’t say we’re a gang, or club. We don’t have that sort of structure.” 
 
    Janie sits up. Cal has a look at her while she resettles hugging her bent up knees. Her tits are small like Sue’s but her nipples are larger and kind of pink. Sue’s arm has shifted a little, and her nipples are just pressed against her towel now. She has another sip of beer, and her upper body lifts to reveal them. They’re little dark ones. Cal saw them earlier through her wet bikini top. 
 
    “It’s cool you ladies have a nice secluded spot here. When Angie moves in it will only be her at home through the day, so you’ll be free to sunbathe like this in peace.” 
 
    “Angie is your sister’s name?” Sue asks. 
 
    “Yeah – my little sister.” 
 
    “Was she in an accident or has she always been in a wheelchair?” 
 
    “It was a bike accident. We did motocross as kids. It seems to be permanent, but she does okay. Got a couple of kids, and a full life. She’s a hero.” 
 
    Janie takes her top and goes into the house to answer a phone. Sue shifts, sitting with her arm across. She untangles her bikini top. Cal catches her little glance before she lowers her arm and exposes her tits fully. “Nice,” he says, making her glance again and blush quite deeply as she bites a grin. 
 
    Sue is still fiddling with the strings, untangling a knot. Cal’s staring at her tits. She looks up at him again, something akin to determination in her eyes now. 
 
    He has another deliberate look. “Very nice….” 
 
    “Thank you. I’m pleased you approve.” 
 
    He smiles. “Don’t cover up.” 
 
    “What?” She’s blushing again. 
 
    “Don’t cover them. Let me look while we chat.” 
 
    She shakes her head, stifling a giggle and checking toward the house where her friend went. 
 
    She rests back with her chest forward. “It isn’t fair, though…. You were shirtless too before.” 
 
    Cal had put on a shirt when he was inside. He pulls it off and tosses it away. Sue smiles. 
 
    “Better?” he asks. 
 
    She nods. “Yes – that’s better.” 
 
    Janie returns with her phone and a bottle of sunscreen. She has her bikini top on but takes it off when she sits down. 
 
    “Do you mind if I have a quick dip?” Cal asks Sue. 
 
    “Sure! Of course.” 
 
    He kicks off his boots and socks and empties his jeans pockets into one boot then jumps the fence and dives into the water. Both girls are rubbing sunscreen into their breasts when he surfaces. They’re giggling together. He gives them a minute then gets out of the pool and approaches. 
 
    “I could do some mulching around these shrubs too if you like, Sue. Are you the gardener or is it your husband’s pet project?” 
 
    He sits on the edge of a timber deckchair. The girls have turned to face him, both resting back with their nipples tight. 
 
    “I’m the gardener. Josh hardly leaves the house other than to go to work. He likes his sports on TV.” 
 
    “Will you be looking after your sister’s gardens?” Janie asks. 
 
    “Could be – if I’m going to be getting this kind of show,” Cal says, having another deliberate look at their tits. 
 
    Janie giggles. “Cheeky!” 
 
    “I’m actually not often here through summer. I spend a bit of time up north,” he answers more seriously. 
 
    “Oh, that’s a shame,” Sue says. 
 
    Her friend looks at her and rolls her eyes. 
 
    The small admission of interest from Sue warms Cal. It’s been fourteen years since his marriage ended. 
 
    I’ve had women since then of course, but party girls only, none anything like this. Sue is a wife – another man’s wife – but the marrying kind. She reminds me of what I thought I had. 
 
    Sue mentioned marrying right out of school, as Cal had. His ex-wife Meg was his girlfriend from high school. They set up house and had a child. His daughter’s now at university, and he has not yet turned forty. 
 
    I’ve been free to ride and free to party all these years but it’s the ladies making homes in these well gardened houses that truly interest me. If only I was brave enough to try again, I suppose…. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
    Sue 
 
    “I can’t believe I did that, Janie. That was bad.” 
 
    “Oh, it was not. Plenty of women go topless. It’s no big deal.” 
 
    “Hmm – except he actually asked me to stay topless when you weren’t there. I did it deliberately to let him look.” 
 
    “Oh? He asked you?” 
 
    Sue nods, guiltily. “Josh would die if he knew.” 
 
    Janie shrugs. “The competition would probably do him good.” 
 
    Sue giggles. 
 
    That’s actually quite true – he could use sparking up or something. 
 
    “Maybe you’re right, but I’m still bad,” she tells her best friend. 
 
    That’s what she says, and it’s how she feels, but she also found what she did to be exhilarating. She loved the way the big biker looked at her. 
 
    I don’t know what he was doing to me in his imagination. I know he wants to have sex with me, but exactly how would he like to do that? I’d love to be in bed with him – to have him on top of me, naked, between my legs. Oh, I shouldn’t be thinking like this. I’m happily married. I’ve never considered being with another guy – not seriously…. I’m not thinking about this seriously now either. What if he wanted me from behind? What if he wanted to take me – to bend me over his motorbike and fuck me? Mmm – what if he wanted to go down on me? I’m sure he was thinking about it when he was checking me out. As was I…. I’d love to go down on him. 
 
    “Hey, Peggy Sue, whatchya thinking about?” 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    Sue snaps out of a trance. Her face is hot. She’s rubbing her neck. Janie’s giggling. 
 
    “I’m thinking bad thoughts.” 
 
    “I know that…. What were they?” 
 
    “Slutty! I have to go get the kids.” 
 
    “Okay. I’ll come over again tomorrow. We’ll go topless again….” 
 
    “No! We’re not doing it again. Forget it.” 
 
    Janie drops it but Sue knows her. She loved it too, and she’ll not give up talking Sue around so easily. 
 
    And maybe I like that. Maybe it means I can enjoy it and just blame her. 
 
    Sue drops Janie home on her way to school. Cynthia and Preston head straight for the pool when they get home, giving Sue an excuse to sit out the back. There are two hours of sun before the afternoon will be cooling off at all. Cal is mulching the gardens next door. He keeps looking over, but Sue won’t acknowledge him. She’s feeling too guilty to do that. 
 
    She goes inside and puts the stew on simmer. It’s about an hour until Josh is due home. Somehow she ends up in the bedroom sorting through her wardrobe. Her cut-off denim shorts are at her ankles, and she kicks them away. The thought of being bent over that big black motorbike is in her mind as she strips off her bikini and slips on a little, floral print dress. It’s short and straight with spaghetti string shoulder straps. She chooses pretty white lace panties, as if he’s going to be seeing them, like in the picture flashing through her mind. 
 
    Sue cuts oranges and takes them out to the children. A low wolf whistle prickles her skin. 
 
    “May I have one of those, please? A quarter?” 
 
    Blushing and shaking her head, she relents and looks at Cal. He’s at the fence, grinning. This guy is all kinds of wrong, but she can’t stop herself plucking at her dress as she approaches with his quarter of an orange. The low V-neckline gapes a little. 
 
    I should be wearing a bra. 
 
    “Your gardens are looking good,” Sue comments, peering over the fence while the big, adorable man sucks on the orange she gave him. 
 
    She’s thinking about his mouth, wondering how it would feel to be kissed by him. 
 
    “Yeah – I’m about done for the day…. How about bringing the kids over for a ride on my bike? It’s a good chance, with none of the guys around.” 
 
    “Oh! But isn’t it dangerous? They haven’t got helmets.” 
 
    “No – we’ll ride out there.” He indicates the grassy nature strip behind the back fences.  
 
    It would be perfectly safe, Sue reasons, chewing a lip. Preston would love it. 
 
    “Come on – bring them over,” Cal enthuses. “I’ll go slow and keep safe. I’ve had kids on back and front before.” 
 
    “Are you sure it’s no trouble?” 
 
    He scoffs. “Hey kids – do want a ride on my motorcycle?” 
 
    They both squeal, “Yes!” They’re by Sue’s side dripping and wriggling excitedly in an instant. 
 
    Cal has taken the t-shirt stuffed in his back pocket and pulled it on. 
 
    “Come on – short-cut,” he says, and lifts Preston then Cynthia over the fence. “Come on, Mum – you too,” he says, grinning. 
 
    He leans over the fence and takes hold around the back of Sue’s thighs. She sits on his arm, which is beneath the hem of her dress. He lifts her easily as she clings to the rippling muscle of his shoulder. Her head is beside his. Their eyes lock. 
 
    I think my lips have parted, but he’d better not kiss me in front of the children. 
 
    “That’s a good dress, Sue.” 
 
    Sue’s feet have touched the ground, she thinks. The guy’s big hand is still upon her hip. It’s beneath her dress, squeezing her. He rubs his thumb along the waistband of her panties, just softly back and forth. This has all happened in the space of a few seconds, but time has slowed for Sue. 
 
    “Careful there, kids!” They’re climbing on the seat of the bike. 
 
    Sue’s standing there by herself now. Her legs are weak. The man she’s dressed like that for is getting on his bike. He puts her son on behind him and her daughter at the back, telling them to hold onto his belt loops. “Get the gate, Sue,” he calls, and she hurries to the back gate and opens it. The big motorbike thunders. Her kids are beaming with glee as he rides past and out onto the nature strip. 
 
    More seconds have passed. Sue’s mind is still mush. She can feel the warm, rough imprint of where his thumb was testing the band of her panties. She’s clutching her dress in front, holding her hands to her chest. The bike rumbles slowly by with her children squealing at her. She smiles back, catching the eyes of this man making her heart thump – this total stranger who had his big paw up her dress. 
 
    What am I even thinking? It’s my anniversary on Saturday. The kids are going to their grandmother’s place, and Josh is taking me to dinner and dancing. We’ve been together always. There are no other men in the world. I’ve never had to think about that, and if it weren’t for the children, this guy could have kissed me before. I would have let him. 
 
    The big loud motorbike is back. “Your turn, Mummy!” little Preston cries excitedly. 
 
    “Yeah, Mummy’s turn,” Cal says, helping the children down from the seat. They’re jumping and squealing, tugging at Sue now, pulling her toward the bike. “Come on,” Cal says, taking her hand and guiding her. 
 
    She straddles the broad, soft leather seat. The skirt of her dress hikes up. Cal reaches around behind and touches her lower back, urging her to scoot closer. Sue opens her thighs wider, and with him pulling her forward, she presses her crotch against the back of his jeans. She can feel his sweaty skin through the thin cotton fabric of her dress. Her nipples react, firming against his body heat. “You okay there?” he asks, turning back to look at her face. His hand has closed over her bare thigh. 
 
    I’m not okay – not at all. 
 
    “I’m fine,” Sue lies. 
 
    Cal revs the bike and the thunder of it reverberates through her, making her cuddle tight out of surprise. His chest is firm, his pecs defined beneath her fingernails. Her other hand is upon his stomach, which is also firm and defined with square pillows of muscle and furrows between where she also has fingernails digging in. 
 
    They’re moving. It’s a smooth, powerful machine. There’s no reason for Sue to be holding on so tight. They’re turning now and Cal’s hand goes to her thigh again. He squeezes and rubs back from her knee. Her panties are pressed directly against his jeans. His hand moves beneath the skirt of her dress as he squeezes again, his thumb pressing into her inner-thigh, causing a reflex that has her virtually dry-humping him. 
 
    The children squeal and wave as the bike cruises by. Marge Wilson is hanging clothes in her yard. She watches, her eyes wide, her mouth open. The whole street will know Sue was on the back of a motorbike by tomorrow. 
 
    The big biker she’s clinging to turns again, his hand returning to her thigh, squeezing. His thumb is pressing into her hip. It slips beneath the band of her panties there. 
 
    Umm – no….  
 
    She takes hold of his wrist in protest this time. This is going a bit too far now. “No – sorry,” she says as he turns back to meet her eyes. He nods, holding her gaze. There’s an exchange between them where he acknowledges her concern – that there are limitations on this. 
 
    After that circuit, he lets Sue off the bike, and she takes her children home, using the side gate this time. He has followed that far. She meets his eyes again. “I can’t, Cal.” 
 
    “I know…. You’re a very attractive woman, Sue.” 
 
    “Thank you. You’re an attractive man.” 
 
    He smiles. His eyes roll and he grabs his heart. She smiles back. 
 
    “And you’re very bad,” she tells him. 
 
    “Yeah, I guess…. I can’t help it, though.” 
 
    “Oh, you can’t? Is that your excuse?” 
 
    “Yep…. And that really is a great little dress.” 
 
    Sue blushes, biting her grin, realizing she’s been a terrible tease. 
 
    “So,” Cal says, swinging off a pole, his upper body muscles flexing beneath his sweaty t-shirt. “I noticed the weather report says it’s going to be another hot, sunny day tomorrow.” 
 
    “And?” Sue asks, encouraging what she knows will be more badness. 
 
    He shrugs. “Sounds like good swimming weather – maybe nice for sunbathing.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah?” Sue’s walking now. 
 
    “Yeah…. And the guys won’t be here tomorrow. It’s only going to be me all day – in case you girls want to go topless again.” 
 
    “No chance, Mister Biker – that was a one off,” Sue calls back teasingly.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
    Cal 
 
    Damn she’s hot! 
 
    Cal is standing there staring at the edge of the house where Sue just disappeared. 
 
    She’s more than hot – she’s dangerous. I don’t just want to fuck her. 
 
    He walks inside and flops on his mattress. His hand goes down the front of his jeans. He’s erect. He has a little squeeze, but he’s not going to stroke off: The soft skin of her thighs and her nipples pressed against his back…. He massages his dick, his balls tingling with interest. That sweet, understated face and pretty brown hair – that slender neck and the delicacy of her…. He thrusts his aching erection through his fist. 
 
    Damn it….  
 
    He gets up and strips off on the way to the bathroom. He can’t stand a cold shower, but cool does the job, and he manages to get past the notion of screwing the neighbour’s wife. He pulls on clothes and gets on his bike. The cool evening air in his face also helps as he rides. He’s out of the suburbs and on the highway. It’s half an hour to a country and western tavern they’ve been drinking at since starting work on his sister’s house. 
 
    His phone rings. It is his sister now, as a matter of fact. 
 
    “Hey, Angie, what’s up?” 
 
    “Hi, Cal. It’s that idiot Reece. He scared Monica again. She’s here now. She’s shaken up.” 
 
    “Did he hit her?” 
 
    Monica is their young cousin. Reece rides and hangs around with Cal and the guys. They tolerate him, but he’s got a mean streak. 
 
    “No, he didn’t actually hit her this time. He just raised his hand and threatened to…. Can you do something? Can you talk to him – make him stop?” 
 
    “Where is he now?” 
 
    “He was with Porky. I think they’re going to the house.” 
 
    “Okay, Angie, I’ll take care of it. Are you sure Monica’s okay?” 
 
    “She’s fine…. She’s doing better than Eve.” 
 
    That statement cuts Cal. Angie doesn’t pull punches. Eve is his daughter. 
 
    “Not that you seem to care,” his sister goes on. 
 
    I knew that was coming. 
 
    “I care.” 
 
    “Really? And do you know what she’s getting mixed up with?” 
 
    “She won’t listen to me, Angie. What am I supposed to do?” 
 
    There was silence for a moment. His sister’s voice softens, “She does listen to you.” 
 
    “She’s nineteen years old. She told me where to shove the last piece of advice I tried to give her.” 
 
    “She listens to everything you do, Calvin….. Talk is cheap.” 
 
    Cal stabs at his beer coaster with a thumb. “And what the hell am I supposed to do, sis?” 
 
    Angie sniffles – her voice wavering, “Stay, is what you’re supposed to do, big brother. You’re supposed to stay and be here for her.” 
 
    “Like that did a lot of good before, eh?” 
 
    Cal’s bitter now. He’s being a wimp and he knows it. The last time he tried this particular argument, Angie tore him to bits. That was years ago, though. 
 
    “Seriously?” she scoffs. “You’re going to play the poor little me card again?” 
 
    “No,” he replies. “I just met someone who reminds me is all.” 
 
    “Oh, really?” There’s a gleefully curious edge to his little sister’s voice now. 
 
    “Forget it, sis, she’s married.” 
 
    “Hmm – well you’d better leave that alone, but how does she remind you? Tell me about her?” 
 
    “Not now…. I’ll tell you later. I need to go sort Reece out.” 
 
    “Okay, but you’re not getting off this easy. I want details, Calvin.” 
 
    Cal chuckles. “Okay, sis, you’re going to be living right next door, so you’ll soon see what I mean.”       
 
    “Oh, my God – really?” 
 
    “Bye, Angie.” 
 
