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The Audition: Aspiring Wife Alyssa

Part 1: Alyssa Does a Topless Scene

Alyssa

I stood in front of the full-length bedroom mirror holding my bathrobe open.  I looked up and down my nearly naked body. This was going to be so hard tomorrow. Shit. What have I got myself in for?

I looked at the reflection of my husband sitting up in bed on his laptop. He was always on the damn thing. Never took any notice of me.

“Roy?”

He glanced. Once, briefly, then back at his computer, then he glanced again. “What?”

I had closed my robe before he looked. I wasn’t about to flash him unless he shut down and looked at me properly.

I waited. Frowning deeper.

“Roy!”

“What?” he complained. “Just um… I’m nearly..!”

He was thumping the keys, playing some stupid game or whatever.

I pouted at him, still in the mirror. “I don’t know if I can do it tomorrow.”

He thumped faster at his laptop but suddenly stopped. “Shit!” He thrust his hands behind his head, looking up at me properly now. “Do what, baby, the topless thing?”

“Yes, the topless thing. This other director’s a sleaze. I could tell by the way he was looking at me today, he’s looking forward to it.”

My husband grinned. “Can’t blame him for that, baby. You’re fucking hot.”

I glared defiantly. It thrilled me inside to hear my husband say that though.

“You’ve just got to think professional about it, baby. Like you always say.”

“Yes I know I always say that, but this is going to be with an open nightie and the guy has to kiss me and actually touch my boobs. And who knows how many takes there’s going to be!”

My husband was frowning now. “He has to touch your boobs? That wasn’t in the script.”

I glared again. “It is now!”

“Now when? When did they change that?”

“The other director did.” I glared some more. “And he smiled about it. He said I’d be okay with that, wouldn’t I?”

“Oh shit.” Roy put his laptop aside and pulled me to him as I knelt on the bed. “Jeez love, that sounds pretty full-on. It was bad enough you had to flash ‘em.”

“I know right?” I opened one side of my bathrobe for a peek. “I wish they were bigger.”

“What? No fucking way, you’ve got fantastic tits, baby. They’re a perfect size.”

“Hmm for you maybe, but this Dash guy has huge hands. They’re going to look so tiny when he’s touching them.”

“Oh shit,” my husband groaned.

“I know, and they’ve made the kissing bit longer so they include him feeling me like that. And if I don’t act like I’m enjoying it the first time, they’re going to make me do it over and over!”

“Oh hell, baby,” my husband groaned again. He’d latched onto a nipple and sucked.

“Roy!”

“Na, just don’t do it if it’s gonna be that full-on, baby. You don’t have to. You can just stick to M-rated, or MA15+. You don’t have to do that R-rated stuff.”

“Yes, but it was all I could get. I haven’t had any work in ages.”

“Yeah well I’ve got a regular job now. There’ll probably even be overtime, plus all the weekend shift allowances.”

“Mmm… aaah...” I swallowed as warm tingles surged through me and headed down to my pussy. My husband sucked the other nipple. “Mmm but I still want to work too, Roy. I didn’t do all those classes for nothing, you know.”

“I know, baby,” my husband consoled whilst feeling for the waist band of my panties. “What’s with these?”

I lifted my butt so he could strip them from me. “I was practicing dressing for the part. They said I could wear my own panties under the robe, as long as they’re pretty ones.”

“Oh right,” Roy agreed absently and kissed my mons then kissed lower and snuffled into me down there. He licked through me and swirled around my clit. I caught a breath and tensed with my thighs open and my feet planted on the mattress.

Roy and I had been married almost a year and had sex just about every night. This had become our ritual. He would go down on me and not stop until I made him because I was on the verge of orgasm. I was getting close now, so I reached back to my bedside drawer and grabbed a condom. That was the unofficial signal. Roy stopped licking me and got up on his knees. He was always hard, so no need for me to do any oral or anything. He rolled on the condom and I guided him in as he lay back on top of me.

My husband has a nice cock. It’s smaller than a couple of others I’ve experienced, but it’s super-hard and has a bit of a curve to it. “Uhh huh huh,” I moaned when I orgasmed within a few minutes of his thrusting and grinding into me. It only ever takes a few minutes after being primed with a well-trained tongue, I find.

“Nya fuck!” Roy cried out and held firmly against me with his cock throbbing inside and my pussy still trying to suck on it oh so nice.

It took about six months to develop our sex ritual. I had advice from an aunty who instructed me on how to school a young husband. Roy has been great – so willing to try things and so attentive to how nice it feels for me – or not.

I tipped up his condom, letting his semen drip onto his belly. I squeezed out the last of it. He loves this bit. It’s become part of our ritual too.

“Yeah baby, lick it up,” he groaned, stroking my hair aside and holding it out of the way so he could see me.

I can’t say I enjoy the taste of cum. I never used to swallow for boys at school and only ever did for one other guy before I got married. This is definitely something I do now as a reward for my husband trying so hard to please me with sex. I only have to do it during my fertile time of month, as we don’t need a condom during the last week of my cycle and until a little after my period. It’s only this current two weeks I needed to be safe.

“Hmm yucky. I’ll never get used to that,” I scolded, flopping on my back beside my smiling husband.

He squeezed my hand. “I know love, sorry. I fucking love watching you do it though.”

“I know you do. It’s okay, I still like doing it, for that reason.”

We were intertwining fingers, holding hands between us. Roy took a big breath and expelled. “So the guy’s got huge hands, huh?”

I blushed. “Yes. Really huge and kind of strong.” I grimaced at my husband. “I hope he isn’t too rough with me when he’s doing it. I don’t like it when guys pinch too hard or anything.”

Roy nodded, his jaw set. “It only has to look real though, right? It’s still just pretending.”

“Uh huh.” I met my husband’s eyes. “This older director’s different though. He likes the sexual side of everything being emphasised. He’s making them re-shoot a whole bunch of scenes.”

“Oh right. More sexual huh?”

“Yes. More close-ups and he’s already talked about the way he wants to film this kissing scene I have to do. He’s told the guy Dash he has to be quite forceful with me, and when they were talking I was just standing there blushing my head off. It was like, I’d know how to be submissive and could do that easily enough. Like there’d be nothing to it for me and it was all up to Dash.”

“Right.” Roy gulped. “Forceful huh!”

“Um yes, quite forcefully, is his general direction with the scene.”

“And he’s going to feel your tits, quite forcefully too then,” Roy went on, stroking my hair.

“Yeah, maybe,” I admitted. I’d been trying to get around to explaining this all evening, since I got home from today’s shoot where my trainee director’s boss had turned up and changed everything.

“Alright, so it’s still just acting, baby. It’s still totally professional, right?”

I peered up. “Uh huh.”

“I just wish I could be there to support you.”

“Yes I know. Me too… But it’s great you’re finally starting this new job.”

“Yeah I just have to find the place haha. Or where to park at least. I have to find out if there’s any staff parking or anything. It’s right in the middle of the city. It’s gonna cost a fortune if I have to pay for parking.”


Roy

My new job was in security. I did a course a few years ago and have been working casually ever since. This was my first fulltime job at a posh hotel and I was determined to make a go of it. I had slept well after last night’s sex, as usual. I left Alyssa sleeping and gulped down a coffee and some toast, then made my way into the city. When I arrived at the hotel I found signs to staff parking. Lucky!

Parking was in the basement of the 12-storey hotel. I used the guest elevator to the ground floor and dawdled through the huge open lobby, gazing up at the glass elevators to the upper levels. They disappeared into the ceiling about six floors up. The lobby contained a big open bar area and restaurant, with plush deep-green velvet seating dotted around. Dark stained timber lined the chairs, walls and bar, giving it a warm, cosy feeling despite its enormous size. The place was quiet, and pretty much deserted, apart from a guest checking out at the long, dark ornate desk. Behind it a gorgeous young lady in a tailored uniform smiled broadly to the businessman as she handed him his receipt. A cleaner worked in the restaurant area, and a couple of equally well-dressed young men were polishing the timber and gold fittings.

I reported to the security office. It was closed and empty but I noticed the old guy who interviewed me behind the reception desk chatting with the ladies at reception. He waved to me, motioning for me to wait for him. I suddenly noticed the doorman and another guy about my age. The doorman was pushing a trolley with a guest lady’s bags in through the large ornate doors from the sportscar parked just outside. The young guy got in and drove off.

The doorman looked at me and held out his hand. “You’re Roy, startin’ this morning?”

“Um yes,” I said, shaking his hand in greeting.

“Good. Take these for the lady, see her through reception and to her room.”

“Oh right. Sure.”

I took over carrying one bag and wheeling another. My boss Miguel had told me I’d have to help out at reception as required. I waited for the fine-suited business lady to check in and followed her to the elevator. I saw her to her room on the tenth floor and wheeled her bags inside for her.

“Thank you,” she offered with a smile, and handed me a $20 note!

“You’re welcome, ma’am.” I backed out the door after having quickly stuffed the note into my trouser pocket. I was thrilled to have started work already.

The see-through glass elevator ride was cool. What a great view of the foyer with all the plants. There was even a fountain in the waiting area with the same plush seating all around it.

“Roy! Right on time. Good man!” Miguel greeted me and ushered me into the security office. It was a fairly small room with half a dozen monitors and a couple of office chairs.

Miguel was a weathered-looking older guy. He had to be pushing 60. He was dressed in a dark suit uniform and wore one of those narrow-brimmed hats Hollywood movie star men used to wear. He looked like an old Humphry Bogart from my mum’s movie collection.

There was a suit in a plastic bag hanging on a stand. I looked from it to my new boss’s smile and wink. The other young guy had been wearing one too, as was the doorman of course.

Miguel gave me a lanyard with a tap-card on it. “Use the service elevator there,” he pointed. “Fifth floor, room 517. That card’ll get you in. How ‘bout you go up and get changed and we’ll get you started, hey?”

I was in heaven. This was so nice and refined, whereas I’d only ever worked around grotty industrial areas or noisy event security so far. The service elevator wasn’t glass, and it was kind of scuffed and grubby looking. I was back in heaven when I entered room 517 though. It was a plush suite with a city view. I figured I’d better not linger though, and quickly changed into my new work attire.

I checked myself in a full-length mirror. I looked pretty darn good, if I do say so myself, better than I ever had at work. I was going to enjoy wearing this home and dressing like this every morning. There was a second suit in the bag, along with spare shirts and another tie. I was going to need to buy some better shoes. The ones I had on were passable for today, I guessed. Well, they’ll have to be…

“Ahh looking dapper there young man!” Miguel enthused as I walked back into the office. He stood and pinned a badge and name tag to my chest.  He was nearly a head shorter than me.

“And now all official. Let’s walk.”

I followed. I was led back down into the basement and all around that level, Miguel pointing things out all the while. Then we went up to the rooftop. I was shown where I could access and where I had to walk a beat every hour I was on duty, checking fire escape doors and no-parking zones and the like. Apart from any behavioural or security issues with the guests, there needed to be clear emergency access to and from the building at all times.

Miguel introduced me to the doorman and the lady concierge at reception. I learned I had three bosses and had to be ready to do what I was told by any of them. I was given a roster that had me rotating day and night shifts and weekends too. It was all brilliant. The pay was going to be fantastic with all the penalty rates.

My morning was mostly helping out at reception and parking a few cars, some rather nice ones, I must say. It’d be cool to shoot out onto the highway in one but no, I shall behave myself.

“Here lad, take this up to room 517 would you?” Miguel asked me at one point.

It was a wheelie bag, quite heavy. I took it up and used my tap-card to get in. Damn that felt good – having special security access. It was so great to have this job, I was so lucky to get it. Last week when I was watching Alyssa do one of her bit-part scenes at this alfresco restaurant Miguel was there helping out with security. He introduced himself and I told him I’d done some security work, so he offered me an interview. It seemed too easy.

I wheeled the bag into the room and noticed the main bedroom door was open. When I’d gotten changed in the bathroom earlier I’m sure the door was closed. I was curious, of course, and poked my nose in. To my surprise the room was set up with special lighting and cameras on stands, kind of like a movie set.

Shit.

I wondered what the hell that was all about. Were they shooting a movie scene here or something?