    “No! This isn’t fair! Don’t hang up!” 
 
    “Talk to you later, Ang’…. The house is coming along good.” 
 
    Angie’s saying something else when Cal hangs up on her. She’s always been into his personal life, so he’s getting back at her, teasing with love affair talk. 
 
    Love affair? Shit. What the fuck? 
 
    He leaves the tavern and cruises back along the highway, the cool air again feeling good against his face. As he turns into his sister’s street, he sees the guy from next door getting out of his car and walking to his front door. He looks the suburban husband type. He’s tall and fairly well built – a bit chubby around the middle. He turns to look as Cal rides into the driveway. Cal nods, but the guy doesn’t acknowledge him. His kids are at the door. They jump him excitedly. 
 
    Cal kicks down the stand of his motorcycle and steps off it. Porky and Reece are there on the veranda with beers. Porky nods and goes into the house. Reece clenches and unclenches his fists as he waits. Cal calculates the action is of nervousness rather than any kind of aggression. He takes off his helmet and looks at the heavier man. 
 
    Reece is all blubber. 
 
    “You got something to say for yourself, Reece?” 
 
    He shakes his head. His hands rub down the front of his greasy jeans. 
 
    Cal sidles close, maintaining eye contact. They’re the same height. Reece’s eyes waver and flash down before lifting to hold Cal’s gaze. 
 
    “You touch Monica again, I’ll cut your heart out,” Cal warns him. 
 
    Reece’s face flushes crimson. 
 
    Cal takes off his gloves and loosens the zip on his leather jacket. “You going to pull that knife on me?” 
 
    Reece shakes his head again. 
 
    “Wise,” Cal says, grinning. “Where’s your phone, dude?” 
 
    Reece frowns in question. 
 
    Cal walks by. “Show it to me in a minute. If Monica’s number’s still in it, I’ll punch your fucking head in.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
    Sue 
 
    “So you were actually on the back of the guy’s bike?” 
 
    The kids told Josh about it – about Sue getting on the bike too. Josh didn’t say anything through dinner but the kids are doing homework and he’s confronted Sue doing the dishes. 
 
    “We all did, Josh, it was nothing,” Sue lies. 
 
    Well, the first bit was true, but it wasn’t nothing. Sue can still feel where Cal squeezed her thigh. When she was getting changed before – not wanting Josh to see her braless in a dress she hasn’t worn in years – she noticed there is actually a grimy smudge on her hip, beneath the waistband of her panties. It’s Cal’s thumb print, and it’s still there now while her husband stands glaring at her. 
 
    She doesn’t turn to face him because she can’t lie straight-faced. “I was just being neighbourly. The guy’s not that bad. He’s fixing up the house for his paraplegic sister.” 
 
    Josh grunts. “Which one of them was it?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Which one of the gang? One of those fat guys? The old one?” 
 
    “Umm – the tall one with the short hair.” 
 
    Was I supposed to say the cutest one? No – not a good idea. 
 
    “What’s his name?” 
 
    Sue’s blushing now. She glances back over her shoulder. “What difference does it make, Josh? He just gave us a ride on the motorbike. It wasn’t even on the road.” 
 
    “So, what’s his name? What’s the big deal about telling me his name?” 
 
    “Because you’re freaking out.” 
 
    Josh picks up a tea towel and grabs a pot from the drainer. “Well, whatever his name is, I don’t want the children on his bike anymore, and I don’t want you associating with bikers either.” 
 
    “Associating?” Sue repeats, eyebrows raised. 
 
    Josh glares back at her. “Carrying on like a frigging biker chick.” 
 
    Sue’s blush fires up again, guiltily. 
 
    That’s pretty spot on with the fantasy I’ve been having all afternoon. 
 
    “Okay,” she concedes. “I won’t get on the bike again…. I wasn’t about to anyway.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    Sue’s finished washing, and leaves Josh to dry the dishes while she gets the kids’ bath ready. She needs to wash Cynthia’s hair tonight. Cynthia’s first. Preston likes his playtime, so it’s best he goes second. Josh is on his laptop in the dining room and closes a page quickly as Sue walks past. She thinks it might have been porn – nudie pictures. She knows he’s not into anything hard core. 
 
    Preston has all but emptied the bathwater onto the floor as usual. Sue mops it up and runs her own bath. The men next door are outside again, their deep voices resounding in her bathroom. They’re right there outside the window, and she’s nude. She listens carefully for Cal’s voice. She knows it well now, and his laugh. She closes the toilet seat and sits down, lifting a leg and resting that foot against the rim of the bath. The little smudge is still there on her hip. It’s kind of greasy. 
 
    Sue runs her middle finger through her slit. She’s already wet – or perhaps still wet from what she’s been thinking about all day. She teases her lips open and circles her clit, arching back and rolling her pelvis as her finger slips inside and the deep base of the men’s laughter resonates through her. Her vibrator is there sitting upon a folded white towel on the wash basin. She doesn’t need to turn it on. She keeps rubbing her clit as it sinks in. It has an upward curve that has the head of the thing massaging just the right spot as she grinds down onto it. 
 
    She has to bite her lip hard when her orgasm hits. It thumps through her quite powerfully – her eyes shut tight – her faceless man with a face this time – a burst of his laughter booming as she squirms down on her toy and squeezes her slutty legs together. 
 
    Sue takes Cal into the bath with her. She’s just named her toy. 
 
    Surely that’s no worse than my husband looking at porn and eyeing off all the young girls. 
 
    She gives Cal a wash and sets him on the side of the bath. The hot water swallows her as she lies back and takes a deep, satisfied breath. She’s still tingling all over from her climax. She spends near enough an hour soaking and listening to the men talk – picking up that they are all riding to a bungalow up north where they stay for a few months every summer. It seems they’re leaving on Monday morning. Cal has more to do with his sister’s house and will be joining them in a week or so. 
 
    After her bath, Sue finds Josh still on his laptop, with work stuff on the screen this time. She cuddles up behind him. “Are we okay, Josh?” 
 
    He claims her hands and squeezes. “Of course we are, love…. Anniversary Saturday night, eh? I booked our usual table at the tavern. They say the new band is pretty good.” 
 
    “I know – Janie said…. I might buy a new dress. Do you think we can afford it?” 
 
    “Sure. How much?” 
 
    “Fifty. I’ve already picked one out.” 
 
    “Could you pick up a new pair of Wranglers for me while you’re shopping, please? Better go up a size from the last ones.” 
 
    Sue’s dismissed with that, as Josh returns to his work. She watches TV for a while and goes to bed, with her husband still busy there at the dining table. She doesn’t hear him come in, and he’s up and getting ready for work when she wakes in the morning. 
 
    She has a shift at the supermarket this afternoon, but still has a few hours free after getting the kids off to school. She decides to attack the washing. She’s outside hanging it on the line when the back door of the neighbour’s house slams and a pair of eyes fix upon her. Sue doesn’t need to look – she can feel them. 
 
    “Hey, Sue, how ya’ going?” 
 
    “Hi, Cal. Fine thanks.” 
 
    He crunches an apple. “Nice day, eh?” 
 
    Sue nods, feeling her cheeks heat. He’s leaning on the fence, right there. She’s wearing her cut-offs and a strapless tube top. Her belly’s exposed and she’s braless again today. She glances to check as she bends down to get the next item from the wash basket – her nipples aren’t visible through the yellow stretch-cotton but they are aroused and obvious. 
 
    “I got into trouble for yesterday,” Sue pouts. 
 
    I don’t know why I’m confiding. 
 
    “For what – the bike ride?” 
 
    “Yeah. My husband wasn’t impressed.” 
 
    “Sorry,” Cal offers sincerely. 
 
    Sue turns to face him. “No, it’s fine. Josh is just a bit intimidated by you guys being here is all. All the men in the street probably are.” 
 
    Cal chuckles. “Yeah, I guess.” His eyes travel down Sue’s body then back up again. “Your husband should be wary of other men, Sue. He needs to be.” 
 
    Sue just blushes and looks away. 
 
    This is so wrong. He’s looking at my breasts now. 
 
    She plucks at her top, tugging it up a bit. 
 
    “You’ve got nice tits, Sue.” 
 
    Sue shakes her head, blushing deeper and looking away again. “You’re so bad,” she tells the guy. 
 
    He’s just grinning at her. “Can I take a photo of you?” 
 
    That confuses her. “Why?” 
 
    “Just to have in my phone…. To keep.” 
 
    Sue’s frowning now, but she can’t help smiling at the thought he wants a photo of her. 
 
    “You won’t show it to those other guys?” 
 
    “Nope. It’ll be all mine.” 
 
    “Well, how am I supposed to pose? I’m hanging washing….” 
 
    He aims his phone and clicks. “Perfect…. Wait – one more….” He taps the screen a couple of times then the phone clicks again. 
 
    Sue’s giggling as she approaches to have a look at the photos. He shows her the first one, which is okay. She’s smiling. It’s a nice picture. “And the other one?” she asks. He swipes to it. It’s a shot where he’s zoomed in on her breasts. “Hey you! That’s naughty!” 
 
    “Yeah, but hot too,” he says with a big grin. “Are you going topless again today?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Why not? Think of the nasty tan lines you’re getting with this on.” He touches the hem of her top, testing the fabric. She rakes her hair back with both hands, her chest forward, not knowing what she’s thinking. She holds her breath as he cups her left breast and feels it. He thumbs the nipple before she reacts and squirms away. 
 
    “Don’t,” she tells him. 
 
    She’s trying to think – to get her mind around what’s happening. He catches the waistband of her shorts and tugs her toward him. The fence is between them, but that’s all. He takes hold of the back of her neck, and she swoons as he kisses her. His lips are pressing hard. Hers part, and his tongue enters her mouth. He tastes of apple. 
 
    Sue’s head is spinning. Her legs are gone. Cal’s crushing her to him and the fence, bending her head back and taking her mouth. 
 
    She pushes away from him. “Don’t…. I can’t do this.” 
 
    His eyes are different – softer – without the animosity. He holds up his hands. “Sorry…. That was out of line.” 
 
    Sue wipes her mouth on the back of her hand. It’s wet. She can still taste him. 
 
    “I just can’t,” she tells him again, and she rushes inside the house and closes the door. 
 
    Sue’s heart is pounding. Her face is on fire as she clasps it. 
 
    Shit!  
 
    She peeps through the laundry curtain. Cal’s no longer there in his yard, that she can see. 
 
    Oh, my God – what was that?  
 
    She pulls a shirt from a pile of folded washing and quickly puts it on, wrapping it around herself and folding her arms. She can still feel his hand on her breast – his tongue in her mouth. 
 
    Shit! 
 
    She hurries to call Janie but changes her mind. 
 
    What am I supposed to say? I went outside to tease the guy, and he grabbed me? 
 
    That’s exactly what happened. And he kissed me! Hard! An ‘oh God’ kiss! 
 
    Shit! 
 
    She flops on the lounge, still clutching her shirt firmly closed. Her life – her marriage, is churning in her head. She gets up and sneaks back to the laundry window where she can see all of the yard next door. Cal’s still nowhere to be seen. 
 
    There’s a knock on the front door. Her heart leaps. She sneaks back to the living room and peeps out the curtain. It’s him. He’s standing there – head bowed, waiting. 
 
    She opens the door and meets his eyes. 
 
    He shakes his head, obviously annoyed with himself. “Sue, I just want to apologise again. I was totally out of line…. Please – your washing. You were hanging washing, and I deliberately went outside to accost you.” He holds up his hands. “Please, don’t be afraid to go out into your yard. I’m working inside the house. I won’t bother you.” 
 
    Sue’s biting her lip. She doesn’t know what to say. The guy turns and strides away. 
 
    She closes the door and returns to the kitchen where she stands staring out the window unable to get her mind to focus on anything. She can still feel his hand on her breast and his tongue in her mouth. Her heart is still tingling excitement that she hasn’t felt in years. 
 
    I haven’t been this alive since I can’t even remember. 
 
    The washing is out there in the basket. Sue’s brain registers this and has her back out there finishing to hang it up. She doesn’t think he’s watching now. She can’t feel his eyes – unfortunately. 
 
    She’s back inside now, staring at the blank television screen. His kiss actually shocked her. It has had her reeling this past half hour, but she has a bit of a giggle at herself. 
 
    I’m not a schoolgirl – I’m a mature woman, and that was just a kiss. It’s no big deal. I was asking for it, and maybe I got a little bit more than I was expecting. 
 
    Oh, my God, I’m such a bitch…. The poor guy! 
 
    She checks out the front window again and can see only his motorbike in the carport. A peace offering is in order, so she cuts off a huge slab of apple pie she baked yesterday and wraps it. 
 
    I’m a grown-up. I can do this in a sensible, mature way. 
 
    She knocks on his front door. It opens immediately. 
 
    “Sue?” 
 
    She smiles. “I can’t accept your apology, Cal.” 
 
    He frowns in question. “You can’t?” 
 
    “You don’t owe me one,” she tells him. She’s rehearsed this in her head on the way over. It’s going the way she planned it. She offers him the pie. 
 
    He grins. “What’s this?” 
 
    “A peace offering. A neighbourly gesture.” 
 
    He opens the paper wrapping. His eyes light up, making Sue’s belly flip flop a little. “Yum!” he says and takes a big bite. “Oh, that’s good, Sue…. Did you bake this?” He takes another bite, devouring more than half of the oversized portion already. 
 
    “You don’t have to eat it right now.” 
 
    “No, I’m hungry!” He takes another bite as he backs away from the door and invites her inside. “I’ve got nothing to eat here…. This is great.” He fits the rest of the pie into his mouth, munches it and swallows it down. “Do you want a coffee?” 
 
    Sue nods. “Okay.” 
 
    She follows into the kitchen. The house is empty. There are tools and building stuff lying around everywhere. She can see where doorways have been cut and widened. 
 
    Cal has to wash cups to make the coffee. There’s a bar fridge on the counter and a pot on the stove where he’s boiling water. Sue takes a seat at a paint-stained kitchen table. Cal sits too. She sips the coffee he’s made her and watches his mouth as he sips his. He has a big mouth. She noticed that when he kissed her, also when he was stuffing the pie in. 
 
    “I need to show more respect…. You’re a married woman,” he declares forthrightly. 
 
    “I was teasing you for a reaction.” This is more of what she had planned to say. “I was being a hussy.” 
 
    He chuckles. “Okay – well, in that case I’m flattered.” 
 
    “Good…. I am too.” 
 
    He thinks for a minute. “You remind me of my ex, Sue – in all the good ways.” He takes his wallet from his jeans pocket and extracts a photograph. “You don’t look like her, of course, but you seem like the kind of person I remember her to be – back then.” 
 
    “You look young here.” 
 
    “We were just married. That’s my daughter, Eve, playing on the ground.” He shows another photograph. “She’s at university now.” 
 
    “She’s pretty.” 
 
    “I know – she’s great. She walks all over me.” 
 
    “So, you said you were married less than seven years. How long?” 
 
    “About five. Eve had only just started school. We had her before we married.” 
 
    “And you’ve been single ever since – like, fifteen years or so?” 
 
    He nods, offering a bit of a shrug. “You get set in your ways. It’s hard to imagine going back to the whole family thing…. It’s still beautiful to imagine.” 
 
    He holds Sue’s eyes as he says that. She blushes – the heat from her face filtering all the way down to her panties. 
 
    She looks around the room, needing to change the subject. “This is a nice kitchen.” 
 
    “Yeah, it’s all good for Angie too. There’s plenty of room for her to get around. I raised the floor up to the bottom edge of the cupboards to give her better reach…. Come, check out the bathroom.” 
 
    He leads her through the house. All doorways have been widened. Some are yet to be finished. The bathroom has hand rails everywhere. It’s done in a nice cream tile – simple and bright. Sue can see a bedroom across the hall with a single bed mattress on the floor. It has a sheet and blanket kicked aside where it has obviously been slept in. It looks sweaty. The picture in her mind is of being pushed down onto it and fucked. 
 
    Cal is talking but she’s not listening. He turns to her in the bathroom doorway. She looks up from his unmade bed to meet his eyes. He’s a gorgeous, hunk of a man, fifteen years single, who thinks what she is to be beautiful. She’s looking at his mouth again now. He touches her hair. Her lips part as his head tilts and his lips press softly. 
 
    Sue moans a little – a hum of delight as he mashes more firmly and probes with his tongue. She opens and accepts it. She places her arms around his neck. He pulls her close, and she lifts to tip-toes to return his kiss. 
 
    He says nothing, and she doesn’t wish to either. Their eyes lock, an exchange of pure desire occurs – words unnecessary. 
 
    This is something removed from my real life. It has nothing to do with my marriage. It feels as if it’s on a completely different level – a different dimension of existence. 
 
    A twinge of guilt evaporates as he kisses her hard again. She doesn’t know what he’s thinking. His hand is on her shoulder. She claims it and moves it down to her breast. She denied him earlier, and feels as though she needs to say it’s okay. 
 
    “Are you sure?” he breathes into her mouth. 
 
    “Yes,” Sue utters in reply. The guilt again surging, but it becomes a swarm of tingles coursing through her body as the big biker pinches her nipple and kisses her again. 
 
    As their mouths mash together and their tongues swirl, he continues feeling her breast. Her shirt has slipped from her shoulder. He works his way beneath her tube top and feels her bare. She moans into his mouth and grinds down onto his big leg. It’s between hers. She squirms on it, rubbing herself through the thick fabric of her jean shorts. He’s flexing his thigh muscle and holding her in place with his other hand upon her lower back. He’s still kissing her as he hikes her tube top up and exposes her breasts. 
 
    He looks at them. “Fuck yeah, Sue.” 
 
    He moves back a bit and bends down. Sue watches his face as his mouth opens over her left nipple. She’s holding his head, and she thrusts her chest forward as he sucks hard, pulling half of her boob into his mouth and lashing the nipple with his tongue. 
 
    Sue’s panting by the time he finishes with her left and opens his mouth over her right breast. He has moved beside her now. He’s leaning back against the door frame. He cups her crotch with his huge hand. She can feel how hot she is – how wet her panties are. He sucks hard and rolls his tongue around her nipple as he grips her and rubs into her pussy with his fingers. 
 
    Sue almost cums. She’s so close to an orgasm. 
 
    He abandons her breasts and kisses her mouth again, distracting her. She moans wildly as his powerful male essence floods her and his hand flattens against her belly and slides down the front of her shorts. “Uhhh..hh,” she cries out as his fingers curl upward and force the soft fabric of her panties into her. He grips her firmly and moves his arm, rubbing her clit and probing her wetness within the tight restriction of her jean shorts. 
 
    He searches for her eyes. “Fuck you’re wet, Sue.” 
 
    Sue nods. Her mouth is still open. He kisses her again. His fingers worm beneath the front of her panties, and he reaches further into her shorts and pushes several of them up inside of her. 
 
    He grins. “That’s better.” 
 
    Sue nods some more, biting her lip, and beginning to pant again as he twists his hand in the confined space and starts working in and out. His fingers are huge. They’re penetrating deep into her, and the calloused palm of his hand is mashing her clit. She pulls his head close and clings to it, opening her thighs and humping his big paw. She thrusts and grinds lewdly against it until her orgasm thumps through her belly making her squeeze her legs together and crush him. 
 
    He kisses her hard again, his tongue searching deep as he forces his fingers back in. Sue’s coming down quickly and her mind is beginning to clear. She knows what he will want now. He’s prepared her. She’s wet and open, and he’s erect and ready to take her. 
 
    “Let me do you now,” she says, meeting his eyes and feeling for his cock. 
 
    I can’t let him. I mustn’t let this go so far. 
 
    “I want you in my mouth,” she whispers to him. 
 
    She’s rubbing him through his jeans. She squirms away from his hand and kisses down his chest. She lifts his t-shirt and kisses his belly. He strokes her head as she opens his jeans and finds his cock swollen beneath red jocks. She stretches them over and frees it. It’s hot and flexes as she squeezes. He’s circumcised. The head is broad. She can barely close her fingers around the shaft. He groans and thrusts as she takes him into her mouth. 
 
    Cal hunches over, holding Sue’s head and continuing to thrust as she strokes and sucks on him. Her high has ended. Her mind is clear. 
 
    I’m not supposed to be doing this. I’m betraying my husband and being a total slut. 
 
    She strokes and sucks, squeezing her eyes shut and hoping he’ll finish soon. He’s still holding her head and rolling his hips. His cock surges and he holds firm. It hardens and expands, and a strong burst of cum gushes up against the roof of her mouth. 
 
    He groans his satisfaction, and Sue waits until he’s finished. He’s stroking her hair now. She still has him in her mouth. His ejaculate is quite large. There’s a wash basin right there, but she decides to swallow it, keeping her eyes closed and allowing the hot gooey semen to leak down her throat. It feels like a little more badness and gives her another tiny thrill. 
 
    He’s smiling down at her when she opens her eyes. The feeling of guilt is waning again. 
 
    At least I stopped things before they went as far as full intercourse. 
 
    Sue’s on her knees with Cal’s cock still in her mouth. She takes it out and inspects it. It’s quite beautiful – heavy and interesting. He was a little longer than Josh and considerably thicker when fully erect. His balls are still inside his jocks. She’s curious, so she stretches the waist band down and lifts his cock to look at them. Maybe he shaves them. They’re bald and kind of saggy in their sac. She nuzzles in and gives them a kiss, peering up to meet his broadening smile. 
 
    “I have to go to work,” she tells him. 
 
    “Oh…. That sucks.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    What am I supposed to say at this point? 
 
    She pulls her top down and backs away, turning and walking along the hall toward the front door. He follows and catches her hand, pulling her to him for another kiss. She submits to that, lifting her head as he kisses her neck. He moves her hair aside and sucks on her skin, making her melt against him. He’s found her weak spot. She ends up swivelling around as he nibbles her shoulder. He’s already erect again. She’s pressing her bottom back against it. He feels up her front and takes hold of her breasts. His big hands cover them. He squeezes. Sue squirms back against the guy’s cock, lifting her arms and holding his head. He searches under her top with both hands and feels her bare. His hands are so rough against her quivering skin. 
 
    “You sure you have to go?” 
 
    “Uh huh…. I have to get ready for work.” 
 
    He’s pinching her nipples, rolling each of them teasingly. She feels behind her back. His jeans are still open. His cock is sticking out the top of his jocks. She squeezes it. He abandons one breast and tugs at the button on her jean shorts. 
 
    “I can’t, Cal,” Sue breathes into his hair. “I can’t have sex with you – not like this.” 
 
    He kisses her neck some more and reaches into her panties. His fingers enter her easily. He has more room with her pants open and reaches under to insert two of them into her. “Do you want to cum again?” he whispers. 
 
    “Uh huh….” 
 
    “Take these off – let me eat you out.” 
 
    Sue whimpers. Her legs are gone. He tugs her shorts and panties down, and she steps out of them. 
 
    “Just stand there like that, baby….” 
 
    He has her leaning with both hands against the closed door, like she’s going to be frisked. He gets down on the floor, and his head appears between her legs. She takes hold of his hair with one hand – grabbing a fist full of it as he opens that huge mouth over her pussy and tongue kisses her. He’s sucking and slurping and thrusting his tongue in deep. She holds his head and rides it, grinding on his gorgeous, whiskery face. He stops searching in deep and starts lashing her clit. He isolates it and sucks on it, his chin now opening her, and she grinds down on that. He pushes up into her with his thumb, holding her bottom with his huge hand and working the thick digit in and out until her belly clenches and she cries out. 
 
    “That’s it, beautiful, cum for me,” he taunts. He’s stopped attacking her clit now. He knows when to ease up, it seems. His tongue is flat as he laps at her dripping juices. His face is wet and shiny from them. 
 
    He disappears from down there. Sue slumps against the door again, ready for frisking, ready if he still wants to fuck her. She peers back at him. He’s still bent down. He nudges her foot and slips it into the leg of her shorts. He redresses her, pulling them up as he stands. 
 
    He kisses the back of her neck. “That’s better. At least we’re even now.” 
 
    “Yes we are. We’re at least even,” Sue replies, huffing a breath of the kind of satisfaction she needs more of. 
 
    He buttons and zips her shorts. Her panties have gone missing, but she sees them stuffed in his pocket. She blushes. 
 
    He’s grinning, reading her mind. “Can I keep them?” 
 
    Sue frowns. “What – for your collection?” 
 
    He lifts her chin. His eyes bore into hers. “I don’t have a collection, Sue.” His kiss is tender. He pushes her panties into her hand and moves away from her, leaning against the wall beside the door, allowing her to open it. “You’re beautiful,” he says. 
 
    Sue’s blush engulfs her. She opens the door and stops. She meets his gorgeous blue eyes again and stuffs her panties into his hand. 
 
    She doesn’t look back as she hurries around the hedge and to her door. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
    Sue 
 
    Sue’s still in a daze after she’s showered and is dressing for work. Her fingers are shaking as she buttons her blouse. 
 
    It’s a relief to have a shift to do right now – to not have to face the kids or Josh until I get home tonight. I’m going to need every minute of the next six hours to figure out what the hell I just did. 
 
    Work is busy. The display cases have been raided and need restocking – perfect. She’s been here for years and can push her co-workers around a bit. She doesn’t want to serve right now. Slicing meat in the back suits her better, and going in and out of the cool room like this is good too. She has on the big, thick cooler coat. She feels like she needs to completely conceal her body. It’s a very naughty body, which is still simmering. 
 
    She’s trying to think about what she’s done to her marriage, but she can’t stop thinking about him – the man who so thoroughly ravaged her this afternoon – the one with the incredible eyes and huge hands – the one with the tongue that she can still feel as she squirms her thighs together. 
 
    Beneath the cooler coat and work pants, she’s still on fire. Her nipples are sensitive, and her panties are damp between her legs. 
 
    I can’t believe I gave him my panties. 
 
    She thinks about that. She knows he won’t show them around. He’s not going to boast to his biker friends. He’s more genuine than that. It’s like he wants some of her to keep – the photos and her underwear. She wonders what happened to him: Why is he still single after so long? How badly did his wife hurt him? It isn’t possible to be deeply hurt unless you are the kind of person who gives of yourself fully. She can see that in him. The big motorbike is nothing. It’s just something he has, not who he is. 
 
    He’s gorgeous! 
 
    She’s blushing now, and she’s alone slicing roast beef in a snow suit. Her heart is thumping. She can’t get the picture of that mattress on the floor out of her slutty mind. 
 
    His cock was so beautiful – so thick and so hard again five minutes after he came. Imagine what he could do to me if he had me all night. Imagine being kissed, like he kissed me, while the damnED thing is plunging into me down there. 
 
    Shit! Just stop it, Sue! 
 
    She can’t stop it. Her shift is over, and she’s driving home still replaying things over and over in her mind. There are half a dozen bikes parked at his house. The lights are all on inside, and she can see lots of people in there – men and women – all bikers by the look of them. There’s music pumping. 
 
    Sue draws a breath and opens her door. It’s time to face her real life. 
 
    “Hi, sweetheart,” her husband says. He’s watching a boxing match on television. 
 
    “Hi,” Sue says back, guilt welling up inside of her. 
 
    The kids are at the dining table with their colouring-in books. Her dinner is in the oven. She sits with them. It’s hard to swallow the food. 
 
    After his boxing match, Josh takes the kids to bed and tucks them in. The married couple are then watching a movie together – Sue on the lounge and Josh in his favourite recliner. The music next door is still loud at ten o’clock. There are bikes roaring up and down the street. 
 
    “What are you doing, Josh?” 
 
    “Calling the police.” 
 
    “No, don’t do that. It’s Friday night and not that late yet.” 
 
    He holds his hand up at Sue and talks into his phone. “Yes, hello. I’d like to report a disturbance in my street….” 
 
    Sue’s cringing now, hugging her knees to her chest as her husband reports the guy she had sex with today to the police. They arrive in minutes – two squad cars. Josh goes out the front. Sue peeps through the curtain and sees Cal being spoken to by one policeman while others walk in and out of the house, probably checking for drugs, Sue imagines. Cal glances at her in the window. She doesn’t try to hide. Josh is there beside the officer talking to him. Cal glances again, and she thinks she sees a grin, which makes her smile back. 
 
    One of the fat bikers approaches Josh, but two policemen step between them and confront the guy. They are exchanging heated words. Cal glances at Sue again and clutches his chest, feigning heartbreak. She’s giggling now and holding her satin robe closed. 
 
    “Fucking hooligans,” Josh growls as he comes in and slams the front door closed. 
 
    Sue’s sitting on the lounge watching the movie again by this time. “Yes, dear.” 
 
    Josh sleeps facing away, and Sue doesn’t cuddle up at all through the night. She hasn’t slept much – mostly just tossed and turned at the reoccurring sensation of being eaten out so thoroughly, and she’s stared at the ceiling through periods of disgust with herself. 
 
    Sue zombies through her Saturday morning shift at the supermarket delicatessen and picks up her dress and Josh’s jeans on the way home. They drop the kids with Josh’s mother and are seated in a quiet corner for their meal at the tavern. 
 
    It’s their eighth anniversary. They’ve eaten here for the last six and usually frequent the place about four or five times a year otherwise. Josh slides Sue’s gift and card across the table. She wants to cry. She passes him the small gift bag with his new watch and a card that she felt was true when she picked it out a couple of weeks ago. She wants to cry and throw up. 
 
    Should I just tell him? 
 
    What should I tell him – that I got with the biker guy next door or that I’ve been feeling so bored and ignored lately that I NEEDED to get with the biker guy next door? 
 
    She sheds a tear as she opens a little felt box and finds diamond earrings. Josh smiles, like it’s just the joy of it getting to her. 
 
    “I don’t deserve these, Josh…. This card….” 
 
    “Of course you do, sweetheart. Do you want to dance?” 
 
    Sue nods and sniffles some more. 
 
    The music is slow country and western. They sway together – cuddling now. Sue’s tears are wetting her husband’s shoulder, but she hides her face from him. 
 
    “What are you doing here, chump?” someone calls out. 
 
    They are close to the area where men are playing pool. Sue recognises the fat biker guy from last night. He approaches. Josh faces him, pushing Sue behind his back. 
 
    Josh is not easily intimidated. Everyone has stopped and cleared a space for the two men to confront. 
 
    “What the fuck are you doing here? I told you I’d boot your arse if I ever saw you on the street,” the fat biker growls. 
 
    “Back off, man. I’m not here for a fight.” 
 
    Josh pushes Sue further away. She blends into the circle of people watching on. 
 
    “Leave it, Reece,” another biker says. 
 
    The fat guy waves him away. He raises his fists. Josh does to. The biker lunges and strikes Josh. He staggers back but quickly recovers and tackles the guy, driving him into the pool area and against a table. They wrestle and punch one another. Sue’s petrified as she watches. People are cheering. Suddenly Josh is on the floor holding his arm, with blood oozing from beneath his hand. He staggers to his feet. He’s backed against a pool table, and the biker has a knife, waving it back and forth. Sue screams. Other people do too. Men are yelling for the guy to stop. 
 
    Suddenly Sue’s pushed aside and another man strides directly toward the fight. He gets between Josh and the biker with his back to Josh. Josh is pulled aside, leaving the two men faced off. The fat biker’s face has changed. It’s ashen grey. The man now facing him is Cal. 
 
    Cal has his arms out, extended forward, his palms open. He’s swaying side to side, smiling. The fat guy lunges with the knife. Cal blocks that action with one arm and strikes back with his other fist. The fat guy is now on his knees clutching his throat and gasping for a breath. 
 
    Cal picks up the knife from the floor. Something then hits him in the chest. It’s a Taser. Two policemen tackle him and cuff his hands behind his back. 
 
    The fat biker still can’t breathe. A policeman calls for an ambulance. 
 
    Sue is beside Josh now, clutching his arm. They’ve wrapped a towel around the cut. His face is pale. They push a chair under him and he slumps onto it. 
 
    A half an hour later, Sue is sitting in the waiting area of Emergency while Josh is being stitched up. The fat biker survived. It took a long time for the ambulance guys to get him breathing again. The police carted him and Cal off with them. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
    Sue 
 
    It’s Sunday morning and all is quiet next door. The kids are playing in the yard. Josh has his newspaper and coffee. The cut is across his upper left arm. He’s favouring it a little but doesn’t seem too inconvenienced or in any pain at all. 
 
    “Will you be going to work tomorrow? Are you taking time off?” 
 
    He shrugs. “I’m fine. I can go in – light duties.” 
 
    “Oh, okay….” 
 
    This pleases Sue. She doesn’t want Josh hanging around home all this week. She has three evening shifts and her usual, next Saturday morning. The kids are in school, so that gives her all day home alone from tomorrow through Friday. She’s thinking this without understanding why. 
 