I shrugged and left. It was none of my business. But funnily enough, later that day I actually spotted the director guy Alyssa had been talking about. He was having coffee with two other business type men in the hotel restaurant. I saw Miguel go over and chat with them a few times but I minded my own business. I just watched curiously from a distance. Oh of course he knows them, he’s done security for them before…

I knew the bedroom scene Alyssa was doing today was at a different hotel, so the set here wasn’t for that. Although I supposed this big-shot director dude, Ronan Paris, probably had lots of films on the go and sets all over the place.

He was there having coffees and chatting with his business colleagues for an hour or so before this super-hot blond chick walked in through the lobby and right up to them. Then Ronan Paris and one of the business guys got up and took her to the elevator, and the other business dude left.

I watched from the door of the security office, where I was covering for Miguel on his lunch break. I watched the glass elevator stop on the fifth floor and the hot blond was ushered from the elevator by both men. They hung back a little and fully checked her out from behind.


Alyssa

Okay you can do this…!

I had the satin robe wrapped around tight, only my lacy white panties on beneath. I was in a hotel suite bathroom, where the leading lady had already left from, after having completed her scene.

‘She’ was the wife and out there was her bedroom with her husband. She had returned home to get something she’d forgotten after leaving for work. I was the husband’s mistress. One of them anyway. There were four of us and this was one of two scenes I had for the whole movie. The other mistresses had more screen time but I was pleased to at least get a tiny bit-part like this. It was work at least. And it was damned good money. I just had to be brave right now and walk out that door.

The makeup lady had completed my makeup when she was doing the wife’s earlier. She had gone too, so when I opened the door there was only men in the room. There were three guys doing cameras and lighting, the director and the husband, being played by this older man named Dash. I wasn’t sure if that was a real name or just his handle for movies. He was about forty and kind of refined looking. He was really tall and had the biggest hands. Ohmygod!

“Ah perfect!” the director announced, welcoming me onto the set. “Yes that’s it,” he went on and mussed my hair a little more than the makeup lady had already.

The scene was to begin with me and the husband already in bed. It was actually sequenced before the wife came home but her scene was shot first.

I gazed blankly around at the men. This was all professional, so I kept telling myself, but they were all wide-eyed and focused on me. I was so nervous I was clenching my jaw to stop my teeth from chattering. My nipples were so damned tight and starting to ache under the satin robe.

Dash got into bed, scooted across and held the covers back for me. He was in pale blue jocks and I could see his penis bulging at them. God it looked big. He had a great body too, his pecs and abs defined and a healthy covering of chest hair turning grey. It was going to be strange lying next to a man with a hairy chest. Roy and the few other guys I’ve been with have all been bald as badgers, feeling soft-skinned against me.

I sat and scooted close to him. The robe didn’t have a tie at all. The cameras moved in and surrounded me. “Okay now just open that Alyssa, slip it from your shoulders now,” the director said.

“Just take it down a little,” Dash offered encouragingly, meeting my nervous smile with his confident one. “It’s alright, we’re all professionals here,” he went on smooth and deep, and he took the robe from my shoulder and helped me with it, uncovering my breasts.

“Okay good, good. Now let’s do that again,” the director said. “That was nice. Sensual. Hold that look Alyssa, that’s so lovely and innocent. Dash you slip the robe from both shoulders this time and show her to the camera… Just go with it after that, feel your way.”

I sat there with my chest up and forward, my boobs quivering. The director and my co-star each put a shoulder on my robe back in place, then Dash opened it away from my tits again and lowered it down my arms. Then he lifted my chin with a finger and kissed me softly.

The cameras zoomed in and Dash deepened the kiss. He was rubbing up and down my side and inserted his tongue into my mouth. I couldn’t help moaning a little but did my best not to glare my surprise at the cameras at all.

This confident older man worked me down onto my back and kept kissing me while his big strong hand closed over one of my breasts. I arched upward against the contact. I couldn’t help myself. One camera panned back to take in what he was doing there while the other remained focused on our faces.

My older co-star was feeling from one of my breasts to the other. Massaging firmly and squeezing my nipples. Although it was all professional, it felt like he was doing it for real. He eventually left off and moved on top of me. Then it was his hairy chest against my nipples and that was even worse. The guy was still quite demanding in the way he continued kissing me.

I knew what was going to happen now. I’d been shown the scene notes and talked through them.

I just held my breath as my legs were worked open and the man on top of me pressed his body between them. They had kept the bed clothes covering us down there. He only had to pretend, but I could feel his package against my crotch. He was pretending to thrust. The camera had panned back to film us actually having sex.

The kissing had finally stopped and I kept my eyes shut and my face pressed against Dash’s shoulder and toward the camera. I pretended to be enjoying the sex. It wasn’t hard to pretend. Some of my moans were real, as I could feel that the man on top of me had gotten hard down there and it was touching me when he thrust forward.

The director wound his hands, motioning to keep going. I was intensely aware of everything down below and was trying not to press back at all. The stiff penis poked firmly into me. The pressure remained and I felt the man on me grind his hips this time. “Sorry,” he breathed into my hair. “Just a bit more realistic, yeah?” he breathed some more sending tingles straight to my crotch. He maintained quite firm pressure whilst slow-thrusting and poking against the crotch of my panties. I moaned unwittingly and stared up at the ceiling. He had one hand down there and was squeezing my hip and thigh. He adjusted himself and proceeded to slide upward against my mons instead of poking so much.

I continued to moan and show I was enjoying this. Some was still pretend, although I couldn’t help feeling quite aroused with my nipples being rubbed by this man’s hairy chest. The cameras moved for different angles, the director motioning for us to continue acting the love-making scene. My fellow actor was still erect and the head of his penis caught my crotch again and resumed poking more so than just rubbing.

“Sorry,” he whispered to me again. “Ugh fuck,” he groaned and pulled back, lifting from me and crushing his package with his hand. “Sorry, Jack, getting a bit carried away,” he apologised, chuckling to the director and guys filming. “Here give me some of that ice,” he said and one of the camera crew handed him an ice bucket. He took a handful and pressed it to his package.

I was left sitting there with my arm across my breasts, my legs tucked up and together.

“Alright, ten-minute break,” the director announced.

I hurried back to the bathroom. I closed the door and slumped back against it. I checked my dishevelled self in the mirror. What was left of my lipstick was smudged and the wet crotch of my panties was wedged into me.

I straightened them but they were absolutely soaked. Ohmygod!

I had a glass of water and tried to calm myself down a bit. There was soon a gentle knock at the door and it cracked open with the smiling face of the director. I was so glad this was only the trainee guy and not that one from yesterday. Although I figured if I wanted a better part, I’d need to get noticed by the boss. This Ronan Paris was producer and director. It seemed he called the shots and had a lot of say when it came to casting. I doubt he’d even noticed me as anything other than a young female body to do one of the sex scenes.

“Are you ready Alyssa? We’ll just pick up from there and break off with the wife returning home unexpectedly.”

“Okay, I’m ready,” I said. I was feeling way less nervous now, at least.


Roy

I was finished my shift at 4pm and fought the traffic to be home by 5. We lived in a small 3rd floor apartment in the ‘burbs. Alyssa was already in the kitchen cooking. I cuddled behind her and kissed her neck. “Hey baby, what a great day! I fucking love this job!”

I rambled on for ages, telling my wife all about the hotel and showed her my roster, and talked about the other workers. I was already working out our new savings plan in my head to get a better apartment, maybe closer to the city.

Sitting cuddled on the lounge after dinner, I finally realised I hadn’t asked about Alyssa’s work today.

“So how did the scene go, baby, did you get through alright?”

“Um yes, it went okay,” she answered without looking away from the television. “The guys were all really nice and I got used to it after a while.”

“Oh right. So did the guy touch them much?” I could see down the top my wife had on. She was braless, which was unusual. I had a finger hooked and was having a good look. Alyssa was looking with me.

“Yes, he touched them quite a lot actually. First with his hands and then with his hairy chest when he was on top of me.”

“Oh right. On top of you huh?” I was suddenly boning up. I didn’t get why.

“Yes, the poor guy had to use ice because he kept getting a hard-on. He couldn’t help it, but I understand what it was like for him. There was nothing between us except our underwear. I was getting really wet but it’s more obvious with you guys of course.”

“Aw fuck, that’s crazy baby. He got a woody and you were wet?”

“Yes, but we were acting a sex scene. It was pretty full-on because it had to look like we were having actual intercourse. He had to be between my legs and make it look like he was doing it.”

“Oh shit, I thought it was just going to be kissing and that.”

“Yes well there was kissing. They filmed that part so close-up and Dash was putting his tongue in my mouth. Lucky I brushed just before. And he must have too because at least he tasted fresh.”

“Oh okay.” I gulped. “So he tongue kissed you then.”

This was more than I’d imagined. I knew there was going to be kissing but I thought it would have been just pretend with mouths closed. My heart was pounding a bit. I was shocked to hear this but it was exciting too.

I did another dry swallow. “But it was totally professional, right?”

“Yes of course,” my wife assured, pressing her soft warm lips to mine.

She straddled me and sat on my boner, squirming down on it with the heat of her pussy through her panties.

“I don’t know what Dad’s going to say though. I promised I’d tell him everything and he’s going to be watching the movie anyway!”

“Oh right of course. He’ll be adding anything you’re in to his collection, that’s for sure.”

“Yes but it’s still only pretend. And the movie’s still a serious political thriller. Just because it has sex scenes!”

“Yeah I know, and that guy Ronan Paris does a lot of even hotter ones. I was looking him up today on the net and his production company do a lot of erotic movies, even soft porn.”

“Yes I know, I looked him up too before I took the job. This one’s only soft porn though. He doesn’t do anything with actual sex in it. They’re only rated R.”

“Yeah he must have had a scene to shoot at the hotel today actually, but I don’t know where the rest of the film crew were.”

Alyssa glared, her brow furrowed. “At the hotel? Your hotel?”

“Yep, couldn’t believe it but it was definitely him. My boss Miguel said he knows him. Apparently Miguel’s cousin does a lot of security work for his production company. That’s why Miguel was there helping out last week when he offered me the job.”

“Oh right. Well that makes sense then. That was really lucky, wasn’t it?”

“Yep.” I stood, holding onto my wife, and carried her to the bedroom. Her legs were wrapped around my waist and her pussy squished my cock as I walked. I dropped her on the bed and she reached for a condom while I quickly stripped her panties and went down on her.

“I’m already nearly close enough, Roy. After doing that sex scene today!”

“Yeah, turned you on huh? Lucky me!”

“Mmm it sure did,” my wife moaned as I licked into her.

She was indeed wet and so hot up inside. I ate her out for a minute then moved up her body and stuck my cock in. I was pretty close myself from just thinking about her doing a sex scene. I still didn’t get why I would be, but I was soon cumming inside my horny woman, and when I pulled out and knelt over her, she peeled off my condom and drank the contents for me.

*

I’d started work on a Wednesday and had the Saturday off as part of the roster. That morning we drove out to the edge of the suburbs where Alyssa’s parents have a couple of acres and a big house with a pool. We were there for lunch. Alyssa’s dad was all over the upgrade to nudity in her movie scene. He wasn’t happy.

“But Dad, it’s no worse than movies you watch,” Alyssa argued, and she got up off the lounge and walked over to a cabinet full of her Dad’s DVD’s. “Look at the cover on this, it’s almost worn out,” she challenged glaring triumphantly as she held up the classic 70s soft porn film Emmanuelle.

“Huh! That’s your mother’s favourite,” her Dad shot back guiltily, copping a glare from his wife as well.

He took the DVD from Alyssa sitting beside him and cuddling up. “Well she’s not my daughter, is she!”

“Yes but are you saying you don’t approve, morally?” Alyssa challenged softly. “Surely you’re not that hypocritical, Dad.”

“Well no, morally I think it’s fine for people to take off their clothes and act out love scenes on film. There’s nothing wrong with what you’re doing love. I’m not saying that.”

“Hmm okay, so you do approve then?” Alyssa went on, biting her grin.

“Well yes, but...” Her dad rubbed at his beard and shook his head. “How am I going to show my friends how proud I am?”

Alyssa blushed. “Um..!”

“Easily!” her mother chimed in. “You have a beautiful young body, darling. You should be proud to show it on film and in such a naturally beautiful setting as making love. You should be proud too, Arthur.”