    I mean, I have a feeling as to why I want to be at home alone – a naughty feeling – an exciting one. 
 
    To Sue, it feels like when you are at the market and you put that bar of chocolate in your basket when you know you shouldn’t. You’re not just going to weaken – you’re planning to weaken. 
 
    This isn’t chocolate, of course. This is her marriage. It’s a promise she has never before considered breaching. It feels like she’s already over that line, though – that it’s too late to turn back. 
 
    Plus I’m so hungry for what is being offered here. I don’t understand my husband. Why isn’t he interested in me anymore? Sure – if I initiate things he will respond, but even then it’s all about his needs. Why isn’t he interested in what I need anymore? 
 
    These thoughts are in Sue’s head all Sunday and have her tossing and turning through the night. She knows she’s in the wrong. 
 
    I don’t think I’m WRONG, but I am certainly IN THE wrong. 
 
    “Bye, Cynthia…. Eat your lunch, Preston.” 
 
    Her hands are shaking as she drives away from the school. 
 
    Can I really do this? I know what’s going to happen if I go over there. He’s going to take one look at me and know he can have everything he wants. 
 
    His bike is in the car-port. His house is in silence. Sue imagines he’s still sleeping. She pictures him lying on his sweaty mattress. 
 
    In her bedroom, she opens a drawer and considers underwear choices. 
 
    What do you wear when you want a man to fuck you?  
 
    She chooses white lace-front panties, cotton ones. She’s thinking he will probably leave her open, and if he wants her more than once, he will also be leaving her quite messy. 
 
    This is going to happen once in my life. I’m going to let him fuck me all day if he wants to – all day and all week. 
 
    She takes off her bra and pulls on a little, yellow stretch-cotton dress. It is as if painted on. Her boobs lift and jiggle as she brushes her hair and ties it back. Her nipples are already erect. She slips on flat sandals and fixes her lip-gloss. A photo of Josh and her at the beach catches her eye, but she brushes off the guilt as she leaves their bedroom and closes the door. It feels like her marriage is safe in there – safer with the door closed. 
 
    A moment later, she’s standing at the big biker’s door. She doesn’t remember walking there. The breeze is cool against her skin. A car passes along the street. A dog is barking. Her lips are dry again. Her heart is beating so hard she can feel it. 
 
    “Sue?” 
 
    She didn’t knock. Cal has opened the door and is smiling down at her. 
 
    “Hi,” she utters. 
 
    He steps back, and Sue walks past him so he can close the door – closing this fantasy life in – safely separate. 
 
    He has said something else but it hasn’t registered with her. She’s facing him. He’s shirtless in jeans and bare feet. His hair is ruffled from bed. She touches his stomach and traces a line down to the button on his jeans. She peers up at him. 
 
    His smile has ended. His eyes bore into hers. She parts her lips as he bends to her. She’s taken hold of with his powerful arms. He crushes her to his body as he searches her mouth with his tongue. A moan escapes her. She can’t help that – her heart is bursting. 
 
    He lifts her into his arms, still kissing her as he takes her to his bed. She feels so small – helpless. She keeps hold of his neck while he mauls hers. She’s on her back on his scrunched-up sheet, the mattress exposed beneath her bottom. His hand is up her dress. He gropes her right breast and resumes kissing her open mouth. He feels her firmly and rolls her nipple. Her hands are in his hair now, and she pushes him down as he lifts her dress up to her neck. 
 
    He sucks hard on her tit as his big hand gropes between her legs. 
 
    Sue moans again, gripping his head, spreading her legs and writhing her breast up against his mouth. He’s rubbing into her down below. He hasn’t moved her panties aside yet. He’s rubbing her through them. She feels for his jeans, trying to get at his cock. She wants it inside her. His finger slips in. It’s through the edge of her panties now. He lifts her with it, jiggling it inside her, squishing her clit with the palm of his hand. He has her right breast in his mouth, his tongue lashing her nipple. He helps her rip open his jeans, and she closes her hand around his cock. It’s fully erect – hot, hard and flexing as she squeezes. 
 
    Cal pulls at Sue’s panties. She lifts so he can remove them. He edges around, and she spreads her legs beneath him. He’s kissing her again now. His tongue is in her mouth as she guides his cock into her body. She braces on her feet and lifts as he sinks in. He rolls his pelvis and impales her. He rolls back and thrusts – again and again. An orgasm thumps through Sue’s belly and she moans wildly into the big biker’s mouth. 
 
    This is what I needed. This is everything I needed. He’s so completely inside of me – in my mouth, my head, my belly. This big, powerful man, so alive and intense – he’s filling me with his desire. 
 
    She grinds against him, letting him know it’s okay to continue now. He had been holding firmly up her while she came. He’s not kissing her now. His head is beside hers, his whiskery face pressed against her neck and cheek. She holds his head as he rolls his pelvis and surges in and out of her. She continues to grind against the base of his cock, mashing her clit and angling his penetration to rub just right. His actions are authoritative, controlled. He’s fucking her slowly and deliberately now. She’s crushing him to her, grinding wildly, moaning and panting. 
 
    “That’s it, Sue, let it go,” he breathes into her ear, and her orgasm resurges. He doesn’t hold this time, though. He continues fucking her. He’s groaning and thrusting harder, driving her deeper into orgasm. He starts pounding into her, slapping hard against her spread thighs. She clings to his head and digs her nails into his back with her other hand. He spears his cock into her one final time, and every muscle in his body pumps up. “Fuck yes!” he groans into Sue’s ear, bucking once more and holding firm, quivering as he throbs inside of her. 
 
    Sue holds him tight, keeping her legs wide open as he slowly screws her. He has remained firm. She’s extremely wet now, of course. 
 
    It’s amazing to feel how far he’s splitting me – stretching me. He’s so huge. 
 
    Cal kisses Sue’s mouth, his eyes searching for hers. She avoids him for a moment but succumbs and meets his gaze, unsure of what to say – whether she should speak. 
 
    “Are you all good, Sue?” 
 
    She nods. “I’m fine…. This is fine.” 
 
    He cups her face with both hands. He’s on his elbows, his lower body still rocking gently back and forth as he continues fucking her. He grins. “Just fine?” 
 
    Sue bites her lip. “Um – more than fine.” 
 
    He surges into her and holds firm. She grinds down onto him. 
 
    I can’t believe how hard he is again. 
 
    “I haven’t had this in so long, Cal…. I’ve never had –” 
 
    Sue doesn’t finish saying that she’s never been fucked quite like this. It seems wrong to compare. This is physically different – totally amazing. It’s not like making love, though. She doesn’t want to think about making love right now. 
 
    “Never had a dick this fat, eh?” he asks with a cheeky grin. 
 
    Did he just totally get me? I think he did. 
 
    Sue shakes her head. “No – never. This is only my second one.” 
 
    The big biker kisses her. “I’m hungry.” 
 
    “Oh – really – what about?” She squirms onto his cock. “Don’t you want to again?” 
 
    “Do I need to make the most of this time or can I save up for more later?” 
 
    Sue blushes. “Um – there’s no rush.” 
 
    He surges into her once more. She closes her eyes and squirms on him, her orgasm right there and wanting to reignite. 
 
    He’s watching her face when she opens her eyes. “Beautiful in many ways, Sue.” 
 
    “So are you.” 
 
    His brows flicker. “Thanks.” He kisses her again. “Can we make believe today?” 
 
    “Make believe?” Sue asks. A tingle of something other than lust swarms through her. 
 
    The guy’s still fucking her. He kisses her again while his big dick impales her and probes around inside. 
 
    She clings to him, holding him close. “Don’t stop now,” she whimpers. “Keep fucking me just like that.” 
 
    He pulls back and impales her with another long, deep insertion. She whimpers some more and wriggles on his dick. He goes again – out slow and in slow, but holding firm on the up-stroke and rocking his hips a few times. He pulls back again – still slow, then he surges in powerfully, lifting her, driving her crazy. He feels even bigger somehow. She’s completely slick and he’s spearing into her. She bites on his shoulder to stop from screaming as her orgasm spreads out inside of her and takes hold, to then contract and thump through her body in spasms of pure ecstasy. 
 
    She keeps her face buried into his neck. He holds her, stroking her hair and continuing to move slowly inside of her. The intensity of her climax gradually fades. He grinds against her and holds firm – his cock swelling and throbbing as he ejaculates again. 
 
    When he’s finished this time he softens, and after being under his weight for so long, it’s a relief that he rolls off and settles beside her. Sue closes her legs. Her dress has slipped to cover her breasts. He places his big hand upon her bare belly. 
 
    “What do you want to make-believe, Cal?” 
 
    He scoffs embarrassingly. “No – that was silly.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
    Cal 
 
    Don’t be an idiot, man. She’s here for sex. 
 
    Cal can’t keep from marvelling at how beautiful Sue is. Her belly is soft and warm beneath his hand. He loves that he’s just been inside there. He couldn’t have gotten in any deeper when he was cumming. His spent cock lying on her groin right now is still pulsing softly. His balls are completely drained. It’s wonderful. 
 
    He offers a hand to help her up, her dress falling to her hips. Her pussy is bare – the tiny strip of fur above it merely a decoration. She pulls up pretty white panties and covers herself. Cal notices they cling to her pussy lips as she reaches back to fix her hair, her dress still up above her hips. 
 
    He takes hold of her and kisses her again. She puts her arms around his neck and lifts to tip-toes. He cups her pussy, pressing between her sopping lips as she moans into his mouth. She’s holding her dress up in front now, keeping it out of his way. Her panties become wet as he rubs into her. It’s tempting to finger her some more, but his stomach is growling with hunger. 
 
    He takes her hand and leads her from the room, her dress falling into place as she walks. “Damn you’re hot, Sue.” 
 
    She smiles. “You can have me again later. I’ve got until two-thirty.” 
 
    It’s getting on ten-thirty now, so there’s plenty of time for Cal to recover. He makes coffee. Sue’s checking the fridge and cupboards. 
 
    “You’ve got nothing to eat – only junk food.” 
 
    “I know. I’m not well organised.” 
 
    “I could make you something and bring it back.” 
 
    “No, that’s fine. We’ve been eating at the takeaway. I’ll cruise down and get some burgers soon.” 
 
    “Oh, okay. I’m hungry too.” She checks in the laundry where Cal has some soap, and has been using the tub to do washing. He sits at the table with their coffees. She joins him. “I’m sorry about Josh calling the cops the other night.” 
 
    Cal shrugs. “No big deal. I get on okay with the cops.” 
 
    “And thank you for helping my husband at the tavern. I hope you didn’t get into trouble for that.” 
 
    “No – the people watching told the cops what happened. Reece was already on a bond. He’ll be lucky to get out anytime soon.” 
 
    “Oh. He looks mean.” 
 
    “He’s an arsehole. But don’t worry, he’ll never be back around here again.” 
 
    “So, your friends have all gone up north now, have they?” 
 
    “Yeah, they left yesterday. How did you know that?” 
 
    Sue bites a lip. 
 
    Damn she’s cute when she does that. 
 
    “I’ve been eavesdropping,” she says. “I can hear you guys from my bathroom.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah?” Cal rubs up her thigh as he leans forward for a kiss. “Has that been you in the bath, eh?” Her thighs part as he touches her panties. Their kiss deepens. Cal finds the edge and stretches the sodden fabric aside. Sue moans softly as he inserts his middle finger. Internally she’s searing hot. He swirls around in her juices. 
 
    “You’re making me crazy,” she whispers. 
 
    She’s scooted forward to the edge of her seat. Cal looks down at her lap. She lifts the skirt of her dress up over her belly. He extracts his finger, which is now covered in creamy fluid. He holds her eyes. Her lips part as he offers her a taste. She holds his gaze as she sucks his finger into her mouth and cleans it. 
 
    “Is that nice?” 
 
    She nods, biting her lip again. “It tastes like you.” 
 
    Cal smiles and kisses her. “I have to go get food.” 
 
    “Okay…. Is anyone else coming here today?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Good. I’m going to wash your bedclothes while you’re gone. They’re all sweaty.” 
 
    “You don’t have to do that.” 
 
    “I want to.” 
 
    Half an hour later, Cal’s back with burgers and drinks. The bed sheets and pillow cases are on the clothes line. There’s a bowl of apples and bananas on the kitchen counter along with a vase containing flowers from Sue’s garden. 
 
    This is the exact thing I see in her that gets to me. She’s a homemaker above all else. With a woman like this, a man could feel at home – content – completely satisfied. She’s a perfect blend of sexy and wholesome. You can see just by looking at her – the understated prettiness and intelligent, caring eyes. 
 
    Chat is about their respective childhoods as they eat. They grew up in neighbouring suburbs. Cal was a dozen years ahead, but they went to the same high school. They have a lot in common with their marriages to teenaged lovers right out of school. 
 
    “I guess that’s why I’m here – out of curiosity,” Sue tosses in at one point. “At least you now know what it’s like to have other girlfriends…. I think Josh wonders what it would be like.” 
 
    “What if he strayed? How do you think you’d react?” 
 
    “Huh! Now, or last week before I met you?” 
 
    “Now.” 
 
    She shrugs. “I’m in no position to complain…. I think I’d actually feel positive about it. I think we might need this. He doesn’t seem very interested in me lately.” 
 
    Cal chuckles. “Well, I’d like to be more supportive of your marriage, Sue, but I’d much prefer to be your fling.” 
 
    “Good,” she replies quickly. “I want you to be my fling – all week.” 
 
    She has just returned from the sink. Cal pulls her onto his lap. “All week, eh?” 
 
    “Yes – all week…. If you want?” 
 
    “Yeah – perfect. My sister moves in on the weekend. I have until Friday night.” 
 
    She’s kissing him now. He pulls the band out of her hair so it cascades in his face. “It’s nice out like that,” he tells her. 
 
    “Okay…. And what else?” 
 
    “Nothing else. You’re perfect as you are.” 
 
    “Mmm. I feel very naughty – very adventurous.” 
 
    “You do, eh? Sounds like fun.” 
 
    “No – really – even the way you were touching me before…. I never get anything like that.” 
 
    “You mean, like this?” He rubs into her pussy. 
 
    “Uh huh – like that,” she utters, squirming down onto his fingers. “I love your hands up my dress. I’m going to wear dresses and skirts all week so you can touch me.” 
 
    “Okay, but I have to work as well. I’ve got to get this finished.” 
 
    The living room and kitchen are yet to be completed and painted. Cal has a lot of work to do stripping carpet and sanding back floors. There needs to be all hard surfaces for his sister’s wheelchair. She wants polished boards. Also the walls are a mess after widening doorways, and there’s a lot of sanding and painting to do there. 
 
    “I can help,” Sue says sweetly, kissing him again. 
 
    “Excellent. That will give me time to take you to the bedroom and fuck you again later.” 
 
    “Okay – sounds good to me.” 
 
    He holds her head in place and searches her mouth with his tongue. Her sensual essence floods into him. He reaches up her dress and feels her tits, fondling and playing with one nipple then the other. She rests her head against his and lets him, turning around a little and keeping her arm out of the way while he enjoys the feel of her. He reaches up her back with his other hand and massages her slender neck. That causes her dress to hike up again. He lifts it higher in front so he can see her tits. She holds it there for him. He cups one and sucks it, and she cradles his head. He lashes the nipple with his tongue, swirling around it and flicking over it. 
 
    He continues kneading the back of her neck while sucking on her. Her head is rocking from side to side. Her eyes are closed. Cal has a hard-on again, but he wants more time to build a nice big load before fucking her. It seems it’s up to him, when that will be. She’s obviously ready right now. 
 
    He moves to her lips and taste her sweet essence again, tugging her dress down. “Ready to have a go with this gizmo?” he asks. 
 
    “Okay – show me what to do.” 
 
    For the next two hours they both work. Cal rips out carpet while Sue cleans up his carpentry work with a sander. 
 
    It’s almost time for her to leave. He takes her hand and leads her to the bathroom. They’re dusty and sweaty. He pulls off his shirt. She lifts her arms so he can tug her dress off. His cock is semi-firm when he drops his jeans and jocks. It levers out from his body, swaying side to side. Sue removes her panties and places them on the cabinet. 
 
    Kissing in the shower soon becomes passionate. Cal turns Sue around and presses against her. She tilts her hips, presenting her slit for access behind her legs. He rubs it, still kissing her over her shoulder. He gets down on his knees and buries his face into her from behind, opening her with his thumbs, licking into her and sucking on her clit. She’s gripping the top of the glass shower screen and arching her hips, her legs slightly apart. She’s up on her toes and wiggling her bottom as Cal continues to eat her out. 
 