Alyssa blushed and smiled at her mother. She looked to her father. “I won’t mind if you show me to your friends, Daddy. I’ll be hoping they like my acting and enjoy watching me in a love scene.”

“Huh! How much they enjoy it is what I’m worried about,” her dad scoffed, but was giving Alyssa an encouraging squeeze and kiss on the head. “How about you, Roy, sitting there all quiet? What do you think of them heating up the scene like this?”

“I’m proud of Alyssa too. I think she’s amazing and I can’t wait to see the movie,” I answered without having to think.

“Hmm well that’s that then, I suppose.” Alyssa’s dad concluded with a chuckle and a frown looking down at her. “And what’s this then love? I can see right down that. Where’s your bra today?”

“What? I’m just trying to get used to it in case I need to for other movies. They’re only boobs,” Alyssa defended, stretching the top of her dress open and rolling her eyes down it.

Alyssa’s dad’s eyes had rolled down and boggled too. I was conflicted. They were actually foster parents, so Alyssa wasn’t related to her dad by blood, which I figured made it okay for him to want to look at her tits. But then again that made him another man who was looking at my wife’s tits.

And then again...  the idea of him showing Alyssa’s sex scene to his buddies was making my cock flex a little. Faaark, what the fuck…? Am I turning into some kind of voyeur or something? My cock flexed again as I saw a mental image of my beautiful wife lying on her back, my face between her legs. Aaaw, god…

I seriously didn’t get why I found Alyssa flashing to be so arousing.

Judging by how hot she was for it last night she found being filmed in a sex scene pretty fucking arousing too. Or maybe she was thinking about me in uniform, tall, dark …. Haha!!

We stayed longer than normal and Alyssa ended up helping her mother with preparations for hosting her book club later that afternoon. Alyssa wanted to stay for it, so I gave her dad a hand doing his huge lawn. I like driving his ride-on mower. He usually gets three quarters of the way and says he’s going for a beer, leaving me to finish off the last little bit. Haha, probably doesn’t trust me to keep up those straight lines…

Arthur and Maureen are good people. Arthur is ex-army and Maureen is a retired school principal. They aren’t exactly churchy but they do a lot of volunteer work in the community and are pretty conservative. It took a bit for Alyssa to work up the courage to tell them she had accepted a role in an R-Rated film. It was great to see her mother so supportive now, and her dad pretty accepting too.

I was still betting he was going to get off seeing her topless on screen – him and his buddies if he showed the film around, the way it sounded like he intended to.

The idea of the old guys from Arthur’s Lions club jacking off to Alyssa on screen had me boned up especially hard and giving it to her again that night. I didn’t say anything but she was really wet again. I bet she was thinking the same thing.

*

“What’s the go with all the film equipment in room 517?” I asked my boss at work the next day.

Miguel smiled and waggled his brows at me. “I was wondering when you were gonna ask that, lad. There’s quite the intrigue behind all that, let me tell you. And you better be able to keep a secret.”

Well, that was unexpected. And what the hell could he be on about?

“Oh hell yeah, for sure. So what kind of intrigue?”

Miguel nodded. His eyes darted over my shoulder and out the door. He motioned for me to close it. I dutifully got up and closed the door. He turned to his computer and clicked a few times, bringing up an image of an empty bedroom on one of the monitors. He rested back, arms folded, like he’d done this a million times. “You recognise it?”

I frowned, pointed. “Is that…?”

Miguel nodded. “You wanna see more?”

I nodded too. I sat forward and gulped.

Miguel clicked again and there were two people on the bed fucking. He let the scene run for a minute then paused it. The couple were naked, the guy was bare-arsed thrusting between the woman’s legs then froze mid-thrust.

I gulped again. “Is that a movie scene?”

My boss frowned in thought, his eyes rolled up to the ceiling as if he was trying to think of what to say. He shook his head. “Not exactly, more of an audition.”

I glared. “An audition? What kind of audition?”

Miguel smiled. “I can’t really say. Confidentiality and all.”

I squinted at the screen. “That looks like the business dude who was here with that director guy last week. Is that him?”

My boss just kept smiling knowingly and winked before clicking the link closed. “Let’s just say room 517 is permanently booked for interesting encounters, and we’re in charge of security, so we need to keep an eye on things hey!”

“Oh shit, we were just talking about these erotic scenes with Alyssa’s parents yesterday, saying how it’s a good thing to be proud of, nothing else.”

“Oh I see. That’s good then. And how is your wife going with it, Roy? She’s gonna look beautiful if that young director gets it right.”

I felt my face flush. “Yeah she’s goin’ good. She did the scene and was fine with it. It’s more about trying to get into something bigger now. She’s done a few commercials and some still photography modelling, and she aced it with her drama course.”

“Oh really, so she’s looking for more significant work then?” Miguel asked curiously, his eyebrows shooting skyward. “Interesting.”

“Interesting? How so?”

“Well, she’s a beautiful young woman, got a lovely personality to boot.” Miguel shrugged. “Might just be a matter of I’ her talents seen.”

“Huh,” I scoffed. “She’s sent her portfolio to about fifty different agents or whatever. She’s been seen plenty.”

“Yeah, well…” Miguel grimaced, shrugging. “There’s thousands of attractive young ladies sending their portfolios all around. Could be that it needs to end up on the right desk, and on top of the stack, if you know what I mean.” He winked at me as my brain did a somersault.

I gulped. “On top of the stack? You mean… like you could..?”

“Hmm. Quite possibly,” Miguel said shrugging again. “Why don’t you leave it with me, yeah? Let me see what I can do.”

“Oh shit, really?”

“No promises,” my boss warned. “Just let me have a chat with a few people. These things are never easy, there’s always trade-offs and hoops to jump through. Y’know, you scratch my back, I scratch  yours type of shit. Reciprocity, as Ms Zeta-Jones sings in that movie.”

“Oh shit… Yeah...” I was picturing the actress in her tight leotard and fishnets singing… “Yeah but whatever it takes, boss. I mean Alyssa really wants this. She’d do anything!”

I thought about that and instantly regretted it. I pulled myself up after having said it and tried to backpedal quickly. “I mean… you know, not anything!” I corrected, feeling my face flush hot.

Miguel chuckled. “That’s fine, lad. She’s already showing she’s willing to do the love scenes. That’s important to broaden opportunities in this game, at this level… I mean, once the actor makes a name they can start picking and choosing, making rules and demands. Starting out though, like in any game…” he motioned around us to my new workplace. “First rung on the ladder, lad, you do as asked, yeah?”

“You bet. Definitely!” I agreed.

Damn this sounded good. Could this guy actually get Alyssa’s portfolio seen by someone? That would be so amazing if he could. How many brownie points would that score me for sure!!


Alyssa

I looked at the text message on my phone for the tenth time, hand over my mouth, my blush filling my face. I thought about what my director had said and couldn’t imagine how it would even work.

The text from my director didn’t say anything about presentation, just that he wanted to re-shoot the scene without the bedclothes and without our underwear on. Mine or Dash’s. Ohmygod … Fuck, no way! Surely Dash wouldn’t agree to that?

I tossed the phone on my bed and lifted my t-shirt. I’d done this a few times already. The t-shirt was all I had on, my panties and shorts were strewn on the floor. I smoothed back my pubic hair. I kept a very thin bush, making my labia protrude a little.

Do I have a pretty pussy?

I’ve never been sure. I never imagined anyone outside of my bedroom or a medical facility seeing it.

I had a pot boiling over on the stove and had to rush to it. Then the door opened and Roy came home from work. Ohmygod, he’s brought the guy from downstairs with him. I was caught in the kitchen in a t-shirt that was barely long enough to cover me and a guy I didn’t get on with approaching from the lounge room. Faark, and Roy’s gone straight to the toilet!

“Hey Alyssa,” the guy said, smiling broadly as he quickly looked me up and down.

“Hi Ellis.” I was blushing my head off trying to stretch my t-shirt down which just made my nipples poke at it even worse than they were.

“Nice,” the guy smirked.

I glared defiantly but my pot boiled over again and I instinctively turned and grabbed it. “Oh shit,” I cried and took it off the element. I removed the lid and made hot water splash everywhere whilst a burst of steam hit my face.

I had scalded my hand with the stupid metal lid. I yelped and went for the sink, running the cold water over my burn. Ellis righted the pot and grabbed a tea towel, dabbing up the spilt water around the steaming element.

“Um thank you,” I offered.

“You okay?” he asked, but his gaze dipped down to where my t-shirt had stretched up over my hips.

“I’m fine,” I said, keeping my scalded hand under the water and tugging my shirt down over one hip with my other.

We could hear Roy talking on his phone out on the balcony now. I felt strangely conflicted here with his mate, standing so close, me wearing next to nothing. Ellis bent to pick up the pot lid from the floor and tilted for a look at where I’d edged around with my back to him.

“Um, do you mind?” I scolded, blushing even deeper but still, I was feeling a strange tingle of excitement that confused the shit out of me.

He stood and held my gaze evenly. “You’ve got a nice looking cunt, Alyssa. I’ve always wondered.”

I frowned and stretched my shirt down in back now. I didn’t know what the hell to say. The guy has always been too crude for my liking.

“Pussy got ya, I mean, cat got ya tongue?” He chuckled at his own joke then tilted down and rolled his eyes to look at me in the front as I almost pressed against the cupboard. Almost. I was letting him see just a little.

“Pretty bush too.”

I turned off the tap and grabbed the tea towel, covering my front with it. “You’re crude, Ellis!” I complained and brushed past him. He pinched my butt and I jumped and glared at him, but I nearly smiled at the smirk on his face and thought he may have noticed before I got around the corner and into my room.

I picked up my panties and skirt and stood in front of my mirror checking how much my t-shirt actually showed down below. I could still hear Roy on his phone. How much bloody longer’s he going to be?

I saw movement in my mirror and Ellis’s face peeped around the doorway. I was still confused and feeling wildly irrational. Actually I felt as if I’d left my body. I pretended not to notice him and lifted my shirt up to my belly. I remained facing the mirror and let him look at my bush.

He stepped more fully into the doorway.

I met his eyes in my mirror and blushed madly as I kept my shirt up over my belly. I tried to make my hair fall and cover my face – I hate how much I blush sometimes.

“Can’t wait to see you in your movie,” the guy said evenly.

“Thanks,” I uttered and turned to look beyond him to the sound of my husband’s laughter as he chatted with a mate.

“You going to show your tits in it, yeah?”

I swallowed and narrowed my eyes at the guy. “Yes.”

“Good.” He tilted to look at my pussy in the mirror again.

I turned to face him, dropped my clothes onto the bed and lifted my arms, raking back my hair.

He looked at my tits then lifted his eyes back to meet mine. “Show them to me?”

Ohmygod take me now… His low, commanding voice and seductive stare made me weak at the knees. But I managed to shake my head. “You have to wait.”

He smiled. “Fair enough.”

I rolled my eyes at him but I was smiling openly now too. I was going to have to do this tomorrow in front of several people and I suddenly felt relaxed about doing it now. I had seriously been stressing big time. But now I was relaxed, actually more than relaxed. Excited!

“Don’t worry about your clothes, just stay in that. It covers you well enough.”

“Hmm, I’m sure you think so.”

His brows flickered. “Except for the good bit.”

He tilted for a look at me again. I just let him.

Roy was winding up on the phone. I approached and closed my door on his friend then turned and slumped back against it. Did I really just do that? You slut, what would your father think?

I remained barely dressed and listened to the guys chatting and laughing together out in the lounge room. I kept checking myself, trying to decide whether to trim my bush or not. It’s light in colour and not very thick. You can already see me through it, so if I went any shorter my pussy lips would be even more visible.

I needed to go so I snuck across to the bathroom, catching a glance from both guys. A big smile emanated from Ellis’s lips and a double take and stare was directed at me from my husband.

I checked in the bathroom mirror and tugged at the hem of my t-shirt. It really was borderline acceptable as a dress. Stretched down and released to sit naturally, it covered my bush but showed my pussy lips. From behind the bottom of my butt showed, and if I leant forward at all you could full on see my vagina.