    He can taste her arousal now. She’s wet enough to fuck. 
 
    He stands and takes his cock in his fist, positioning the head against her slit. She wiggles back onto it – impatient, it seems. He grins, and holds back a little. It’s an exquisite feeling sinking into a hot, wet pussy. Slow, is how he wants it this time. She glares back at him. He smiles, pulling back again. 
 
    “Don’t do that.” 
 
    “Do what?” He tries an innocent look. 
 
    She reaches back and claims his head. “Don’t tease.” 
 
    He grabs her tits and surges up inside of her. 
 
    “Mmm – like that,” she moans, wiggling back onto him again. 
 
    “Like this, eh?” He starts slow fucking her – pulling all the way back and plunging in. Her nipples are hard as he gropes her and plays with them. He reaches down her front and rubs her clit with his other hand. He loves how tight she is around his cock. He can feel his shaft sliding in and out of her through his fingers. He can feel how stretched she is – how slick her delicate folds of flesh are. 
 
    She cums fast. She’s so responsive. He eases up on her clit and just holds her through her orgasm. Deep inside she’s gripping him, her inner walls virtually sucking on his cock. He pulls back and drives up into her. She pants and grips the shower screen. He humps her again and again. She tilts her pelvis, presenting for him. He holds her hips and starts pumping her hard and fast. His load surges, and he drives up under her one final time, flooding her belly with his cum. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
    Sue 
 
    Sue hasn’t showered again – not since with Cal this afternoon. She’s sticky from the sex with him as she sits across the table from her husband. She’s tender down there. She’s not sore – just tingling a little from the size of the guy and having him inside her for so long. 
 
    Josh, I slept with someone. 
 
    I should just say that and get it out in the open. I think I will, but not yet. After it’s over, I will have to tell him. I don’t want to cause a scene now. I don’t want Cal involved in the confrontation. I have to wait until he’s gone…. It makes no difference if I spend one day with him or five. 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    Josh has asked something but Sue didn’t catch it. 
 
    “Do you know where those two USB sticks are that we bought the other week – the two ten gig ones?” 
 
    “I think I put them in the second drawer in the kitchen. They were in with the groceries.” 
 
    “Oh, okay…. I need to draw on our savings for some new hardware. It shouldn’t come to more than five hundred. I’ve got that quarterly bonus coming next week.” 
 
    “What are you buying?” 
 
    Sue’s pleased to be talking about Josh’s computer stuff. 
 
    “It’s just some new gadgets – keeping up with technology, you know?” 
 
    She smiles. “Okay…. And how’s your arm?” 
 
    “It’s fine. I have to call in and get the dressing changed tomorrow. I might be an hour late home.” 
 
    Sue nods. 
 
    It doesn’t feel real, sitting here with Josh and the kids.  
 
    She goes through the motions getting their bath ready and cleaning up the kitchen. Josh has to go back in to work for something. He needs to be there at closing time to do some job with the security cameras. 
 
    It’s after midnight when Sue feels him getting into bed. She’s in long pyjamas, clutching her top closed and facing away from him. She pretends to be asleep. 
 
    The next morning Sue hurries home from the school and quickly changes. Cal is watching for her and lifts her over the fence. She doesn’t want the neighbours seeing her going to and from his house every day. 
 
    His big, rough hands are under her clothes before they even get in the back door. She has on a short pleated skirt and a pretty lace-trim tank top. She can smell him on the clean pillow case as he is fucking her. 
 
    Sue’s orgasm hits. He’s beyond control, thrusting into her. She clings to his rippling taut body as he ejaculates. 
 
    He leaves her there in bed while he goes for his breakfast. She finds her panties and pulls them on, then rolls over and cuddles the pillow, drawing his scent from it. 
 
    This doesn’t feel real either. I don’t know what has happened to REAL. 
 
    They spend the morning pulling staples from the living room floor. There are thousands of them. They talk and joke together. It’s fun. Before Sue leaves to get the kids from school, she is led back to his mattress on the floor and fucked again. The big biker is between her legs, on top of her, screwing her through a second orgasm. She’s exhausted after it fades, and she just holds him while he finishes himself off inside of her. 
 
    At dinner, Sue is sitting across the dining table from her husband not having showered at all since being with the man next door. She’s again sticky between the legs, and she can smell the guy all over her. He has such a strong, naturally masculine scent. 
 
    Josh has his new gadgets, and takes his computer out to his home office in the garage. Sue watches a movie with her kids, cuddling up and feeling almost normal as her mind drifts away from her slutty behaviour and into the cartoon adventure. 
 
    On Wednesday morning, Cal has already had his breakfast. He takes her inside by the hand and pulls her into a kiss. 
 
    “I got these for you, Sue.” He presents her with a huge bunch of red roses. 
 
    Sue holds the flowers to her nose. She never gets flowers. 
 
    “You didn’t have to, Cal.” 
 
    He shrugs. 
 
    She’s blushing now. She wonders what Josh will say when he sees them. It’s not the kind of arrangement she would normally buy to decorate the dining table. 
 
    Will he notice the difference? 
 
    She’s deciding she’ll keep the flowers there until Friday then take them home. They’re too big for the small vase she brought over the other day. There’s a large coffee jar with old nails in it. She tips them in with some other rubbish and washes the jar out at the kitchen sink. 
 
    Cal cuddles her from behind. She loves the way he does that – nuzzling her neck. She has on her little tube top again. His big hands are upon her bare belly. He’s already erect against her bottom. 
 
    “I’ve never done this before, Sue.” 
 
    His voice makes her skin tingle. What he said does too. 
 
    “Done what?” 
 
    He chuckles softly. “Played make-believe.” 
 
    “Oh…. Make-believe what, Cal?” 
 
    “Lovers.” 
 
    He’s kissing her neck. She squirms back against his body. 
 
    “I think we are lovers,” she tells him. 
 
    “It’s a big word,” he says. “I understand nothing can come of this week, but I wish that wasn’t the case.” 
 
    Sue’s blushing again – tingling all through. “You do?” 
 
    “Yes, I do…. I wish I could be more than a fling to you. You’re more than that to me.” He turns her around and touches her face. He softly kisses her lips. “Just so you know I see you as far more than a bit of fun…. I think you’re a wonderful woman, Sue. That’s what the flowers are meant to say.” 
 
    Sue’s tearing up. There’s an ache in her throat. She sniffles, not knowing what to say. 
 
    I’m married with children. He’s gorgeous but he’s a biker – a virtual nomad, as far as I can see. He’s right that this can most definitely not amount to anything. 
 
    Suddenly Sue feels she should leave. She looks up into her make-believe lover’s eyes. 
 
    He grins. “Said the wrong thing, eh?” 
 
    Sue frowns. “I don’t know, Cal. I’m flattered, but you’re right – it would be impossible.” 
 
    He nods, averting his eyes. “I truly do understand that, Sue…. Those were wishes, not any kind of expectations.” His gaze returns, his grin also. “Any chance I could have a do-over?” 
 
    “A do-over, huh?” 
 
    “Yeah – like the last ten minutes…. I can hide the roses and chuck them away later.” 
 
    “You’re not getting them back.” Sue giggles at him. “You can do the rest of it over, but I’m keeping these.” 
 
    He pulls her in for another kiss, extending his tongue into her mouth. 
 
    “You big sap,” she mumbles. 
 
    “I know – sorry.” 
 
    He rubs down her belly and cups her crotch. There’s not much between his fingers and her pussy – a thin cotton skirt and her panties. He works into her, parting her lips and massaging her little button. His tongue is still in her mouth. He goes under her skirt and down the front of her panties. She’s wet enough, so he inserts two fingers into her. 
 
    I don’t feel like leaving now. 
 
    The plan for today is to finish painting the living room and stain the timber floor. It’s their third day and they have a pattern. They fuck, then do some work for a few hours, and fuck again. 
 
    “You ready?” Cal breathes into another kiss. “Do you still want to?” 
 
    “Yes – I want to….” 
 
    He takes Sue’s hand and leads her to the mattress. She stands with her hands clasped together, twisting her fingers and watching him undress. She can see her juices on his fingers. His beautiful cock sways horizontal, stiff and swollen. 
 
    I’m going to hell…. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 14 
 
    Sue 
 
    “Hi, Janie.” 
 
    “There you are! Where have you been, Peggy Sue? I’ve been trying to call.” 
 
    “I know. Sorry. I’m hiding out this week.” 
 
    Sue’s just arrived home from her dirty secret. Janie has called on the landline. Sue’s been ignoring calls to her mobile. She’s been ignoring her mother too – not wanting to talk to anyone. Right now she still has the taste of Cal’s semen in her mouth, and it’s sticky on her lips and face. She has to hurry to pick up the kids. 
 
    “Why are you hiding, Sue?” 
 
    “Um – because….” 
 
    I can’t tell lies. If Josh asked me why I’ve been so quiet these past few nights I would have to tell him everything. 
 
    Janie is rambling on about introducing her boyfriend around – something about a barbeque at the beach on the weekend she wants Sue to attend. 
 
    “Okay, fine, but I have to rush to school…. Bye, Janie.” 
 
    Sue quickly pulls on some married lady clothing and goes to the bathroom to wash her face. Oral sex is something else she rarely gets treated to by her husband. He never goes down on her anymore, and if she initiates anything, he always stops her and wants to get right to intercourse. Cal just had his head buried between her thighs licking her better because she told him she was a bit sore from this morning.  
 
    He licked me better alright! He licked me all kinds of better then told me he was also a bit sore and that it would help if I sucked him off. 
 
    Sue quickly brushes her teeth before running to the car. 
 
    Tonight is her first shift for the week. Work is welcome. She passes Josh in the doorway on his way in and her way out. He finishes at three-thirty on her work nights. By the time she gets home at nine, the kids are asleep. She checks on them and finds Josh in his office in the garage. 
 
    He’s busy. He grunts a hello and waves her away. She can see the light on next door, and wishes she could go over instead of returning to her house. 
 
    Sue’s asleep when Josh comes to bed this time – no need to pretend. In the morning, it’s only that his side has been pulled back, otherwise she wouldn’t know if he’d come to bed at all. 
 
    This is strange. It’s like he’s in a world of his own this week, and I don’t think it has anything to do with what I’m doing, which I have kind of come to terms with a little. I know I’m in the wrong, but it’s way too late to turn back, so I’m just going to enjoy it and keep my mouth shut until later. 
 
    “Is everything okay, Josh?” 
 
    He looks up from breakfast and smiles. It’s a real smile – genuine. “Everything’s fine, sweetheart. Why – what’s up?” 
 
    “No – you just seem distracted the past few days.” 
 
    “Yeah, it’s just work stuff….” He puts his plate on the sink and gives Sue a parting kiss on the cheek. “See you tonight.” 
 
    Sue’s concerns vanish. 
 
    There’s a knock at the door and Janie walks in calling out, “Hi.” She cuddles the kids then confronts Sue over the breakfast counter. She takes a piece of toast from Sue’s plate and has a bite. “Hiding out from what, Peggy Sue?” 
 
    Shit. 
 
    “Um….” 
 
    “Um nothing. Out with it.” She takes a cup from the dish drainer and pours herself tea. 
 
    Janie is a receptionist at the local doctor’s surgery. She’s dressed for work but doesn’t start for an hour. The kids are watching cartoons. School isn’t for an hour yet either. This is an intervention. 
 
    Sue hasn’t answered yet. Her very intuitive best friend levels her gaze and cocks an eyebrow. 
 
    “I’ve been bad,” Sue tells her.  
 
    There’s no point putting this off with Janie. 
 
    “In what way?” 
 
    “The naughty kind of bad.” 
 
    Janie frowns in question. “Did you go topless again – without me?” 
 
    “Not exactly….” Sue cranes back over her shoulder to check the kids aren’t listening. “Think topless times about ten.” 
 
    Janie’s mouth opens. “You mean?” 
 
    Sue nods. 
 
    “Oh, shit!” Janie cries, slapping her hand over her mouth, her eyes bulging. “With, um….” She’s pointing towards next door. 
 
    Sue nods some more. 
 
    “Sue! Oh, my God!” 
 
    “I know! He grabbed me and kissed me once, and since then I’ve been a frigging slut.” 
 
    “When did he grab you and kiss you?” 
 
    “Um…. Last Friday, I think it was. I went out there teasing him again, and he grabbed me.” 
 
    Janie gulps some tea. “Oh, yeah – what was that like?” 
 
    Sue rolls her eyes. The girls exchange a giggle. 
 
    “And then what?” Janie presses with interest. 
 
    “Then I took him apple pie to say sorry for teasing him, and he grabbed me again. This time it was inside his house, and one thing led to another.” 
 
    “And you had sex with him?” 
 
    “Um – sort of…. It was just oral that time.” 
 
    “Oral? For him or for you?” 
 
    “Both.” 
 
    “Oooh – slut!” 
 
    “I know! And then there was all sorts of shit on the weekend with Josh calling the cops when they were having a party, and then there was a fight at the tavern where Cal stepped in and rescued Josh from one of the mean bikers…. Josh got cut but he’s fine…. And I don’t know what the hell I was thinking the next day when I went back next door and basically threw myself at Cal again.” 
 
    Sue has a sip of tea. Janie motions with her hands for her to go on. 
 
    “Then what?” 
 
    “Then I don’t know what to say, Janie. I’ve been visiting him each day and getting screwed senseless.” 
 
    “Oh, my God,” Janie cries excitedly. “That is so awesome!” 
 
    “How exactly is it awesome?” Sue tosses back, but thinks better of it. “Okay – it is, but what the hell am I doing?” 
 
    Janie shrugs. “Having an affair, by the sound of it.” 
 
    “Duh! But I don’t have affairs. That shit happens on TV.” 
 
    “Well, I think it’s fantastic…. Oh, and he’s such a hunk too. Lucky bitch!” 
 
    “He’s a hunk alright. Sweet too. He bought me roses yesterday. He said he wishes it could be more.” 
 
    “Oh, really?” 
 
    “No – Janie! Don’t be ridiculous.” 
 
    Janie smiles cheekily. “Why? You only live once, and you say Josh isn’t exactly hitting the spot.” 
 
    “Yeah, but that’s just absurd. The guy’s a frigging biker. He’s gone at the end of the week – up north somewhere for the summer with his gang…. I’ve got a husband and children.” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess. But it’s still really cool. You deserve an affair.” 
 
    “I deserve to go to hell.” 
 
    “Maybe. It’s never that simple.” 
 
    “What isn’t?” 
 
    “It takes two, Peggy Sue.” Janie squeezes Sue’s hand. “You wouldn’t be looking if you didn’t need to.” 
 
    Sue huffs. “Yeah, but I’m still going to hell…. I’m going over again today. He wants to take me for a ride on his bike – out on the highway. I’m supposed to wear shoes and something to keep warm.” 
 
    “Awesome. What are you wearing?” 
 
    “My hiking boots and my jean jacket. I hope no one sees me. I’m already in trouble for getting on his bike once. I said I wouldn’t do it again, but it seems a redundant point since I’ve been letting the guy fuck me.” 
 
    Janie’s giggling again. “You are a slut, aren’t you?” 
 
    “I know! I told you…. I don’t know what’s gotten into me.” 
 
    “Oh, it’s quite obvious what’s gotten into you.” 
 
    Sue rolls eyes at the corny joke. “Apart from that.” 
 
    “I still think it’s no big deal,” Janie says more seriously. “I mean, it is, but plenty of people have affairs. My mother has. Your father did…. I think you just go with it and keep the secret.” 
 
    Sue nods. “Cal leaves tomorrow night. I’ll probably rarely see him.” 
 
    “Exactly!” 
 
    “I don’t know what I’ll do afterwards. I don’t know if I’ll be able to keep it secret from Josh.” 
 
    “Well, if you can’t, you can’t. It’s too late to worry about that now. You’ve already been with the guy.” 
 
    “Yep. That’s the way I see it. And I really needed this, Janie. It’s so amazing to be with a man like this. I’ve never had anything like it before – physically.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah?” Janie’s eyes have lit up again. 
 
    Sue doesn’t feel inclined to share details right now – maybe later. Janie seems to get that, and backs off quickly. The girls walk together to school and have a parting hug. 
 
    “How about you go to work for me, and I’ll go see Mister Biker?” Janie tries….


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 15 
 
    Cal 
 
    Roses? You fucking idiot. What kind of dumb arse move was that? 
 
    I’ve done stupid things before – dumb shit with my daughter and ex-wife – saying the wrong thing at the wrong time. I can’t believe I bought flowers and told her she gets to me…. What kind of moron blurts it out like that? 
 
    Cal’s standing there watching for Sue out the kitchen window. 
 
    I’d be outside waiting if it didn’t make me look like even more of a goose. I feel like a fucking schoolboy the morning after his first date. I can’t wait to see her again. 
 
    Cal’s been to the shop for breakfast. He did a coat of varnish on the floor last night. He needs to let it dry today and do another one tonight. That will be the job done. He has all day free and just needs to pack up his gear tomorrow. 
 
    Aw fuck – how cute is she? 
 
    Sue has appeared with her pool net to scoop some leaves. She has on a breezy little floral dress with leather hiking boots and an embroidered denim jacket. 
 
    “Perfect!” Cal calls to her from the back door. 
 
    She does a pirouette, her skirt fanning out nicely. 
 
    He meets her at the fence and lifts her over. “Hello.” 
 
    “Hi,” she answers sweetly, accepting his kiss. “So?” 
 
    “So, what?” 
 
    “So – it’s morning. You said you’d tell me where we’re going in the morning.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah…. To my place.” 
 
    “Your place? Do you have a place?” 
 
    Cal kisses her again. “Yeah – it’s not much. I have to swap my bike for my car so I can pack up all this gear tomorrow.” 
 
    “Oh, okay. How far is it?” 
 
    “About an hour each way. There’s plenty of time.” 
 
    He’s leading her to the house. She’s clutching his hand with both of hers, kind of swinging his arm playfully. 
 
    “Are we going to do something before we go?” she asks, her cheeks flushing, her eyes dancing. 
 
    “I was hoping so.” 
 
    She cuddles up to his arm. “Me too.” 
 
    The back of Cal’s hand is pressed against her crotch. He can feel her moist heat through her dress. He turns their hands around and feels into her. Their fingers are intertwined. She removes hers and places her arms around his neck. They’re in the kitchen. He leans her back against the sink and kisses her, groping under the skirt of her dress. 
 
    “I’m already wet,” she whispers into his ear. 
 
    “That’s good. Come sit on me,” he tells her. 
 
    Cal leads Sue to the table and pulls out one of the chairs. He drops his jeans and jocks and sits down. His cock is almost fully erect – firm enough to penetrate her. She’s taking her panties off. She puts them in her jacket pocket and flashes a smile. 
 
    “Come on, then….” Cal takes one of her hands. She straddles his thighs, biting down on her smile while positioning the head of his cock. Her little fingers are soft and feel good around his shaft. 
 
    Once in place, Sue lifts up the skirt of her dress so they can both watch her pussy swallowing Cal’s dick. It takes about three goes – her wetness coating a few inches at a time – her pink lips stretching and gradually sliding all the way down. Then she drops her skirt and cuddles Cal, and they fuck. 
 
    “Mmm – that’s so deep,” she whispers into his hair. “It’s tickling my belly button from the inside.” 
 
    Cal smooths her hair aside and breathes into her ear. “Fuck, you’re tight, Sue. It feels like you’re stroking me off down there – your pussy’s sucking on the head.” 
 
    “Mmm – like that?” she moans, grinding down and pulling back – the suction amazing. 
 
    “Yeah, just like that…. Ride it, baby…. Where’s these little titties?” 
 
    Cal pulls her dress up over her breasts and sucks on one. That makes her grind down harder. She’s gyrating her hips now – rotating – pulling side to side and squirming back into place. Cal’s balls are filling quickly. 
 
    “You’re going to get a load in a minute, Sue,” he says into her mouth, crushing a tit in his hand now as she begins to pant. “A nice big load in your belly, eh, baby? Do you want it?” 
 
    “Yes, I want it. I want your cum.” She’s split over him, rubbing her clit against the thick base of his cock. She’s searing hot inside. Her juices are swirling around his shaft. She cries out and convulses, her slick tunnel clamped around his dick and pulsing – sucking on him. 
 
    Cal thrusts up under her and blows his load, pumping it as deep into her beautiful body as he can. “That’s it – take it, baby.” He keeps her crushed to his chest and rolls his pelvis, probing back up into her heat and wetness. “Fuck, that’s a load, Sue. You’re so fucking sexy.” 
 
    “Mmm – I could feel it,” she says back into his mouth, giggling a little. “I hope I’m not dehydrating you – all the fluid transfer going my way.” 
 
    He kisses her smile. “I think I can manage a few more yet.” 
 
    “Good. I don’t care how sore I end up by tomorrow…. Just tell me when you’re ready again, okay?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 16 
 
    Sue 
 
    It was a purely lustful thing to say but Sue meant it. She’s sitting there straddling Cal’s lap with his cock still inside her, and she just wants him to keep fucking her over and over. She loves how firm he remains after he cums. As wet as he makes her, she can easily squirm around on his dick without it slipping all the way out – just enjoying the feel of him while they kiss. 
 
    I’ve never been kissed this much either. His big hands are all over me. They’re up my dress right now kneading my sides. He has his arms around me, holding me tight. 
 
    “Are you ready to ride, Sue? You’re going to look cute in my spare helmet.” 
 
    “I hope no one recognises me. I’m not allowed on your bike anymore.” 
 
    It again occurs to me that I promised Josh, but he would hardly be concerned about that given the fact I’ve just been riding a lot more than the guys bike. 
 
    Cal’s fixing his jeans. Sue steps into her panties and pulls them up. Semen is trickling down her leg, so she uses the skirt of her dress to dab it. Cal takes her hand and leads her outside to his bike. She zips her jacket and pulls on the white full-face helmet he gives her to wear and takes his hand again to swing onto the seat behind him. 
 
    Cal is wearing a t-shirt with no jacket. It’s a nice warm day, though, and Sue’s legs are bare. She cuddles to her biker as the motor roars and they surge out onto the road. It’s an amazing feeling to have nothing between her and the neighbourhood flashing by. The machine is smooth, but the thunder of the engine is vibrating through her. They zoom through the streets and down the on-ramp to the highway. The bike then thunders, and they’re flying along, the wind whistling through Sue’s helmet and blowing her hair and the skirt of her dress back to whip and flutter behind. 
 
    Cal’s body is warm. Sue’s completely exposed below the waist now, just sitting in damp panties. She keeps her legs pressed to Cal’s waist. He gives her a rub and squeeze sometimes as they speed along between the cars and trucks. It’s four lanes and quite busy. 
 
    After a while, the expressway narrows and the traffic dissipates. They’re out of the suburbs and cruising through rolling green hills and small farms. It’s about an hour before Cal takes an exit, and they ride along a small road through forest. They arrive at a coastal town and stop, for the first time, at an intersection. There’s a guy in a 4WD beside them who’s having a good look at Sue while Cal’s busy watching for a gap in the traffic. She dares to let go with one hand and smooths her skirt around her bottom and tugs it down her leg a bit. 
 
    The bike surges again, and she clings to Cal, holding tight as he negotiates corners and traffic, and takes them up to a pub on a headland overlooking the ocean. 
 
    He turns off the bike. “You hungry?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Do you like seafood?” 
 
    “I love seafood.” 
 
    “Good. It’s fresh here. A nice view too.” 
 
    I AM a biker chick now, and it’s thrilling. Okay, so it’s for one day – once ever….  
 
    The make-believe couple share a seafood basket and drink cold beer. The air is warm and salty. The sound of the waves crashing on rocks below is pierced by the cry and squawk of seagulls. Sue’s still cuddled up to her new man’s arm as they chat and kiss.  
 
    “Come on, we had better keep moving if we’re going to be back in time for school getting out,” he says and leads her back to the bike. 
 
    I don’t know where he’s taking me now, and I don’t care. 
 
    Sue cuddles up to Cal’s broad, muscular back once again. It’s only a ten minute ride back through the town and to a small farm on the outskirts. There’s a tiny cottage and a large tin shed, also stables and a round post and rail yard that looks like it is used to work horses. 
 
    “Are they your ponies, Cal?” There are two grazing in a field, a bay and a palomino. “Cynthia loves ponies at the moment. We do trail riding at a place near home.” 
 
    “Those belong to my daughter, Eve. She’s been riding all her life. I picked up this little farm so she’s got somewhere to get out of the city.” 
 
    “And only you live here?” 
 
    Hmm – this is interesting. He’s not a nomad. 
 
    “Yep – just me. Eve stays for the weekend sometimes, but not so often lately.” He slides open a huge door on the tin shed. “This is my other mode of transport and my trailer. We need to take it back with us so I can load all my gear.” 
 
    There’s a huge shiny new SUV and a big trailer with C.J. Turner Building Contractor printed on the side. 
 
    “That’s you?” Sue’s pointing. This is not what she was expecting. “You’re like a full-on builder?” 
 
    Cal chuckles. “Yeah – didn’t I say that?” 
 
    “But I thought you were just a biker – doing handyman stuff for your sister.” Sue’s being cuddled again. She meets Cal’s kiss. “So, do you build houses or something?” 
 
    “Not so much lately – one or two a year. I mostly do renovations these days. I’ve slowed down a bit the past few years. I’ve been doing some overseas travelling – checking out a few places I’ve only ever read about before.” 
 
    Oh, my God. I can’t believe this. I assumed he was, well – not a loser, but…. Shit! The car is a Mercedes sports thingy. It must have cost a fortune. It’s a matching trailer, shiny and black. What the hell’s he doing sleeping on a mattress at his sister’s house? What was I supposed to think? 
 
    Cal takes Sue into his house. It’s tiny but immaculate – polished boards and stained wood and leather furniture. “I’m packed up ready to head off up north on the weekend. It’s not usually this tidy,” he explains. 
 
    Sue’s incredibly turned on right now. She pulls him along a small hallway and looks in his bathroom and a tiny bedroom with a single bed before finding the master bedroom. “Oh, shit,” she exclaims, covering her mouth. There’s a beautiful four-poster bed. The posts are carved and stained timber. The bed cover is a maroon quilt. She’s lifted and laid down upon it. 
 
    Cal crawls over her, taking her mouth. “I want to fuck you in my bed, Sue.” 
 
    “Uh huh….” 
 
    He’s pulling at her clothes. “Completely nude, okay?” 
 
    “Okay….” 
 
    Sue’s clothes are tossed on the floor. Cal strips while she lies there peering up at him, chewing her lip in anticipation of being beneath his beautiful body again. This time the mattress she’s pressed into is firm yet soft, the pillows plush and clean, the sheets crisp. She cradles him between her legs and reaches down to guide him in. 
 
    I’m being fucked again now, and this time everything is perfect. Not just the lovely bed – it’s so nice to feel his naked body against mine. He’s all over me and so deep inside of me. He’s not the only one playing make-believe right now. I’m his woman and he’s not just fucking me – he’s making love to me – sweet, sensual love. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 17 
 
    Sue 
 
    Sue’s in a daze as she lies cuddling up to Cal in the afterglow of their lovemaking. She closes her eyes and dozes off to sleep for a while then wakes to the feel of Cal slipping from the bed. It’s time to go, and she really doesn’t want to. 
 
    Cal makes coffee while she dresses. She joins him in his kitchen, still in a total daze. She just can’t get her head around who this guy is – what he is. Everything is neat and orderly in his cupboards and fridge. His stove is shiny and cleaner than hers. It’s a very simple, uncluttered house. It could use some decoration – a few homey touches. 
 
    I guess when you live alone you have things the way you want them, and this must be him – but it is absolutely not what I was expecting. 
 
    The drive home is in a luxurious leather seat with zero road noise and some classic rock sounding like background music. Cal pats her leg from time to time, rubbing and feeling it. Sue has her legs bent up and swayed toward him, her panties on display. He’s having a feel right now and rubbing into her pussy. She’s still wet from his latest deposit of cum. He finishes playing down there and undoes a button on her dress to reach in and feel her up. She smiles across at him as he tweaks a nipple. He pulls her dress from her shoulder and reveals a breast. She reaches down her panties and rubs her clit, resting back in the seat with her eyes closed. 
 
    Cal continues feeling Sue’s breasts while she masturbates there beside him. He has more buttons undone and has pulled her dress down to her waist. The expressway is quiet now and his windows are heavily tinted. Sue wouldn’t care if they weren’t. 
 
    He abandons her and starts rubbing his cock through his jeans. She has her legs spread and fingers inside herself. She cums, writhing and moaning. He pulls into an emergency stopping bay and forces her head into his lap, holding her there and thrusting a few times before cumming in her mouth. 
 
    Sue’s still sucking his cock while he’s tugging at her panties. She lifts her bottom so he can pull them down and from her hiking boots. 
 
    She peers up at him. “Do you want to keep them?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    She takes them from him and uses them to wipe his cock, giving it a final kiss and putting it away for him. She then sits up and wipes the seat beneath herself where she’s dripped, and she uses her panties to dab her pussy dry before putting them in the glove box and smiling over at her very naughty make-believe boyfriend. 
 
    Cal chuckles. “Perfect!” Then he drives out onto the expressway, and before long they’re back in the suburbs and only just in time to get the kids from school. 
 
    They’re in his driveway, kissing. “We need to do your gardens tomorrow,” he says. 
 
    “Okay. I’ll see you at our usual time…. I hate that it will be our last day.” 
 
    He smooths Sue’s hair and kisses her again. “As do I, Sue.” 
 
    That horrible thought lingers with Sue as she drives to get the kids. She hasn’t had time to wash up or change. She’s still panty-less when she gets home to find Josh is already there. He’s early. She’s lucky he didn’t catch her with Cal less than half an hour ago. 
 
    It’s an odd look that Josh is giving Sue. His gaze roams her body, making her clutch her jacket closed. She’s wondering if she looks like she’s dressed to ride on a bike – whether he’s figuring that out. 
 
    “You look cute.” He says, and smiles. 
 
    “Thanks.”  
 
    He’s obviously not onto her yet, but Sue knows it’s only a matter of time. She knows she’ll give herself away sooner rather than later. She’ll do it deliberately because she can’t live a lie. For the time being, she can still tell one, though. 
 
    I’m not giving this up yet. One more night and day, and then I’ll deal with reality. 
 
    She tells herself this as she quickly showers and dresses for work. She ends up serving, so the shift rushes by, and she doesn’t have time to think about anything. Arriving home at ten, Sue finds the kids asleep and Josh with his computer at the dining table. He closes out of whatever he’s doing. She notices his haste to shut down pages as she approaches. 
 
    “Hey, baby, how was your shift?” 
 
    “Fine. It was busy.” 
 
    “What are you up to?” Sue asks, not accusingly, just casually. The urge to talk to her husband is strong – about what he’s up to, what she’s up to, what they’re not up to together much at all these days. 
 
    He stretches and yawns. “Just work stuff.” 
 
    Sue nods and moves on to make a hot chocolate. Her husband disappears and is snoring when she gets into bed half an hour later. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 18 
 
    Sue 
 
    Sue would normally wear shorts or jeans to do gardening. She leaves her house to meet her lover still fixing her hair into a ponytail and with the skirt of her little old floral print sundress barely covering her panties. The practicalities of mulching the garden are not important – more so being easily accessible should Cal want to have sex with her at any time. 
 
    He told her yesterday that she had completely drained him. He said his nuts were sore and that he didn’t know how he would pull up today. Sue’s not sore at all. She’s on fire. 
 
    “Morning, beautiful.” Cal hops the fence and pulls her into a cuddle and kiss. 
 
    “How are these today?” She’s reaches down between them and cups his package. 
 
    I’m a brazen slut now. 
 
    He chuckles. “Recovering…. Should be good for one a bit later.” 
 
    “Ohh….” 
 
    He kisses her pout. “Come on – work will help.” 
 
    They open their back gates so Cal can barrow the mulch from the heap in his yard to Sue’s back garden. Sue watches him work – watches his muscles flex and quiver as he shovels and lifts. He’s all sweaty and covered in dirt. She feels him watching her spread the mulch – checking out her legs and her bottom. She catches his gaze from time to time, meeting his smile with a teasing one of her own. 
 
    Cal doesn’t do anything until they’ve finished and drinking ice tea, then he grabs Sue and pulls her onto his lap. 
 
    “I was thinking about you all last night, Sue.” His kiss is soft, tender. He smooths hair from her face. His eyes are tinged in intensity. “The thought of you sleeping with your husband….” He ends his statement there. 
 