I was feeling so brave after my sex scene, and although Ellis is a dick, I liked the way he looked at me. I bundled some clothes for washing in front of me and walked into the lounge where they were still chatting and drinking beers. I kept the bundle of clothes covering me at the front and bent to my husband to give him a kiss hello.

I very deliberately flashed his mate. I knew right then that his eyes would be on my pussy. I know I show a lot from behind when I lean forward a little. I could only imagine how much the guy could see with me bent over this far.

Roy had claimed me and kept me there for a kiss.

“Hey baby, come have a beer?”

“No, I’m busy,” I said and glanced back over my shoulder.

Ellis looked up from my butt. “Nice,” he said silently, mouthing the word to me.

I blushed at him and finally stood whilst Roy rambled on, talking about his workday and something he needed to tell me about.

“Okay tell me later,” I told him. My heart thumped though, as I bent forward to pick up a coffee mug and flashed his friend my pussy again.

I continued on through the lounge, keeping my front to my husband until I was past his chair and could look back. His mate still faced my way and was looking at me. I turned away from him but kept my t-shirt tugged down over my butt this time, and blushed my head off as he smirked at me.

I went into the laundry and dropped the clothes in the washing machine. I stood for a moment hiding around the doorway just out of sight. I breathed, trying to collect myself. I wondered what kind of ideas I’d just given this guy – whether I’d be safe alone with him next time.

It was exciting to think I wouldn’t be safe alone with him.

Oh my god, what am I even thinking!

I rummaged through the clean washing basket and found a long skirt that I wrapped around and fixed firmly in place. Then I walked back between the men and refused to return the smirk I was getting from Ellis this time.

I closed myself in my bedroom and was relieved to hear he left soon after.


Roy

It looked like dinner was half cooked then abandoned. There was a pot of vegetables that must have boiled over or something. There was a casserole but it was cold. I served the food onto a couple of plates and microwaved them. Alyssa came from our room and poured some wine. We ate and chatted about our days.

I wasn’t sure how much to say about her portfolio, and the fact that Miguel said he may get it looked at. I didn’t want to say that and then have him not do it. I figured I’d just mention it.

“So baby, I’m thinking maybe you could give me a copy of your portfolio in case I get to meet that director dude Ronan Paris. Miguel says he knows him, so you never know, huh?”

“Oh? Him!”

“Er yeah. Could be a way of getting some bigger parts.”

Alyssa nodded, her brows raised a bit. She didn’t seem particularly interested, which was good. I’d managed to make it sound casual, I thought. 

“Yes bigger parts, doing what though?” she said, more curious now.

“I dunno, a starring role!”

“Uh huh, and would you want me to star in one of his movies, Roy? What if it was one of the soft porn ones?”

“Um I don’t know. Maybe that would be okay,” I answered honestly. “I actually think like your mum does. There’s nothing wrong with nudity and acting love scenes. I think it’s hot.”

Alyssa blushed. She nodded again. “So do I, Roy. I actually really like it after doing that scene the other day. It’s kind of scary but I want to do more scenes like that.”

“Yeah? And as long as it’s only acting, right? I mean it’s not for real, is it!”

“No, of course it’s not for real. It’s hard not to respond to being kissed and touched, but that’s more like a hazard of the job that you just have to get through. And I still think it’s way worse for the guy because of it being so obvious with a frigging big boner he can’t do anything about.”

“Yeah right, haha. That would be fucking embarrassing on set with everyone watching.”

“Yes I’m sure it would be,” Alyssa agreed but was biting her lip and looking a bit sheepish all of a sudden.

“What?” I asked. “What’s up, baby?”

“Um it’s just that, speaking of the actor getting an unwanted boner on set… Well, I got a text from my director today saying they want to shoot that bedroom scene again, and um… well, they want to do it without the bedclothes covering us this time.” My wife grimaced and blushed deeply. “And they want us to act it out with no underwear on this time.”

“Oh.” I processed the mental picture of that. Gulped. “So him bare. And you bare, and no covering?”

Alyssa nodded.

“Shit!”

“I know right?”

“So him with his cock out and you with no panties on. What … shit hey?” I said again, but I was squeezing my own cock now as it flexed in my pants.

“I was thinking it would mean we’d just have to stop more often if he kept getting hard,” Alyssa explained encouragingly. “I’ve been thinking about it and I think it will be okay as long as he’s careful and keeps it up on my belly when he’s pretending to thrust and that.”

“Aw fuck,” I groaned, arching back from the table.

My wife reached across and moved my hand away. She squeezed me through my pants.

“I think I’d be safe enough, Roy. It would just be the underside of his cock and his balls touching me, and as long as he stops if it gets too hard.”

“Aw shit, his balls touching you?” I groaned some more, grabbing my wife’s hair and pulling at it as she massaged my boner.

“Do you want to have me and then we can talk about it some more?” she asked and bit her lip, smiling now. Fuck she looked so sexy when she was turned on.

“Or is this a firm yes already haha,” she joked.

“Aw hell baby, I don’t know why it gets to me like this. It’s definitely a yes though. I mean you’ve gotta do what you’ve gotta do, right? And it’s still totally professional.”

“Yes it’s definitely professional. I’m getting paid for the extra work, so that’s the definition of professional, isn’t it?”

Alyssa leant right over and bit my cock through my pants. She slipped onto her knees on the floor as I lifted my butt so she could pull my pants and jocks down. My cock sprung upright. She gripped it in her soft little hand and peered up smiling at me.

“Okay so the re-shoot is tomorrow, and I’m just going to be brave and not worry about them all seeing my pussy.”

She kissed the swollen head of my cock. Oh god, put that gorgeous set of lips around me now…

“I’m not going to worry about them seeing me, and I’m going to trust Dash to be careful and not accidentally do anything, okay?”

She sucked my cockhead into her mouth.

“Aw fuck yeah baby,” I groaned and pulled her hair, arching up off my seat again.

She sucked up and down. “Mmm as long as he’s really careful,” she moaned and sucked me some more. “As long as he’s really careful with his naughty big boner and doesn’t accidentally poke me with it.”

Each time she spoke her lips brushed my cock and her hot breath added to that delicious sensation.

“Aw fuck baby, that’s so fucking..!”

“He better not poke me with it husband,” she said teasingly.

I held her head in place and fucked her pretty mouth. I didn’t last more than a minute then bucked and held firm, my cock throbbed and my balls contracted as powerful spurts of cum gushed from them.

Alyssa swallowed and peered up at me, teasing my cockhead with her teeth. “So that’s a definite yes? I should do it then?”

***


Part 2: Alyssa Meets the Director

Roy

I had to just put it out of my head and go to work. The fact that my budding actress wife was doing another sex scene today had me equally worried and excited. But I needed to be on my game and this was all way too much of a distraction. I’d been told to be more friendly with the guests at the hotel, not just helpful but cheerful as well. I’ve always been a bit shy, so I had to make an effort to do better.

My first few jobs that morning were to see guests to their rooms and I thought I was doing okay. I was smiling and asking about their visits, telling them about a few things that were on around town. The concierge was always on top of that, making sure we knew what to suggest to the guests.

I was on my morning break, having coffee and fruitcake in the security room watching the monitor, when I saw a woman come out of room 517. I always watch the corridor for that room now that I know it’s where Ronan Paris takes chicks he’s auditioning to be in his movies.

This was an older woman though. She had to be at least forty and wasn’t particularly hot or anything. I watched her get into the elevator and rolled back in my chair to watch the elevator come down. It stopped on the ground floor and she walked right by the security office door.

She was definitely over forty, closer to fifty I figured, and she was just normal looking. She didn’t even have much of a figure or anything. Bewildering. Can’t have been auditioning, surely…

I shrugged and quickly forgot about her. But as I sat there with my feet up on the desk, I saw a man in the monitor come from room 517 and walk to the elevator. I watched him too, and when he walked past the security office I saw he was surely no older than me.

Huh? … Oh whatever haha.

I figured the room must have been for more than just Ronan Paris’s auditions, although maybe the guy was a techie or something and the lady was in charge of the lighting and camera equipment up there. Yeah, that’s gotta be it…

I forgot about both of them and went back to work, doing a walk of the building and mostly just sitting in the office absentmindedly watching the monitors until it was time to do another security sweep. My boss Miguel was on the afternoon shift today so I was looking after things until he turned up.

I text Alyssa: Hows it going baby, you there yet?

A reply came back immediately: Just got here. They’re filming another scene. I’m next.

Me: ok you’ll be great baby. It’s all professional don’t forget.

Alyssa: I know. I’ll try to remember. I’ve got to get my makeup done now. Talk tonight xx

Me: good luck baby. Luv you xx

I took the USB Alyssa had given me with her portfolio on it from my pocket and checked around before sticking it in the boss’s laptop. I watched her intro, where she was narrating to the camera. It was professionally done and really excellent, I thought. She looked gorgeous too, not overdone with the makeup like some chicks do, with their camel eyelashes and thick foundation and ridiculous duck-bill lips. Jeez, why do they do that? Do they seriously think guys go for that? Gotta be high-maintenance for sure…

I watched a few of her scenes she’d acted out in class. She had a range of stuff, playing all different character types. I liked her comedy stuff best, she’s such a natural with that, I reckon.

I flicked through her folder of still photographs from when she’d done some modelling, and some of those were of her in sexy lingerie.

The idea was to get this to the director dude Ronan Paris. I got to thinking about showing him my wife like this. He looked about fifty and a bit on the sleazy side, I thought. Slicked back hair and shit. Always in a flashy suit with this fucking manicured moustache and beard. Like really short, like a three-day growth but shaped and detailed. And his shirt buttons were undone too far down. His trousers looked too short and showed he didn’t wear socks with his expensive leather shoes. God, doesn’t that get a bit squishy when you walk?

I got to thinking about room 517 and how far the chicks auditioning for him had to go. Miguel had already showed me a tape of someone fucking in the room, but he said it was hard to know if it was real or just acting. Maybe it’s like with the filming and there’s no actual penetration – just the chick having to make it look like she’s being fucked for the camera.

Damn it!

I squeezed my cock and checked around again. I was boning up just thinking about my wife acting her scene like that right now but couldn’t afford to get caught with a hard-on at work!


Alyssa

I was left alone in the bathroom again. The makeup lady had finished and left me. I could hear all was quiet out in the other room and figured they were probably ready. The actress in the scene before had gotten changed and gone when I was being made up.

There was a gentle knock on the door. “You ready Alyssa?” It was the director.

“Yes, coming,” I answered and cleared my throat.

I took a big breath and kept my satin robe closed tight. The cameramen and my co-star Dash were all smiling at me when I appeared. Dash was in a robe too that draped open at his chest. God he’s so hairy! I was going to have that pressed against my boobs again today and tickled in all kinds of ways.

Dash sat on the bed and scooted across. He slipped from his robe and dropped it on the floor on the other side of the bed. He had leant over and I saw his firm butt. When he sat back around and beckoned for me to join him, I couldn’t help glancing at his penis. I already knew it was huge from last time, but it looked so thick bare like that and his balls were huge too.

“Are we ready?” the director checked all around.

I got onto the bed too and moved close to Dash. The cameras focused in and the director gave a thumbs up, which he always did to mean ‘action’.

I took a big breath and held it, arching my chest forward as Dash smoothed my hair from either side of my face then lowered my robe from my shoulders. He took it down my arms and exposed my tits. He lifted my chin with a finger and pressed his lips to mine. He kissed me softly at first but soon his tongue was present, and I opened and accepted it in my mouth.

One of the cameras panned back. Dash stroked my chest with the back of his fingers. He kept kissing me, still quite softly, and he tugged at the robe bunched in my lap. He opened it either side of my hips and exposed me down below to the camera as well.

The director was craning his neck to look at my pussy. The two camera guys both looked around the edge of their cameras and the guy with the microphone thingy was staring at me down there too.

Dash kept kissing me and started feeling my tits. He was searching deep into my mouth with his tongue. He was massaging my tits and pinching my nipples, making me moan a little. He rubbed down my belly and over my mons. I couldn’t help arching a bit when he did that, but he returned to my tits and it was another minute or so before he rubbed down over my belly again.

He broke off kissing me and whispered into my ear, “Just for the camera, okay?” and he rubbed down lower and cupped my pussy – but only for an instant, before he rubbed down and back up my thigh.

He moved that leg aside. I didn’t resist. He covered my pussy with his hand again but barely touched me before rubbing down my other thigh and pressing me to part that leg as well.

I did that with all of the men staring at me down there. The two cameramen were gawking around the edge of their cameras again. The sound guy and the director were staring with their mouths open.

“It’s okay, just go with it,” Dash breathed into my ear and he moved on top of me.

He lifted one of my legs aside, spreading me wider. He lowered to me down below with his penis between our bodies. He pressed it firmly against my mons and started slow thrusting whilst taking my lips again, forcing his tongue into my mouth.

I could do nothing but go with it. I was completely gone. I was a ragdoll for the guy on top of me and the other men all watching.

Dash pretended to fuck me. He was thrusting and even grinding against me. I could feel his penis firming and his big balls touching me. I clung to his powerful back and couldn’t help trying to arch my hips for more contact. I had my eyes open and saw that the director was still just staring, like he’d forgotten he was making a film here. The hairy base of this man’s cock was now mashing my clit though, and my eyes just rolled back in my head.

Dash started thrusting more spasmodically. He was curling his pelvis more and I could feel our contact getting wet. I figured that was from me and I felt a surge of embarrassment. The underside of his shaft must have been sliding through my pussy lips now but the pressure against my clit was making it impossible for me to think clearly or control my own movements. I thought I felt the head of his cock once and I tensed and braced against the contact. It then bumped against my pubic bone again and that time it went down and poked into me a bit.

“Sorry!” Dash breathed into my ear as he quickly pulled back.

I held still and in that exact position, every nerve ending in my body quivered.

He tried to thrust upward and between our bodies but the head of his penis bumped against my pubic bone and slipped down into my pussy. He entered me and continued to surge forward as I melted over his cock.

The guy on top of me pulled back but thrust again. I couldn’t move. He pulled back and surged again, grinding hard against me with his cock all the way in.

“Um sorry,” he whispered again, raggedly this time.

“Cut! Cut!” the director called. “Take a break. Cool off,” he went on.

Dash had pulled back again and slumped on top of me but his cock was still poking a little. He lifted his upper body and the men were all watching intently as he lifted his hips and came out. His cock levered upward, fully engorged and shiny wet. He swallowed hard. “Sorry love, hazard of the job that,” he said and looked from me to grin around at the others.

“Yeah can’t be helped sometimes,” one of the cameramen agreed and they all chuckled while I covered my pussy with my hand and smiled nervously too.

“She looks good to continue,” the other cameraman suggested. “Are you okay?” he checked with me, the young director looked on questioningly.

“Um I guess I’m okay,” I answered and looked to Dash. He was old enough to be my father and seemed like an authority figure to me.

He nodded and swallowed hard. “Yeah we’re good to keep going now,” he said and he stroked down my arm to my hand and removed it from covering my pussy. “And I’ll try to be more careful,” he added and held my eyes while the cameramen got back into position. “Why don’t you wrap your legs around me. Okay?”

He lay down on me. I did as I was told.

“And if I accidentally go inside again, I’ll pull back out quick, okay?”

“Um okay,” I uttered, blushing deeply at the cameraman who had heard what Dash said and was smirking.

Dash resumed thrusting slow and firm. I kept my legs wrapped tight around him. His cock was fully erect and sliding back and forth on my belly. He soon started thumping against me harder, making it look like we were having real sex. His thrusts became spasmodic again though and one time he pulled back too far and stabbed me when he surged forward again. He quickly pulled back but surged again and was still inside me. “Uhh huh!” I gasped, my eyes flying open.

He had stopped still for a second. He was pressed hard against me, his cock all the way in. I couldn’t help myself melting over it again but he was only hard up me for another second then he pulled back.

“Aww fuck,” he growled low in my ear and thumped hard into me once more then he pulled all the way out and thrust his cock between us. “Oh fuck yeah,” he breathed. His cock throbbed and I could feel his cum slurping up my belly to my chest.

The cameramen were still filming. The director had one hand up, silencing everyone, the other out and rolling to continue filming. Then that hand dropped and he called, “Cut!”

“Fuck yes, brilliant!” the vocal cameraman announced. “That was so fucking realistic.”

“Huh, bit too realistic,” Dash said, lifting from me and looking down at the mess he’d made. He remained with his upper body raised and his cockhead resting on my belly in a puddle of cum. There were ropes of it up between my tits. He had seemed to arch upward enough that he didn’t get any on himself, which was good at least. Fortunately it was only all over me. “You okay?” he asked me.

I nodded. “I’m okay.” I took a big breath and expelled. My first inclination was to scoop up his cum and eat it for him, but I just blushed to myself for even thinking that.

I did touch it though, and got my fingers gooey in it whilst wiping it pointlessly and earning more chuckles from the men watching.

“Another hazard of the job,” the same cameraman said, grinning.

I blushed a little but smiled back at him and all around. “I didn’t mind,” I told them and their faces all got a bit serious.

Dash’s cock moved. It lifted from my belly of it’s own accord but he absently pressed on the upper side and touched the puddle of cum with it again whilst chuckling with the other men again.

I realised I still had my legs bent up either side of him. My bush was wet and so scant you could see my skin through it. My pussy lips were reddened and pasted open. I was so pink inside and glistening wet there too. Dash rocked back onto his haunches, still pressing his cock down and it touched my bush.

The men were now chatting about the scene and how good it looked as the quieter cameraman played back what he’d captured. I was up on one elbow looking too but was distracted by what Dash was doing with his cock. I reached down and covered where I was still spread for these men to see. I didn’t mean to touch Dash’s cockhead but I brushed it with my fingers and he pressed it against the back of them.

“Yeah that’s perfect, we just cut that first bit out,” one of the cameramen was saying to the director.

I allowed my fingers to part and let Dash press the head of his cock between them. I couldn’t help how interesting it was to feel it. He rocked forward a bit and I let it move between my fingers but captured it against my open pussy.

The sound guy was watching. The director looked too. I couldn’t think. Dash’s cock flexed and he rocked forward a little again. It slipped between my fingers and inside me a short way. The men shut up and just stared. Dash took hold of my knees and pushed my legs upward. I kept hold of his cock but he rocked forward more and I let go and pushed against his stomach.

I swallowed hard. “Um… I’m not sure if I want to,” I said and covered my pussy again, with the guy’s cock still about halfway inside me. He released my knees and I lowered my legs so they were bent up either side of him again. He pulled back but not all the way out. I just held his cockhead in my wet folds and peered around at all the men staring quietly. “I’m a married woman, I can’t really do this.”

“Yeah that’s fair enough,” Dash agreed but he rocked forward and entered me deeper again. He did a little thrust and was all the way in, making me catch my breath and making my eyes roll back as I let go of my opening and pressed against his hip.

“Ooh that’s so perfect,” the alpha cameraman groaned. “That’s priceless Alyssa. That beautiful look in your eyes right now.”

“What look though?” I pleaded.

“Yeah let me film your face for a minute. I’ll record it for you to study and learn from.”

“Mmm but like this you mean?”

“Yes just let him move in and out slow… Go on Dash, just slow and deep like that… Just for the shot of your face during sex.”

“Mmm, aaah, it’s so huge though,” I moaned as Dash pulled back and rocked forward again.

“Oh yeah that’s good,” the cameraman went on encouragingly. “Now just rub his cum into your tits. Make them shiny so I can film them too.”

“Umm…” I didn’t trust this guy but wanted to do it anyway, and it gave me an excuse. There was still ropes of goo over my chest and down to my belly. Dash lifted my hips and inserted deep into me, holding me up like that whilst I rubbed all his cum into my tits then reached down with both hands and put one around his cock, stopping him from going so deep.

“Oh that’s nice guys, isn’t it?” the cameraman encouraged some more.

“Mmm but he can’t really fuck me,” I challenged, looking at Dash and watching his face as he moved back and forth through my hands and into me as deep as I allowed him. I took him out and covered my opening. He closed his big hand around mine holding his cock and moved it back into position, splitting the fingers of my other hand with his and surging back inside me.

He took both of my hands and pinned them above my head, moving over me, thrusting and grinding against me balls deep. He snarled his dominance and had me all ragdoll again, ready to give in and allow this.

The alpha cameraman suddenly felt one of my tits. He squeezed and tweaked my nipple while I stared stunned at him. The shock of him doing that broke my trance though and I wiggled back and twisted around beneath the man on top of me. “No I can’t do this,” I said to them all. “Sorry I just can’t.” I apologised and left them calling out after me and closed the bathroom door. The satin robe was still draped from my elbows. I slipped out of it and quickly pulled on my skirt and top, grabbed my bag and headed out the door.

“Wait love, come back!” more than one of the men called after me again, but I kept going and hurried all the way to my car parked two blocks away from the hotel.

I held the steering wheel and took a few deep breaths. My mind had been spinning but was slowing now and I finally thought rationally. That was getting out of hand but if I wasn’t such a ragdoll...

I quickly came to the conclusion that I was a participant in that and was not seduced into it. I enjoyed the feel of that man against my body and when it was getting all slippery between us down there, I was actively trying to position myself for him to penetrate. I knew I shouldn’t be. I wouldn’t have if I was thinking clearly. It wasn’t his fault I wasn’t thinking, and when I eventually pushed away, no one tried to hold me down.

There was suddenly a shadow at my window and a knock. It was the director. I had to turn the car on so I could press the button to wind the window down. “Alyssa, are you okay? I’m so sorry that got out of hand. Would you like to make a formal complaint? Would you like me to call the police for you?”

“Um no! Oh my god no. I just freaked out. I’m sorry too,” I told the guy. He had always been really nice and polite with me. He looked distraught.

“Oh thank god.” He gripped his chest. “I didn’t know. I thought that had gone too far!”

“Yes, well it did go too far, but I’m a big girl. I could have got up and left before I did.”

“Well, yes, but I feel bad that you were made to feel uncomfortable like that. It’s a heated situation and a fine line. I’ve seen other actors willingly engage in full sex after shooting these scenes. It’s not even uncommon. I should be more diligent, more respectful.”

I frowned, guilt rising now. I had to be honest here. “Actually, I would have enjoyed that and wanted to have sex if I was single. You weren’t reading the situation wrong. It just took me a minute there to come to my senses.”

There was traffic whizzing by. “Do you want to get in, I’ll drive you back,” I offered. “You definitely weren’t in the wrong there, Jack,” I told the guy again. “It just took me a minute to come to my senses.”

Jack nodded. “You see that’s what I thought I saw. I could swear you actually put Dash’s penis inside you.”

I blushed as I drove, grimaced and bit down on my lip. I tried not to smile now.

“Oh my god you did, didn’t you?” my director challenged with a smile too.

I glared. “Yes but I wasn’t thinking, I told you! My husband would die if he ever found out.”

“Oh. Well, that won’t happen. I’ll have a word to these guys, tell them never to speak of this if they know what’s good for them professionally.”

“Oh really?”

“Yes, well, my parents own the company, so..!”

“Your parents? Is that other director your father?”

“Yep, afraid so. Mum’s family put up the capital. Paris is only a pseudonym though.”

“Oh okay, so Jack Raine. You don’t use the show title.”

“Nope. Trying to make my own way. I’m only saying those guys won’t give you any grief when I tell them not to in a minute.”

I held out my hand to shake. Director Jack Raine shook it. “I think my father has his eye on you, Alyssa. Be careful yeah!”

“Oh. Okay. Thank you,” I called after the guy as he disappeared back into the hotel.


Rod

I got home from work to find my wife in the shower. I’d been thinking about her doing her sex scene so much all day and was primed and ready for some sex myself. I stripped off and got in the shower with her. She squealed in surprise at first but then giggled and backed against me.

“Ooh that feels nice,” she said about my instant erection.

She lifted to tiptoes and backed onto me. She was already hot and slick. As I screwed her I noticed her vibrator on the floor. I know she often takes it with her when she showers but I smiled to myself that she would have after doing her sex scene.

I didn’t tease her about it, just enjoyed how she wiggled and squirmed back onto my thrusts even more than she usually does when we do doggy style like this.

“Mmm fuck me Roy, I’ve been such a bad girl today.”