    Sue feels her blush rising. “We haven’t um…. I haven’t been with him since we started….” She doesn’t know how to finish her thought either. 
 
    He’s jealous of her being with her husband. She wants him to know she hasn’t had sex with Josh. She wants her lover to know she hasn’t even kissed her husband this week, and that she has not let him watch her undress. Sue realizes these things right now. She’s trying to think if she’s even touched Josh this past week. They may have brushed contact in bed, but she has not cuddled up to him. Outside of bed, she doesn’t think they’ve had any physical contact at all. 
 
    I don’t get why, but I suddenly want Cal to know this. He’s just holding me close. He holds me for a long time before pulling back and keeping his head lowered. He’s fiddling with a button on my dress. I wait. He finally takes a deep, ragged breath and lifts to meet my eyes. His are watery. My chest suddenly aches. 
 
    He smiles. “I’m being silly, aren’t I?” 
 
    Sue shakes her head. She wants to cry. She will if she tries to say anything. 
 
    He huffs another breath. “I know this wasn’t real, Sue. I don’t know what I’ve been thinking these past few nights…. You have children – a family.” 
 
    Sue sniffles. “Sorry,” is all she says. 
 
    I don’t know what the hell I mean by SORRY.  
 
    The ache from her chest is in her throat now. Tears begin. 
 
    “Hey, it’s not so bad…. It’s been fun, right?” Cal lifts her chin with a finger. He’s smiling. 
 
    He wipes her cheek with his thumb. She swallows at the ache. He kisses her lips. She can taste the salt from her tears. His eyes are still watery. “The problem with make-believe is ending up actually believing,” he says with a chuckle. “My bad.” 
 
    Sue pushes away a little. “I don’t know how I feel, Cal.” 
 
    He loses the light pretence instantly. “And so you shouldn’t. There’s no need for you to feel anything, Sue.” 
 
    She meets his eyes. 
 
    “I had this all thought through and planned out,” he goes on earnestly. “We’re in completely different situations. We’re here needing the same thing for entirely different reasons…. You absolutely don’t need to feel anything about me. I’m just the guy you slept with that time.” 
 
    His smile returns, and there’s a cheeky sparkle in his eyes as well. “You know, I’m already packed up? The house is locked. I’m ready to simply get in my car and drive away without looking back…. My plan – the one I am supposed to be sticking to today – was to say nothing, do the garden, give you a good Rogering and hit the road. That’s what I’m supposed to be doing, not being some wimpy, Nancy boy and spoiling everything.” 
 
    He kisses her. 
 
    “A Nancy boy?” Sue enquires. “I don’t know what one of those is, but I doubt you qualify.” 
 
    “I nearly did for a minute there,” he replies, kissing her again. “I do want you to know something, though. Maybe it can be something for you to take from our time together and fall back on one day when you’re not feeling great about yourself for one reason or another.” 
 
    “I don’t feel great about myself, Cal.” 
 
    “Well, for what it’s worth, Sue. I’ve been in a weird place for a long time – just wasting my life, really….” He smooths hair from her face again, his eyes settling warmly, gently. “I know what I need now, Sue. I know exactly what I need in my life, after meeting you…. You’re a very beautiful woman.” 
 
    Cal holds Sue’s gaze, following as she tries to glance away. She’s blushing again, tearing up some more. 
 
    “We’re here for different reasons, pretty lady. I’m a lonely guy who needed to make-believe…. Whatever the reason you’re here – you’re a good person – I can’t imagine a man not taking care of you like this.” 
 
    He’s out of line now. Sue doesn’t want to analyse anything about herself. She rubs at her cheeks. “Thanks, Cal, it’s nice of you to say those things.” 
 
    “Okay. Now it’s time for me to go,” he replies forthrightly. 
 
    “Yeah – I guess…. I probably should get some washing done.” 
 
    Sue’s standing now, tugging at her dress. There’s weirdness. They’re suddenly strangers again. “So, when do you leave for up north?” 
 
    He shrugs. “Tomorrow, I guess.” He’s still sitting, resting back with his hands behind his head. He takes a slow tour of her body while she fixes her pony tail. 
 
    His eyes settle upon her legs. She fiddles with her hair for longer than necessary. She hates that things got so serious. She doesn’t want it to end like this. He glances up at her, a cheeky grin curving his lips. 
 
    Sue blushes as a thought forms and escapes brazenly, “Do you want to give me that Rogering before you go?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She takes his hand and leads him into her laundry. It’s as far inside the house as she wants to invite a lover. Beyond here is her marriage. She takes hold of the washing machine and leans forward slightly, peering back over her shoulder. 
 
    There’s nothing to say. He understands. 
 
    He undoes his jeans and removes his cock, squeezing and stroking it. He nuzzles the back of her neck, the tingles of excitement rushing to her pussy. He lifts the back of her dress with his cock. It’s firm now, poking her bottom. He tugs at her panties with his free hand. She wiggles them down her legs until they rest around her ankles, and she steps one foot out of them and tilts her hips with her legs apart a little. He opens her and rubs into her pussy with the head of his cock, the shaft of it still in his fist as he wipes it through her slit several times and positions it at the mouth of her vagina. Sue tilts higher for him, lifting to tiptoes. He enters her, and she reaches back with one hand and grips his head. He surges into her but she’s not wet enough yet. He pulls back and surges again. It takes him three goes to get his thick cock all the way in.  
 
    Sue clings to her washing machine and braces back against his thrusts. He’s jolting her, taking her almost violently. He rips open her dress, a button flying into the wash tub. Her tits are surging with each thump of their bodies. He gropes them, and she squirms onto his cock this time. She’s wet now. He’s powerfully erect, and she’s grinding her pussy over the base of his thick shaft. The head of the thing is poking deep into her belly, and she’s completely impaled when her orgasm rips through her. 
 
    She’s clinging to his head, squirming and grinding, her insides contracted – absolutely sucking on him. He pulls back and thrusts hard up into her again, letting out a growl into her neck as his body tenses up and his passion erupts inside of her. 
 
    Sue has relaxed. Cal humps her a few times and she just holds on. He’s finally finished, his body softening. His cock slips from inside of her and he fixes his jeans. 
 
    She hasn’t had a chance to fix herself when she is pulled into a kiss, the guy’s tongue in her mouth making her moan. It’s not rough – a firm yet tender kiss. She’s left with her mouth open as he meets her eyes. He’s about to say something but doesn’t. He just smiles and strides from her laundry, leaving her standing there. 
 
    Sue’s still glowing from the sex, but her heart is beginning to tighten in her chest. She rushes through the house to the front window. He’s in his car. His window lowers and she sees him. 
 
    This is where she was standing the first time she saw him. He had arrived before his friends. She had heard his bike from the kitchen and peeped from this window to see what it was. He had taken off his helmet and run his big hand back through his hair. Her heart had thumped. 
 
    Is he going to look back? 
 
    Sue watches and waits. Only seconds have passed but time has slowed. His car rolls forward to the end of the driveway. It stops. His head turns and their eyes lock. Sue’s chin quivers and her eyes well with tears. He turns from her and drives away. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 19 
 
    Sue 
 
    Two weeks pass. 
 
    I can’t tell my husband what I’ve done. He hasn’t attempted to touch me. I don’t know if I could bear him doing so. Somehow that would make it even worse. It would complete the betrayal. At the moment it is still unreal. I can’t even kiss my husband, as it would now be a lie. 
 
    Sue’s leaning in Prestons bedroom doorway. Josh is sitting there reading him a story – like the good daddy that he is. 
 
    I’m the worst kind of scum. 
 
    Another week passes. Janie’s been letting Sue work it out for herself so far. She peers over her cup of tea. “You have to talk sooner or later. This is silly.” 
 
    “I’m a slut,” Sue tells her friend. “What can I say?” 
 
    “So, it was just sex?” 
 
    Sue frowns. 
 
    “Well, if you’re a slut, it was pure lust. It would have meant nothing.” 
 
    Sue just glares back at her. 
 
    “Well, did it? Did it mean nothing?” 
 
    “It meant I’m a whore.” 
 
    “Do you think about him much?” 
 
    Sue blushes. She thinks about Cal all the time, but she doesn’t confess that. 
 
    “You’re no slut,” her best friend states categorically, and she turns a page of the magazine she’s reading. 
 
    “What? What are you talking about?” 
 
    “You’re no whore, Peggy Sue. You just needed some loving, and you got some.” 
 
    “I should have gotten it from Josh.” 
 
    “Does he have any to give you? Are you two still in love?” 
 
    “What? We’ve been married for eight years.” 
 
    “Does he know you slept with another man?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Why not? Why can’t he see it written all over you? Does he ever look into your eyes? Why can’t he see it there?” 
 
    Sue doesn’t have an answer for that – not for her friend, nor for herself. 
 
    “Josh seems distracted or something lately. I wonder if he does actually know. He’s not interested in me at all.” 
 
    Janie nods ponderingly. “Since when?” 
 
    This is another good question. Sue has to think about it. 
 
    “Maybe the past six months. It’s been that long since we’ve done anything. We haven’t even had an argument in that long.” 
 
    “Oh, boy, that’s bad.” 
 
    “I know. It’s too bland – like there’s nothing worth getting upset about.” 
 
    “And have you felt that way too?” Janie asks. “Like you just don’t care anymore?” 
 
    “Probably…. I think we’ve been getting that way for a few years. But this past month has definitely been different. And it started before Cal.” 
 
    Janie makes a face. “Do you think Josh has a lover?” 
 
    “Oh, shit! That would explain it.” 
 
    The notion of Josh having a lover excites Sue. She likes it. She hasn’t thought about it since toying with the idea the other week, but it really would explain his complete lack of interest in her. 
 
    Maybe he does have one. He has plenty of opportunity through the day. I know he can come and go from work as he pleases, and I wouldn’t know whether he’s there or not. 
 
    Janie giggles. “Maybe he beat you to it.” 
 
    “Oh, I hope so!” 
 
    “Really?” she’s gleeful now. 
 
    “Um – yes – I think I do hope so,” Sue confesses. 
 
    “Cool…. How can we find out?” 
 
    As exciting as the prospect of spying on Josh and sneaking a look at his emails is, Sue brushes Janie off. She’s not going to do that. The whole idea does, however, make her feel a little better. 
 
    I think I’ll just wait and see what develops. Maybe, instead of having to tell Josh about my week with a wonderful lover, I’ll simply get to say ME TOO. 
 
    Another few weeks pass. It has now been over a month since Sue’s husband last touched her. He’s always in a pleasant mood, always busy on his computer with his work stuff, whatever that is. She hasn’t picked up anything to support the idea of him having a lover. 
 
    “Hi, Sue!” her new neighbour calls from over the fence. 
 
    “Hi, Angie.” 
 
    Sue met Angie when she first moved in. They’ve chatted over the fence a few times. Sue’s been avoiding getting to know her much. It feels weird that she’s had sex in the other woman’s house. 
 
    I’m desperate to ask her about Cal, but how the hell am I supposed to broach the subject? I’ve nearly given myself away each time we’ve spoken. 
 
    “I’ve baked scones. Would you like to come over for a cup of tea?” Angie asks. 
 
    “Um…. I don’t know if um….” 
 
    “Oh, come on,” she insists with a giggle. “We can talk about my brother.” 
 
    Sue blushes and glares. Her mouth has fallen open. “About your brother?” 
 
    Angie motions to her house with a toss of her head. “Come on – don’t be shy.” 
 
    Shit. 
 
    Sue drops the leaf net on the ground and hurries to follow where her neighbour has disappeared into her house. The back door is still open. Sue walks up the ramp and looks in. 
 
    “Come on – let’s talk,” Angie calls cheerily. “Cups and saucers are in that cupboard there. Jam and cream with scones?” 
 
    “Um – Jam and cream – I really shouldn’t.” 
 
    Angie scoffs. “Imagine never doing what we shouldn’t?” 
 
    She fills a teapot and brings it to the table. Sue takes the seat opposite to where her wheelchair space is. Angie’s chair is electric. She zooms back to the fridge and returns with strawberry jam and fresh whipped cream. Sue pours the tea. 
 
    “So, you’re the one my brother was talking about,” Angie begins offhandedly. 
 
    Sue’s blush fires up. “Um – he was talking about me?” 
 
    “Well – sort of…. Calvin doesn’t say much…. He met someone who got to him. I’m guessing that’s you.” 
 
    Sue sort of nods – cringing a little inside. 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry – I don’t want details,” Angie says with a giggle. “Eww!” 
 
    Sue’s blush overwhelms her, and she giggles too. 
 
    “Did he also get to you?” her neighbour asks, suddenly composed again, and offering a warm, penetrative gaze. 
 
    “Yeah, I guess,” Sue confesses. “But it was wrong. I’ve never even thought about doing anything like that before. I’m happily married.” 
 
    “Well, I truly don’t want too much information. I told my brother to keep away from your marriage. I’m going to imagine he didn’t go too far.” 
 
    Angie finishes one scone and starts on another. Sue is onto her second one as well. They are quite delicious. 
 
    “He’s different now,” Angie goes on. “Just talking to him, I can see he’s finally over his ex-wife…. Talk about drama. He’s been moping around over her for fifteen years.” 
 
    “Was she a bit of a bitch?” Sue asks curiously. She’s been wondering. “He said it was all his fault, but I doubt that’s true.” 
 
    “Oh no – it’s true. Meg’s lovely. Calvin was an idiot when he was young. Fighting, drinking, partying all the time – he was hopeless. Meg put up with that for a few years until she met a man who was a grown-up.” 
 
    “Oh!” 
 
    “Yes – oh is right! Don’t go feeling sorry for my stupid big brother. He’s been doing that for himself ever since – until now…. Well, actually, he’s been working hard for quite a few years now, so not totally hopeless. But this past month, he’s also starting to talk about settling down and starting over.” 
 
    “Starting over?” Sue gulps a sip of tea. “What – up north?” 
 
    “Oh, no – he never went with the boys this year. He’s not doing that anymore, so he says…. No, he stayed home, and just as well because his daughter got into some trouble and he was here to help her through. She’s staying with him now.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s nice.” Relief and concern is whirling in Sue’s belly. Relief that Cal is at his house, where she can clearly picture him – concern about the ‘starting over’ thing, whatever that meant. 
 
    That means with a girlfriend of course! They’ll be lining up! 
 
    “It is nice,” Angie continues, seemingly oblivious to the direction Sue’s thoughts have skewed. “There was a bad crowd and a boyfriend into drugs – dealing them. His daughter was in danger of becoming involved. She’s safe now, though. She had to call her father one night, and Calvin stepped in.” 
 
    “He stepped in, huh? I don’t think I’d like to be the boyfriend.” 
 
    “Me either,” Angie agrees with a giggle. “My brother’s scary when it gets physical. Otherwise he’s a creampuff, but he’s handy to have around when there’s an arsehole guy to be dealt with.” 
 
    Angie takes a third scone and pushes the plate with the last one toward Sue. “I know you want it,” she teases. 
 
    Sue does want it. She takes a bite. “What does starting over mean? You said Cal is ready to start over.” 
 
    “I think he’s going to finally get a life. He wants a home – a wife to come home to. He doesn’t say as much, but I know my brother. Whatever he saw in you – he want’s that badly now. He was booked on a cruise to Tahiti after Christmas, but he cancelled it. He’s tired of being alone – being the party guy. He’s talking about expanding his building business – working harder. Young Eve won’t stay with him for long. He’ll be looking for another kind of female company to warm his house when she goes.” 
 
    “He will?” Sue’s voice is a squeak. Her gut is twisting, her heart heavy. 
 
    “There are two, possibly three ladies I know of who will be knocking on his door. One of them already has a whiff. She’s divorced with a couple of teenaged children. She’s had it bad for Calvin for years.” 
 
    Sue nods, her eyes downcast as she pushes the remaining half scone aside and wipes her hands in a serviette. 
 
    “Are you okay?” her neighbour asks. 
 
    “I’m fine…. These scones are nice. I should have stopped at two.” 
 
    “I know. It’s all the butter. They’re so rich, but once in a while as a treat…. So what about you, Sue – how long have you lived here?” 
 
    The conversation meanders from new neighbourhoods to schools and children and onto husbands and work. Angie talks about her disability and life in a wheelchair. It’s a relief for Sue to get away from the topic of Cal, but the thought of him stays with her all day and through the night as she tosses and turns at the image of a Stepford Wife greeting Cal after work at the door of his little farm house, which she has decorated and claimed as her home. 
 