I rode my horny wife and pulled out to shoot my load up her back.

“Oh yeah, no condom,” she panted back over her shoulder to me. “I forgot about that.”

“Yeah I wanted to forget, baby. Best be safe though eh!”

She washed her back and left me. She was on the phone all evening with a girlfriend but in bed later I asked how the shoot went.

“Um it was good. I think Jack was pleased with the result. The camera guys seemed to like what they filmed too.”

“Oh yeah, and it went alright with no underwear. No slip-ups haha?”

“Um…” Alyssa stroked my chest. “I wouldn’t say no slip-ups, if that means what I think it means. I did get slippery and he did accidentally go in a few times.”

“Oh right.” I flushed all over but didn’t know what to say for a moment. The thought of it was intriguing. “So he slipped in a few times, did he?”

“Uh huh, just accidentally,” my wife uttered. “He couldn’t help it, with the way we were trying to make it look real for the camera. It was like if we got out of sync with the way we were both moving and he pulled back while I did too, then moving back together he sort of went inside me a few times.”

“Oh. Right,” I said again and gulped.

“Is that okay?” my wife asked, peering up.

I nodded. “Yeah I guess. I mean if it happens sometimes by accident when you’re acting scenes like that.”

“I know, I actually freaked out a bit afterwards but I was thinking about it and wondering if it might be alright by you if we just accepted that it can happen easily enough and not worry about it… I mean, I’m okay with it happening sometimes if you are, Roy?”

I gulped again. Nodded. “Yeah, no, I’m good with it baby. It’s all part of acting the scene as far as I’m concerned. I can imagine how easily it would happen if you both have to be nude for the scene. I can hardly blame the guy if he felt inside you a little bit. It would be impossible for him not to want to go in further. It would be so hard to stop from jamming it in deep.”

“Hmm apparently,” my wife said, glaring up this time.

“Oh right, so that happened?”

“Uh huh. The second time it happened a little bit and the last time, I let him stay in me for a minute while the cameraman zoomed in on my face. He said the expression was more natural and real.”

“Oh yeah that makes sense,” I agreed. “I mean to sort of hold that pose for the camera. Even if the guy is up you right then.” I kissed my wife’s hair. “And I mean even if the guy was trying to get it in you sometimes and just pretending it was an accident… I can imagine him doing that, and I wouldn’t necessarily blame him.”

“Uh huh, it’s hard to say if it was entirely accidental today. Dash might have been trying a little bit.”

“Yeah? Do you think?”

“Hmm maybe.”

I took a breath and expelled. “Well I wouldn’t say not to do these scenes, even if the guy’s going to be trying to get you a bit. I think you should still do them, baby… Like you said, I think we should just accept that it’s going to happen sometimes.”

“Mmm okay. I’m definitely willing to do more sex scenes,” Alyssa said. “And next time it’s without panties, I’ll know to expect the guy to try and actually fuck me a little bit.”

“Yeah.” I gulped and kissed my wife’s hair again. “And maybe just let him a bit if it feels right for the scene.”

“Mmm I wanted to let Dash today. I wish I hadn’t freaked out now.”

“Yeah, it’s too bad you did baby.” I chuckled into another kiss of my wife’s hair. “On the other hand, I think you let Ellis have a pretty good look up your shirt last night though.”

“Umm, did I? I think that was an accident too.”

“Oh yeah? It was pretty fucking hot.”

“Mmm well I was in the mood for being bad with these sex scenes. I was getting used to being exposed around men.”

“Yeah I figured. I was getting used to you doing it. I didn’t mind that it was with Ellis.”

“I know, I don’t even like him but he’s kind of perfect for it because he’s so crude anyway.”

“Huh, tell me about it. He was stirring me saying how he got a good look at my wife’s cunt. How he bets you’re a good fuck.”

“Hmm is that really what he said?”

“Yep. Said he saw your cunt and you’d be a good fuck. And he said he can’t wait for your movie to come out so he gets a look at your tits as well.”

“Mmm he’s so bad! He said that to me too. He asked me to flash them and I nearly wanted to.”

“Haha you should have, baby. I can’t wait for guys to see you in your movie too. For my mates to get a look at you and for your dad and his buddies to as well.”

“Oh really? Does my husband want me to start flashing his friends when they come over?”

“Er yeah, if you wanted to,” I said and met my wife’s lips this time. “But mostly we need to get you a proper audition with that main director so you can get a bigger part in a movie if there’s going to be sex scenes like the one you’ve done now. I mean now that we know what’s involved.”

“Yes definitely! What did Miguel say about that exactly? I can see what’s happening with Jack being given small parts to direct and his dad being the one I need to be seen by.”

“Yeah Miguel hinted that he could get your portfolio seen by Ronan Paris. Oh, that’s the young dudes dad, is it? Aha. I think Miguel was trying to say there was a good chance he could, but he didn’t want to promise.”

“Oh okay, that’s good then. Maybe I could drive you to work tomorrow and come say hi to Miguel. He was friendly with me on set the other week. Maybe I could ask him myself?”

“Yeah you bet. The guy will try way harder if you ask him, that’s for sure.”

“Oh really?” my wife teased into another kiss. “What if I asked him while braless in a skimpy top?”

“Haha that’s what I thought you meant.”

We laughed and cuddled. This was so fucking exciting, Alyssa flashing guys and going braless and that. And now with her doing fully nude scenes and having some actor dude get his cock in her. Fuck me, boner time again…

I still didn’t get why, but the idea got me so fucking hard every time I imagined it.

The idea had me semi-firm all through dinner and boning up solid whilst giving Alyssa a shoulder rub in the lounge after dinner.

She had on a t-shirt and shorts. I had an idea.

“Why don’t you go and put your nightie on so I can do this better?”

She peered up. “What kind of nightie?”

I smiled. “One that shows your tits and your cunt.”

She glared but smiled too.

“Aaw, go on, please? You showed those film guys everything today.”

“Hmm okay, but I think I might trim my pussy more tomorrow. I shaved my pussy lips this afternoon, so they show better. I’m not sure how far to go.”

“Okay, go get changed and show me. I know what guys like, you’re talking to the authority. I’ll set you straight for sure.”

“Haha. Oh good then Mr Authority. Wait a minute and I’ll be right back.”

“Tits too, don’t forget!” I called after her. “And your moisturiser!”

“I know! And don’t worry I know what to wear!”

I quickly grabbed my phone from the kitchen counter and sat back on the lounge. I watched the doorway impatiently for Alyssa. She finally came out wearing her pink teddy. The thing was see-through and only just covered her hips. It was tied in front with a cute lace bow. The bottom was open and parted away from her newly-trimmed bush. She usually wore matching shorts but had left them off.

“Oh wow baby, that’s so fucking hot.”

“Mmm does hubby like?”

“Oh yeah, Mr Authority hubby likes alright. Your pubes are so short now, I can see your pussy much easier. Actually I want it on my face right now…”

“Haha. I thought it might be sexier for the guys on set if I keep it like this for next time.”

“Fuck yeah, they’ll love it. Actually they’d love anything you do haha. And if you get an audition with Ronan Paris – let him see you like that and he’s sure to give you more work, baby.”

“Uh huh, I hope so,” my wife agreed, placing a folded towel on the floor to sit on. She grimaced up at me watching. “It’s strange being nude down below like this. I don’t want to sit on the bare floor.”

“Haha sure. Looks great though,” I said and rubbed moisturiser into my hands then squeezed her shoulders.

Alyssa loves a shoulder massage and immediately rocked her head forward. I slipped the lacy strings from her shoulders and rubbed down her arms to uncover her tits. “Mmm that’s so nice,” she cooed as I worked her upper back and each side of her neck.

“Yeah, that good?”

“Uh huh. Amazing.”

“Yeah and it’s so hot being able to see your slit with your legs straight like that. It’s good that you shaved your lips hey? It’s gonna be way more sexy for the camera guys and that.”

“Hmm and they were definitely looking too. They had eyes all over me even when their camera wasn’t, and especially when I had to open my legs.”

“Oh yeah that’s good. That’s fucking hot, you spreading for them,” I said, fully boned up and rubbing down my wife’s sides and back up to feel her bare tits.

I hadn’t fully decided yet but figured I’d ask if she wanted to do what I was thinking.

“So baby, how about I text Ellis to come up for a beer. What do you think?”

My wife blushed up at me. “You mean with me like this?”

I took a big breath, gulped and nodded. “He’s already seen you once.”

“Yes but this covers me even less than the t-shirt I was wearing. It doesn’t cover me down there at all.”

“I know, I wasn’t actually thinking of you wearing just that, but it would be super-hot, don’t you think?” I ogled down. “Just sitting like that you can only see your slit. He wouldn’t see your cunt properly unless you stood up or whatever.”

“Yes and my boobs too! This is completely see-through, even if I keep it closed.”

“Well yeah, but he’s gonna see them in the movie anyway, right?” I massaged a stiff little nipple. “It will be just like a preview for him.”

“Hmm, a preview huh? His own private matinee. We should make him help out then. If you want to show me to him before the movie, he should have to help me rehearse for my audition if I get one.”

“Oh right. Sure. Help out how, though?”

“Well, I’d like to try that sex scene again, but it would be better with him than with you, since I have to do it with other actors who I might not even know.”

“Oh yeah? Shit I bet he’d do it if we asked him. Like on our bed or something?”

“Uh huh, that’s what I just thought. And I could be nude down below like this and if he kept his jocks on so he doesn’t go in me if he gets hard.”

“Oh shit, he’s definitely gonna get hard. I am already!”

“Hmm well, the other thing is that it would be fun if you had to watch. I was thinking during the shoot how exciting it would have been if you were there like for my restaurant scene before. It’d be fun for you to get a preview of some other man grinding on top of me like that,” my wife teased up at me.

“Aw fuck that’d be intense, baby!”

“Mmm for me too. I seriously don’t like Ellis but he’s got a nice enough body, and I’m sure I’ll have to do this with other actors I don’t like sometimes if I can get more work.”

“Yeah right.” I gulped. “Actually I was already telling him all about you doing your scene and having that Dash dude grinding on top of you, and he was saying how lucky the guy was.”

“Hmm I’m sure! I can already see him smirking about getting to do it, but it feels like I’m already wet just talking about it like this, so as long as we make it so he has to keep his underpants on.”

“Haha that’s for sure. I’d bet he’d love to accidentally slip into you, baby.”

“Yes I know. I’m sure he’d enjoy that even more, knowing I think he’s such an arsehole sometimes. I’m sure he’d especially enjoy making me take it from him.”

I kissed from my wife’s delicate neck to her ear. “I’ll almost be hoping he does slip in once at least, baby. I wouldn’t mind watching you take some other dude’s cock doing one of these scenes.”

She blushed up at me.

“Even if it is Ellis and knowing how much you hate the guy.”

“Mmm but I don’t hate him. I just think he’s full of himself and he’s too crude and pushy.”

“Yeah okay, so I’ll just get him on screen and show you to him like that, eh? He’ll be up here in two seconds flat.”

“Show me to him?”

I breathed up to my wife’s ear from kissing her neck again. “I’ll just turn my phone to show him what’s on offer, should I? Let him have a look at your tits like this, yeah?”

“Hmm I guess,” my wife uttered. “I’m not on offer to the guy though Roy, not fully!”

Ellis is my best mate and top of my contacts list. I hit call and he answered immediately, obviously watching TV as usual. “Hey man, wanna come up for a beer?” I asked, and I angled the phone to look down at Alyssa covering her tits with her hands and smiling and blushing up at it.

“Holy shit!” my buddy said.

I looked at the phone again. “Just come straight in if you want to fuck around man. We’ll be in the bedroom.”

Alyssa shrieked. I pulled her up and we hurried to the bedroom. “This is so crazy, Roy!”

“Yeah I know but he’ll be into this for sure. You know what he’s like.”

“I know!” Alyssa lay back with her teddy still wide open and her legs straight and trembling together.

The front door squeaked open. My best mate was then standing in our bedroom doorway with a huge smile on his face. “Fuck yeah!”

“Hey man, we need you to help rehearse for Alyssa’s audition. Just like I was telling you she has to do. Can you be the other dude and pretend to do it with her?”

“Holy shit, serious?”

“Na man but you’re not allowed to fuck her for real. It’s only pretend,” I said. “It’s just acting, and they don’t do it for real.”

“You just have to lie on me and pretend,” Alyssa explained too.

“Fuck yeah, just like in the movies eh? Cool.” Ellis was quickly stripping off his clothing.

“But keep your underpants on please?” Alyssa asked him.

“Oh right yeah, I fucking better,” Ellis chuckled.

My mate’s more heavily built than me. He has muscular thighs, I was noticing more than usual. Otherwise he’s just a bit overweight around the middle. I could see his cock wrapped to one side in his white tight-fitting boxers. He was adjusting it there as he knelt on the bed looking Alyssa over. So far she had an arm across her tits and a hand over her pussy. As Ellis crawled over her, she parted her legs and finally removed her hand and showed her cunt.

“Oh fuck yeah,” Ellis groaned, looking at it. “That’s fucking pretty alright.”

“Um thank you. I’m glad you think so,” Alyssa uttered shyly. Then she moved her arm from across her and showed my mate her tits as well. “You have to film my face please?” she instructed me. “You can use my phone as well if yours hasn’t got enough memory.”

“Oh right, your face huh?” I got my camera up and started filming.

“Yes I need to see my expression while I’m acting this out.” Alyssa looked to my mate kneeling over her and looking from her cunt to her tits. “And you have to lie on me and rub against me like we’re doing it for real, Ellis. But you can feel my tits and kiss me a little bit first if you want.”

My mate swallowed hard. He remained kneeling and covered Alyssa’s tits with his hands, starting with squeezing and just feeling them. “Fuck yeah, get her man,” I groaned, I couldn’t help it. It was so exciting to see this and it made me feel super horny.

“Uh huh,” Alyssa moaned and arched upward against the contact. Ellis continued massaging but was staring at her cunt. He was kneeling between her bent up legs and it was split open and glistening inside.

Ellis’s cock had firmed already and was sticking straight up in his soft-fit boxer shorts. They had a fly but it was one of those double folded ones that are to one the side a little, so it wouldn’t come open too easily, I figured. His cock was poking above it and stretching at the waist band anyway.

“He can also kiss me if he wants to,” Alyssa said to me. “The guy usually does in the scenes.”

“Oh right,” Ellis looked to me too.

I nodded, swallowed hard. “Go on then man.”

My heart was pounding now. I’d been imagining this but it was way more intense watching some other man on top of my wife.

Ellis pressed his lips to hers. Alyssa responded by moaning softly and kissing him back. It was all very  sensual and fucking killing me, and then Alyssa’s eyes popped open and she frowned but kept kissing my mate back. I filmed in close and her eyes softened again, her jaw moving, mouth open and I saw their tongues swirling around each others.

My mate kept kissing my wife and lay down fully on top of her. I panned back but kept filming Alyssa’s face. Ellis was already moving down below, he was slow thrusting and grinding against her. Alyssa pretended to like it. She was gripping his back with her nails and wiggling under him. She was moaning between kisses and ended up with her face pressed to his shoulder and her eyes wide and glazed.

Ellis was pulling back and grinding forward. “Uhh huh careful,” Alyssa said and adjusted beneath him. “Um try to do it more over the top and not to poke me so much, okay?” she asked my mate softly.

“Aw fuck yeah, sorry,” he breathed into her hair and adjusted himself with his hand down between them.

Alyssa waited, her eyes wide and focused on the ceiling. “Uhh huh careful, I’m too sensitive right now.” She swallowed. “Yes like that, just up on my belly.”

“Yeah fuck, your cunt’s so fucking slick and ready for it,” Ellis groaned and resumed slow thrusting. “Yeah, can feel how hot you are against my balls.”

“Mmm but no talking. I have to rehearse!”

Alyssa shut up too and just clung to my mate, staring up at the ceiling and avoiding me with the camera. Her mouth was open and opening wider with each of Ellis’s thrusts against her. He was bumping against her and soon got up on his hands to look down at her tits jiggling. He gripped her hands above her head and she went with that and watched his face while he continued bouncing her tits.

I panned back to capture his arse thrusting and her bent up legs spread so wide open for him. I kept it out of shot, but I could see his cockhead through his undies. They were soaked, and being white, they were completely transparent. The head of his cock was bumping her pussy but sliding up over it. It was poking at the fly though and starting to come out a bit. I could see some of his cockhead exposed when he thrust forward hard and stretched against his undies too much.

Alyssa was still moaning nice and sensual, even tossing her head side to side a bit and acting like it was feeling so good for her. I was watching down below and willing it to happen. My mate’s cockhead eventually poked through the fly of his boxers. He was still keeping his cock up too high to go in though and sort of just mashing the base of it and his balls against Alyssa’s open pussy lips.

He let go of one of her hands and slumped to that elbow, groaning as he kissed her and sort of stopped thrusting and pulled back further. Their bodies were pressed together more now and I couldn’t see. Ellis wiggled his arse then suddenly surged forward. Alyssa’s eyes shot open and she squealed into their kiss. She clawed at his hip and he pulled back and thumped against her again.

“Um Ellis!” she scolded as he ground against her. “Uhh huh that’s inside me like that,” she cried but she was clutching his hip and not pushing him away yet.

He kept still. She reached down with her other hand and held his other hip as well, pushing a bit now. Ellis was up on his elbows, keeping his face hidden. He pulled back, just with his hips. He then rolled them forward again and Alyssa’s eyes widened.

“Um Ellis!” she scolded, looking to me now.

My mate’s arse was moving back and forth, his butt cheeks clenching on the down stroke with him obviously giving and extra surge when it felt so good in deep.

“Uh huh huh,” Alyssa suddenly moaned and her body convulsed just as Ellis pulled back and fisted his bare wet cock, groaning as ropes of cum lashed Alyssa’s belly and tits, spurting all the way up to her neck and under her chin.

His load was fucking huge!

“Oh my god,” my wife uttered, her body still convulsing, her tits wobbling.

“Fuck, sorry!” my mate offered. “Sorry man, I couldn’t help it eh!”

I nodded, gulping hard.

“It’s okay, that happens,” Alyssa consoled. She gulped hard too, her body still trembling. “That was so excellent Ellis. You did that even better than my acting partner today. It was so real.”

He huffed a big breath. Nodded. “I was trying not to go in. I didn’t shoot any inside you,” he assured.

“Um okay. That’s good.” Alyssa lifted to an elbow and her eyes boggled as she looked down at herself. “Oh my god, you totally creamed me,” she said with a giggle, and she rubbed some of the goo into her belly then into her tits.

“Aw fuck baby,” I groaned.

She smiled. “It’s good for your skin,” she challenged and rubbed from under her chin and all over her face. “Mmm I don’t usually get so much,” she teased and rubbed some into her forehead and over either side of her nose.

I watched in awe and with my boner bolt upright. Ellis was massaging his still-bare cock too.

There were still globs of cum all over Alyssa’s tits. She looked down at them then massaged the goo in some more. She still had her legs bent up and my mate was still kneeling between them. Her cunt was all pink and her folds were pasted open. She blushed at the pair of us and covered it with her cummy fingers. “What are you two staring at!” she scolded.

Ellis was smiling. “You didn’t lick your fingers.”

“Huh!” Alyssa rolled her eyes at us and put her fingers to her mouth. She licked carefully and gathered a glob of cum between two of them, sucking it in and eating it. There was a jelly-like glob on her side beneath a tit and she scooped it and softly sucked it from her fingers too. Then she sucked those two fingers again and swallowed. “Mmm satisfied now, are we?” There was a drip of cum dangling from Ellis’s cock head, as he was still squeezing his cock whilst he watched. Alyssa quickly sat up and tilted beneath, collecting the creamy drip with her tongue and closing her eyes as she took my mate’s cockhead into her mouth and moaned as she sucked.

“Aaw fuck!” Ellis groaned and grabbed her head.

“Mmm…” Alyssa moaned and kept her eyes squeezed shut as she sucked back and forth. My mate had a handful of her hair and thrust three maybe four times then held firm. “Mmm..!” Alyssa moaned throatily this time and her eyes popped open as my mate’s shaft flexed and began slowly pulsating. “Hmm..!” she hummed anxiously at me, her eyes wide and fixed upon me while she held the guy’s hip and waited.

Alyssa looked back up at my mate as she swallowed. She pulled back and gripped his cock aside, swallowing again. “Is that better now then?” She grimaced. “Yuk, that was so strong!”

“Yeah much better,” Ellis said and just stroked her hair gently now.

Alyssa nodded, took a breath. She swallowed once more then softly sucked my mate’s cock back into her mouth whilst reaching over and feeling my boner through my pants. I quickly freed it and she smiled over whilst still sucking on Ellis’s. She took him from her mouth. “Do you want to put on a condom or do it all over me like he did?”

“I want to cum on your face,” I told my slutty wife, and my mate chuckled.

“Yeah fuck go for it!” he cheered.

Alyssa rested back on her hands blushing at us both. She took a big breath. “But not in my hair!”

I was so fucking built up and on the verge already.

I crawled over my wife, jacked a few times and plastered her face, keeping it low and just covering her closed mouth and one of her cheeks, my goo dripping from her chin whilst I turkey-slapped her cheek with my cock and rubbed into her lips – getting her to open and suck me in. Oh fuck yeah! 


Alyssa

Well that was certainly interesting. I wiped a big drip of cum from my chin and licked it off my fingers. My husband and his friend both groaned. Jeez guys are hopeless. They’re all the same. I rolled my eyes at them then wiped cum from my cheek and ate that for them too. “Yucky,” I complained, but Roy’s didn’t taste as bad as Ellis’s. Or maybe it was just the fact he was my husband and his wasn’t taboo for me to lick up or swallow.

Ellis was still ogling between my legs. I sat up properly and lifted one foot over him so I could close my thighs together and deny him.

“Aw shucks,” he said with a cheeky smile. “The fun shop’s closed then.”

I glared playfully, stood and raked my hair back from my sticky face. It was so exciting being almost completely nude like this. I still had on my teddy but it was gaping open either side of my tits and I was completely bottomless. It was a top only, and without the pants that went with it, I was only half dressed.

I left the guys barely looking at each other and went to the kitchen to get a drink. I poured a glass of water and was resting back against my sink sipping it when Ellis came from the bedroom.

He looked at my pussy.

I just blushed and let him.

He looked up from it, glancing at where I had my teddy closed to cover my boobs now. His gaze lifted to meet mine. “Sorry I slipped in at the end there.”

I nodded a little. “It’s okay.” I swallowed and took a breath. “Thanks for helping me rehearse. I think it went really well. I can’t wait to see it.”

“Yeah.” Ellis motioned back over his shoulder. “Roy’s putting it on your laptop.”

“Oh good.”

“Huh.” Ellis smiled again. “So if you ever need to practice again..!”

I smiled back. “Hmm, I know who to ask right?”

“Fuck yeah, you bet,” the guy said and looked at my pussy again.

I just waited and let him. I took another big breath and put my glass aside, thrusting until my tits popped out of my teddy. I fiddled with my hair again whilst my husband’s friend looked me up and down, his gaze only rising as far as my tits and going down as far as my slit. While standing with my legs together, he could only see my slit of course.

He gulped. “Fuck you’re hot, Alyssa. I’m taking back what I said about being sorry.”

I bit a lip. “Hmm, are you just?”

“Yeah not fucking sorry at all that I got my dick in.”

I just blushed and watched the guy’s face. I loved that I was so sticky all over from his cum right then.

I waited while he had another long stare at me down there and at my tits, but Roy was coming and I closed my teddy and brushed past, leaving them in the kitchen together and closing myself in the bedroom. I didn’t trust myself to not just let Ellis fuck me properly right now. I could see he was getting another erection, and I needed to get away from wanting it inside me again.

I got into bed and pulled the covers up, my naughty fingers found my hungry pussy and vibrated against my little button as I listened to the guys talk in the other room.


Roy

After a couple of beers, I saw my mate off home and went to find where Alyssa had gone. I wanted to talk to her about what had happened. I found her sitting up in bed with the covers tucked up under her arms and my boss on our laptop screen.

“Oh hey Miguel.” I sat on the edge of the bed and scooted close to Alyssa.