    Sue spends all Saturday scrubbing her kitchen and bathroom, washing windows and pulling fridges and washing machines around to clean under them. She waits in bed for her husband to come in from his office in the garage, where he’s been all day and all evening after dinner. 
 
    He gets in, facing away from her. She nuzzles his ear, “Make love to me, Josh?” She reaches down his front and finds his penis flaccid, but it expands as she squeezes it. “Make love to me,” she says again, whispering into his ear as he reaches back and grabs her bottom. 
 
    He turns and meets her kiss. He takes her wrists and pins them above her head. She writhes up against his body as he opens her pyjama shirt. He sucks on her skin, kissing and licking her breasts, sucking a nipple while pulling her pants off. She kicks her pants away and spreads her legs. He thrusts against her pussy, still pinning her wrists above her head and sucking on her. He gropes her crotch, working fingers into her. She’s wet. She’s ready for her husband. 
 
    A sense of utter normalcy wells up inside of Sue as she braces, ready to be screwed by the man she has promised to spend her life with. This is not like the crazy fling she had with the biker. This is real. This is her life – everything will be fine again now. 
 
    The fingers are gone but there’s nothing there now. She grinds against her husband, but his penis is soft. It pokes into her a little bit but slips out. His head is against her chest, turned aside. He lets go of her wrists and slumps on top of her. 
 
    “Sorry – I just –” 
 
    He doesn’t finish that comment. He rolls off and onto his side, facing away again. 
 
    “It’s okay,” Sue says, cuddling up behind him, her heart heavy. This has never happened before. “It’s fine – don’t worry about it,” she tells her husband. 
 
    “I’m just tired,” he mutters, pulling the sheet around his neck. 
 
    “Is it me, Josh? Is it something I’ve done?” Sue swallows hard at that question. 
 
    He must know. That would explain this. 
 
    “What are you talking about? I’m just worn out is all,” her husband grumps back over his shoulder at her. “It’s nothing to do with you.” 
 
    Sue rolls away to lie on her back staring at the ceiling. Within moments, Josh is snoring. 
 
    Okay, so he doesn’t know…. 
 
    She’s read about men having problems maintaining an erection. It happens. Perhaps all the work Josh is doing is getting him down. He’s always on his computer now. Maybe it’s stress from overwork. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 20 
 
    Sue 
 
    It’s getting on mid-summer and Sue and Janie are spending an hour a day sunbathing by the pool. They never go topless. That was just for fun – a dare they challenged themselves with. Sue still thinks about Cal quite often. She wonders what he has done with the photos he took of her – whether he still looks at them – whether he thinks about her at all. She’s always listening for the sound of his motorbike, but it seems he hasn’t visited his sister since she moved in, over two months ago now. 
 
    “So, any progress with Josh and his droopy dick?” Janie asks, squirting more sunscreen on her belly. Sue confided in her. She thinks it’s funny. “Are you sure he’s not sleeping with someone else. It makes perfect sense.” 
 
    “I know it makes sense, and I’d seriously be fine with that, but I don’t think he is. He hasn’t got time. He spends almost every waking minute on his computer. He’s either working too much or it’s porn or something.” 
 
    “So, no stiffies yet?” Janie presses, giggling. 
 
    “Only when he’s asleep,” Sue replies, giggling a little herself. “I know it’s not me. My lover didn’t have any such problem.” 
 
    “Ooh – that’s bad, Peggy Sue. That’s wicked talk.” 
 
    “I know, but what am I supposed to do? Lucky I’ve got a vibrator.” 
 
    Janie laughs. “One named Cal.” 
 
    “Yes – exactly!” 
 
    “See. I knew an affair was a good thing. You can always close your eyes and dream, huh?” 
 
    “Yeah, I dream alright, Janie. I dream about more than the sex though.” 
 
    “You do?” Janie is up on an elbow, glaring. 
 
    Sue’s blush fires up. Tears are suddenly welling. 
 
    “Oh, no – you do, don’t you? You miss him.” 
 
    “Yeah, a bit….” Sue sniffles. “He was really nice…. I could be with a guy like him.” 
 
    “Like really be with him? Like – full on together?” 
 
    Sue shrugs. “Yeah – why not?” She rubs at a tear. “What would be wrong with that, anyway?” 
 
    “Nothing,” her friend shoots back instantly. “Nothing at all.” 
 
    “Except there’s no way I could leave Josh.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    Sue meets Janie’s frank expression. “What do you mean, why? Because we’re married. What about Cynthia and Preston?” 
 
    “They’d get used to it. Plenty of people with kids split up.” 
 
    “Yeah, well plenty also stick together and get through tough times.” 
 
    Janie squeezes Sue’s hand. “Okay. That’s true. Fair enough, Peggy Sue…. But you brought it up, not me.” 
 
    “Excuse us, ladies!” A male voice calls from the side gate. 
 
    The girls turn to see a policeman entering the yard. 
 
    “They’re back here,” he calls to someone else, and two other policemen along with a man and woman in plain clothes enter the yard and approach where Sue and Janie are hastily pulling clothes on. 
 
    Sue confronts them. The plain clothed man hands her a folded sheet of paper. He has a badge on his shirt. 
 
    “That’s a search warrant, ma’am. It allows us to thoroughly search these premises.” 
 
    “Search for what?” Sue gets out through her shock and confusion. 
 
    The man waves the policemen toward the back door and follows after them. The plain clothed woman addresses Sue and Janie. “Would you ladies come inside with me, please?” 
 
    “What’s going on?” Sue implores of the woman. 
 
    “I’m detective Marr. You would be Susan Lyon?” 
 
    “Yes. But what’s happening? A search warrant!” Sue looks at the paper as she is led inside and seated at her dining table. Janie sits beside her. The detective sits opposite. The men are in her lounge room and up the hall in the bedrooms, rummaging by the sound of it. 
 
    “What’s going on?” Janie asks the detective. “Please – what’s this about?” 
 
    “Your name?” the detective asks calmly. 
 
    “Jane Ackerman. I’m Sue’s friend.” 
 
    “Misses Lyon, may I call you Sue?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “You may wish to speak with your husband, Sue. He’s currently helping us with our enquiries at the station and has requested a lawyer. We’re here to gather any computers or data storage devices. We’re investigating a complaint about the use of hidden security cameras in the females’ change room at your husband’s workplace.” 
 
    Sue stares back at the woman, stunned. 
 
    “Do you know of any computer discs or other data devices your husband keeps here at your home, Sue? Could you help us locate them, please?” 
 
    The male detective has approached. “We would appreciate your co-operation, ma’am….” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 21 
 
    Cal 
 
    “What the hell? Hey, Angie – what are you doing here? Hey, Bob, kids….” 
 
    Cal opens his sister’s car door and kneels down for a hug. 
 
    “Well, you won’t come visit me, so what am I going to do?” 
 
    “But I would have come up,” Cal says, getting out of the way while Bob positions Angie’s wheel chair. “I’ve been meaning to come see you guys.” 
 
    “Rubbish,” his sister accuses. “I haven’t even heard from you in three weeks. You never call.” 
 
    “Well, I’ve been busy,” Cal mumbles. He has actually been quite busy with several new building projects on his books. He’s employed a tradesman and two apprentices. He’s been doing long hours and falling into bed at night. 
 
    He sees his sister and brother in-law inside then sets the kids up with the ponies to ride. His daughter is at work. She picked up weekend shifts at the local service station. This is Cal’s first weekend off in months. It’s autumn now, and he’s missed the whole summer – hasn’t even been to the beach for a surf, let alone up to the suburbs to visit his sister. 
 
    Chat over lunch is about the kids’ new school, to which they have just returned after summer vacation, and catching up on what the rest of the family are all up to. Cal doesn’t really call anyone, and relies on Angie to keep him informed. 
 
    After lunch, Bob takes the kids back to the ponies. Angie has shooed him outside. She wheels her chair around to face Cal sitting at his dining table. 
 
    Her eyebrows flicker and remain raised. “Well?” 
 
    “Well, what?” Cal replies. 
 
    “Aren’t you going to ask about her?” 
 
    Cal shakes his head incredulously. “Back off, sis.” 
 
    His sister just smiles. “Okay – so, I won’t tell you.” 
 
    Cal frowns. “What the hell are you going on about?” 
 
    Angie shrugs. 
 
    “I’m not playing your games, Ang’. I’ve taken your advice instead.” 
 
    “Yes, but that was about her being married,” Angie says, wheeling back and into the kitchen. “Things change.” 
 
    Cal stalks after his sister. “What are you talking about? What’s changed?” 
 
    “Well, it’s just that I don’t live next door to a married couple anymore – just a single mother with a couple of kids.” 
 
    “Sue’s single?” Cal glares down at his sister. The notion that Sue is no longer with her husband has gripped him with tremendous excitement. He contains that. 
 
    “The husband has moved out. He has supervised visits with the children, but Sue’s done with him.” 
 
    “Supervised? What the –” 
 
    “Long story. You better ask Sue about it,” Angie says dismissively. “Unless you want to sit around waiting for someone else to ask her about how she’s going and whether she needs a real man in her life at the moment.” 
 
    Cal meets his little sister’s gleeful eyes. “Is she at home right now?” 
 
    “Was when we left….” 
 
    “Can I be excused? Eve will be home soon.” 
 
    “You’re excused, big brother.”    
 
    Cal swings a leg over his Harley Davidson and thunders from his shed and out onto the road. He ignores the speed limit, flashing through town and flying through the forest to the expressway. He really opens his bike up now. He’s sitting on a hundred and forty, praying for no cops with speed guns. 
 
    It’s been three months since he drove away from Sue. He hasn’t touched another woman since then. He hasn’t been able to get the one he wants out of his mind. 
 
    Here I come, baby – hope you’re ready! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 22 
 
    Sue 
 
    “Well, he’s never coming back here, Janie. Why shouldn’t I stuff everything that reminds me of him in the garage? I might even burn it down when we’re done. This is where he used to do that creepy shit.” 
 
    “But it’s a lounge. How is it any part of him? Plus it’s damn well heavy.” 
 
    Sue and Janie are struggling to drag and carry Sue’s lounge room suite to the garage. They’ve already cleared out the bedroom. 
 
    “I want all new stuff,” Sue says. “You can have his stupid furniture if you want it.” 
 
    “No, thanks. I think a deserving charity is the go, Peggy Sue.” 
 
    They push the lounge into a corner and go back for each of the two matching recliners. That empties the lounge room. Sue has decided to keep the dining setting, since she picked it out and feels the kitchen and dining area has always been more so her domain. She pulls down the garage door and locks it. She will call around the charities tomorrow and see if someone will come and pick up the discarded furniture. 
 
    “Do you want to help me shop for new stuff?” she asks her friend. 
 
    Janie smiles. “Yeah – of course!” 
 
    The thunder of a motorcycle comes around the corner and down the street. Sue’s heart lifts and swells in her chest as she recognises the sound and sees Cal. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” she mutters. 
 
    “Oh, boy,” Janie agrees. 
 
    Cal misses his sister’s driveway and rides right up to the girls standing in front of Sue’s garage. He turns off the bike and lifts his helmet. 
 
    He gives a little grin. “Sue…. Janie.” 
 
    “Hi, Cal,” they both respond. 
 
    Sue is chewing her lip. Janie is squeezing her arm, hard. 
 
    Cal looks into Sue’s eyes. She stares right back at him. 
 
    “I’ll go check on the kids,” Janie says. 
 
    Sue stands wringing her hands in front. Cal kicks down the stand on his bike and steps off it. She waits. He approaches, close. She peers up at him. 
 
    “Is it true – you’re single now, Sue?” 
 
    She nods. “Yes.” 
 
    “Me too,” he says, shrugging nonchalantly. “What about that, eh?” 
 
    Sue stifles a giggle. “Yes, indeed, what about that?” 
 
    He moves closer, his chest almost touching her now. He takes hold of her hips. “I think there’s something I’d like to do about that.” 
 
    “Oh, you would?” she utters. “What would you like to do?” 
 
    He bends to her, caressing her lips with his. She responds, tilting her head as he kisses her again, parting her lips and meeting his tongue. 
 
    He breaks off. “I need to fuck you, Sue…. We can talk afterwards.” 
 
    “Okay,” Sue breathes into the next kiss. “Can we go somewhere? I’ll get Janie to mind the kids.” 
 
    “Yeah – we’ll get a motel room. Hurry,” Cal replies, breaking away again and urging Sue to go get organized. 
 
    She finds Janie and the kids at the dining table with colouring books. 
 
    “Well?” Janie asks, pushing Sue into the kitchen. 
 
    “Um – can you mind the kids for a couple of hours?” 
 
    Janie’s eyes bulge. “Seriously? In the middle of the afternoon?” 
 
    Sue’s blushing. “I know! We’re going to find a motel.” 
 
    “What motel? There’s nothing anywhere near here.” 
 
    “I don’t know. We’ll find somewhere…. He can have me wherever he wants.” 
 
    “Ooh – slut!” 
 
    “Well…. I have to go! Two hours, okay?” 
 
    “No – I’ve got a better idea, Peggy Sue. How about the kids have a sleepover at my place tonight? I’ve got a whole box full of old board games. It’ll be a hoot.” 
 
    “Oh, would you? That would be amazing, Janie.” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah, and you owe me big time! Give me your car keys.” 
 
    It takes ten minutes to get the kids packed and past the motorbike. Sue waves them off with Janie grinning like a fool at her. Once the car is out of sight, she claims her new boyfriend’s hand and leads him inside her house. She is grabbed and pushed back against the closed front door. 
 
    “Now, where were we?” Cal says, kissing her. 
 
    “I think you said you need to fuck me,” Sue replies, moaning into his mouth. 
 
    She has on shorts. He’s tugging at the front of them. He opens the zipper and puts his hand down them, feeling her through her panties. She wiggles her shorts down to her ankles and kicks them away. 
 
    “In here,” she says, squirming away and taking Cal’s hand again. She takes him to the spare room. “This is the only bed I have at the moment.” 
 
    He pulls her into another kiss. She turns her lower body as he gropes down the front of her panties this time. His tongue is in her mouth. He parts her pussy lips and feels inside of her. 
 
    “You’re wet, Sue.” 
 
    “Uh huh…. I want you inside me.” She squeezes his cock through his jeans. “I want this inside me, Cal.” 
 
    He lifts her and places her on the bed. She lies there clutching the pillow beneath her head as he removes her panties. He rips open his jeans. His cock is standing upright. It levers out from his body as he lowers his pants and pulls off his shirt. He’s naked now. Sue pulls off her shirt and bra, dropping them on the floor. She parts her legs and cradles him between them as he lies down on top of her. 
 
    She reaches down to guide him, then he surges forward and impales her with his cock. He pulls back and thrusts again, penetrating her fully. 
 
    “Like that?” he asks, kissing her. 
 
    “Yes – like that,” she answers, holding his gaze as he begins fucking her deep and slow. 
 
    “I missed you, Sue.” 
 
    “I missed you too, Cal.” 
 
    He’s holding her head with his coarse fingers in her hair. He keeps looking into her eyes while rolling his pelvis and surging in and out of her. “You’re so beautiful,” he whispers, kissing her mouth and her cheeks and her eyes. “So beautiful, baby,” he goes on, his cock thick and solid and spearing into her belly. 
 
    Sue clings to him as he begins to lose control. He buries his face into the pillow beside her and holds the top of her head as he starts pounding his cock into her. His thrusts are relentless. They’re jolting Sue’s body, driving her toward her climax. He spears into her and thrusts. She grinds herself open over the base of his shaft. He does it again, and again, and he humps her one final time and cries out as his erection swells and throbs, the feel of him cumming in Sue’s belly sending her over the edge to convulse in orgasm. 
 
    They slowly come down together. He lifts from her and searches for her eyes. He’s still inside of her, still semi-firm. 
 
    Sue strokes his face. “Better?” she asks. 
 
    He nods. “Now I’m hungry.” 
 
    “Can I get you something?” 
 
    “Have you got any of that apple pie?” 
 
    “I’ve got carrot cake.” 
 
    He rolls his pelvis and searches deep into Sue’s body with his resurgent erection. 
 
    “I want you, Sue.” 
 
    She smiles. “I think you’re having me.” 
 
    He smiles too. “No – I mean, I want you.” 
 
    He continues slow fucking her, meeting her lips and kissing her softly. 
 
    “I want you in all kinds of ways, baby…. You’re everything I want.” 
 
    Sue strokes the rugged, unshaven face of her new man. “You can have everything you want, Cal.”  
 
    **The End** 
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