“Miguel called, he said he’s got me an audition with Ronan Paris,” Alyssa said excitedly.

“I didn’t get it for you, lass. He had one look at your portfolio and insisted.”

“Yes but you showed it to him.”

“Huh, my pleasure. I had a look myself. That’s impressive work. I loved your comedic skits.”

“Yeah she’s great at comedy hey!” I added, squeezing my wife’s hand. “I knew the guy would be blown away if he saw your stuff, baby.”

“Yeah well now I’m just nervous. I wonder what the audition will be like. That’s just scary with him. He seems so confident and like he knows exactly what he wants.”

“Yeah lass, he does know exactly what he wants. You’ve got that right. I’ve seen quite a few girls not even make it past the first session, but you’ve already done a sex scene with the company, so you should be fine.”

“Oh! Really?” Alyssa asked. “But what does that mean?”

“What do you mean by the first session?” I added. “There’s more than one session?”

Miguel rocked back in his chair. He was obviously in the hotel security office. There was movement of the shadow of someone beside him. He looked and whoever it was must have said something. Then the screen turned and Ronan Paris was sitting there smiling at us.

“Hello there Alyssa… and Roy is it?”

I gulped. Nodded. “Yeah I’m Roy.”

“Ah good, good. Now yes there are several steps in my audition process. And yes, Alyssa, I’ve seen your shoot today and I think you have a lot of potential. I’m also considering bringing Dash along to help with your audition, so we can pick up from where you left off with the ice already broken, so to speak. Does that suit you? Were you happy working with Dash?”

“Um yes. Dash is great,” Alyssa answered, blushing deeply, her eyes full of worry but so beautiful too. The sheet had slipped and the guy on screen was looking at her tits, her nipples exposed. He was sitting up straight and Miguel was standing behind him looking too.

Alyssa glanced down at herself then blushed up at the men. She fiddled with the top of the sheet but didn’t lift it back up. She just drew a big breath and her tits lifted and thrust more fully out the top of the sheet.

“Yes, very nice,” Ronan Paris crooned, including my boss with a glance up at him. “They’re lovely aren’t they Miguel?”

“Sure are,” Miguel agreed. “Lovely indeed.”

Alyssa bit her lip as she looked down at herself again. She took another breath and lowered the sheet to her waist. “Is that better?” she asked the men. “I don’t mind showing them like this if it’s going to help my career.”

“Haha perfect. That’s a great attitude,” Ronan Paris declared. “And I don’t mind admitting straight up that I only want actors who are willing to show their bodies and do whatever I ask in an audition. I don’t show actual sex on film, but the reason my work depicts characters having sex so realistically is because under the cover, they are actually having sex. I don’t make pornos, I make serious mysteries and thrillers, but the reason my leading lady looks so realistic making love is because under the cover her leading man is actually inside her.”

I stared stunned. Alyssa swallowed hard and squeaked.

“Still interested?” Ronan Paris asked us flatly.

***


Part 3: Alyssa Does what it Takes

Roy

I put the laptop aside and looked at my wife. She sat there in bed beside me with her teddy on the floor and her tits out, the sheet still down to her waist. She was breathing heavily. I think I was too. It had been quite a shock to hear this director guy Ronan Paris say it straight out that the actors working in his movies had to agree to have actual sex whilst being filmed.

“So, he was actually talking about the girls who get starring roles, wasn’t he baby? With the ones who do bit-parts like you did, they just pretend and act out being fucked?”

“Yes, I think that’s what he was saying. It would make sense now that I think about the conversations I’ve had with the other girls. The leading lady in our movie doesn’t say much and we never get to watch her scenes being filmed. I suppose this is why.”

“Yeah looks like it,” I agreed, but the laptop was beeping with someone who must have seen we were online.

“Oh that’s Mum, pass it back here please?” Alyssa asked.

I gave her the laptop and she opened the video chat.

“Oh!” her mother exclaimed and giggled.

“Um, never mind me, I’m in bed,” Alyssa explained about being topless.

“Well no, never mind you,” her mother agreed. “Are they getting bigger? Are you pregnant?”

“No, I’m not pregnant, Mum. Oh my god.”

They both laughed. I snuck off to the toilet and left them chatting. The talk Alyssa and I needed to have about her doing this audition with her director would have to wait, but as soon as she was done there with her mother we needed to get back into it.

I went and made a coffee and brought one for Alyssa. She gave me a smile. I sat at her dresser and checked my phone and played a game for a while. Her mother’s talks usually last half an hour or more. I wasn’t really listening but I could see the screen and noticed Alyssa’s young foster brother pass behind their mum and do a double take. Alyssa was still sitting there with the sheet down at her waist and just blushed a bit and tugged it up.

I saw the young guy Joel, who had just turned 18, open a laptop at the table in the background on screen. He kept looking over. Alyssa had only just tugged the sheet up far enough and it was slipping again as she talked. Then when she reached for her coffee mug her tits popped out the top again and young Joel craned his neck to see.

I mean they grew up together but they’re both fostered and no blood relation. I could see Alyssa’s blush just rosy enough to show she knew what was happening. She must have still been in a sexy mood though because she let the sheet slip back to her waist and even lifted her arms and thrust her tits forward once.

Their mum was talking away and didn’t seem to know Joel was behind her. She got up though and took her tablet with her to the kitchen to make herself a cup of tea. She was talking as she did that, just looking back at the screen from time to time. Then I saw Joel’s head appear again, peeping through the servery window this time, and when he appeared there Alyssa’s blush fired up again, her arms lifting as she raked back her hair and let him look at her tits.

I caught her glance and smiled. “Nice. That’s a good foster sister,” I teased.

Alyssa glared defiantly. “Well I’m sure him and his mates will see me when the movie comes out anyway.”

“Yeah true. That’s hot though, let him have a good look.”

“I know. I am,” Alyssa said and adjusted the screen a bit closer to put herself more fully in frame while her foster brother’s eyes boggled from his hiding place. “He’s been there all the time, that’s why I let the sheet fall down, since he’s always trying to perv on me and doesn’t have much luck with girls otherwise.”

“Haha nice!”

The young guy disappeared but there was movement just off screen and I saw his arm then his phone was in shot and aimed at the screen. Then he vanished again and appeared through the servery window looking at his phone, seemingly expanding the picture he’d taken as he smiled to himself.

“That would have been a good shot he got then, baby. He’s gonna have lots of screen shots of you soon though eh.”

“Hmm, I’m sure he will.”

I chuckled. “And you know what he’ll be doing with them every night, don’t you?”

Alyssa rolled eyes. “I can guess, thanks very much.”

“Your little foster bro and all his mates, your dad and all his old Lions club buddies. Wank wank wank to your picture on screen,” I teased.

“Hmm I don’t think Dad would do that, but I hope Joel does. I hope that was a good enough picture he got just then. I used to listen to him doing it through his bedroom door at home, and sometimes I’d let him see me in my underwear.”

The young guy was looking again, his eyes boggling some more. Alyssa kept her head turned and her tits thrust forward at the screen until their mother came back with her tea. The young guy disappeared and Alyssa pulled the sheet back up, giving me another fun glare as I left her to it again. After she finished her chat I turned off the light and got into bed with her.

“Okay so where were we, baby? What do we think about this Ronan Paris dude and him wanting his actors to have real sex under the covers?”

“I don’t know Roy, but it kind of makes sense when you see how fake some of the pretend stuff looks. You can see why a director would want it to be real.”

“Yeah true. That does make sense. It’s pretty freaky though. It would mean us letting whoever you’re doing a scene with actually fuck you.” I gulped. “I mean if his cock’s inside you, that’s not pretending!”

“Yes I know. It’s like when they kiss you and put their tongue in your mouth. It gets very real, I can tell you.”  

“Yeah and that’s only their tongue. Only goes in a couple of inches! What if the guy’s hung and he’s got a horse cock?”

“Uh huh,” my wife uttered in the dark, her nails digging into my chest a bit.

I got the connection there. The idea flushing through me and making my heart thump.

“Okay, so you wouldn’t mind if the guy was hung then?” I asked my wife. “You wouldn’t say no to that?”

“Um not to that exactly… I mean I don’t know about the whole idea yet, but the guy being really big wouldn’t matter as such.”

“Oh right.” I swallowed and kissed my wife’s head. “And what about that Dash dude, was his big?”

“Um yes, pretty big,” Alyssa uttered, her nails digging in again.

I gulped. “And he’d be the first one to fuck you if we go through with it, huh?”

“Uh huh, sounds like it.” Alyssa squeezed my cock. It was already hard and flexed in her fist. “He seems okay. He’s pretty old but he’s a nice guy and not arrogant or anything. If it was only ever going to be him, I wouldn’t mind.”

“Oh yeah, you’d like him to fuck you, would you baby?”

Alyssa’s nails dug in again. “Mmm I’m just saying it would be better if it was only with nice guys. It sucks as the girl when you let some arsehole have you and he ends up smirking about it every time you see him.”

“Right. Like Ellis probably will from now on huh?”

“Hmm probably. He’s been inside me and I sucked him and swallowed his cum, plus it’s still a little bit sticky where he came all over me with that first really huge load. So yeah, he’ll probably be feeling all dominant and proud of himself and let me know it next time I see him.”

“Yeah but he only went in you a few times at the end. It’s not like we let him actually fuck you.”

“Yes I know. And that’s the other interesting thing to think about with this. Whether or not they use condoms on the set, or will the man just pull out of me like Ellis did? I wouldn’t want to have to drink from their condoms like I do for you.”

“Huh! Hell no baby, of course not!”

My wife had my cock out through the fly of my boxers. She was still squeezing and thumbed the head. “But it’s not very sexy with a condom if I don’t drink it. That’s what you always say, isn’t it?”

“Aw fuck baby, but that’s different.”

“Oh yeah, how so? You said it’s boring to use one if the girl doesn’t take it off you and do something with it.”

“Oh shit.”

Alyssa giggled. She kissed the eyelet of my cock, teasing with her pointed tongue. “I think I’d rather they just did it on me like your mate did tonight, Roy. I mean if we decided to go through with this, I’ll be hoping the guys will ask not to use condoms and just promise to pull out. I loved the feel of it spurting all over my chest still hot and gooey like that.”

“Aw fuck,” I groaned hopelessly.

My wife took my cock into her mouth and bobbed her pretty head until I lost it and blew my load.

“Mmm yummy,” she said, squeezing me off and giving the eyelet a final suck. “Mmm I feel like such a bad girl today, Roy. Maybe we’d better talk about this again in the morning before we make any decisions?”

“Hell yeah. You did a sex scene at the shoot then let my mate dry hump you and shoot all over you. Flashed your little foster bro… You’re a very bad girl today baby.”


Alyssa

I woke to the smell of bacon cooking. Roy had the day off and I had no commitments this morning either. We had been given until tonight to decide whether or not I was going to audition for Ronan Paris. We agreed to it when we were talking with him online last night but he said to sleep on it and he would understand if we changed our minds.

If we were going to go through with it, I needed to be at the hotel at 7pm. Roy would be able to come with me but would have to wait in the security office while I went up to the room with Ronan. The security boss Miguel had shown Roy that the feed from two of the cameras in room 517 are accessible from the security office though, so he would be able to watch at least.

I cuddled behind him cooking. “Morning.”

“Oh hey baby, sleep okay?”

“Not really. My mind wouldn’t stop churning.”

“Ha mine too. This is gonna be so fucking freaky. I still don’t fucking know what to think about it.”

“Hmm me either. We’re supposed to be a married couple now, and in the last few days I’ve had two other men accidentally put their penises in me and cum all over my boobs.”

My husband nodded and took a moment to respond. He served the eggs. “I’m enjoying it though baby. I like watching you flash other dudes and I was wanting Ellis to get his cock in you last night.”

“Yes but why? That’s what I don’t understand, Roy. I mean, thank goodness you’re not the jealous type but why would you want that?”

“Because you’re so fucking hot to watch, baby. I get so fucking hard just seeing you like that, and there’s something about the other dude too. It’s like if you just strip off for me, that’s great, that’s really sexy. But if there’s someone else watching and you do it for them when it’s all wrong and taboo, that’s out of this fucking world intense.”

I blushed all over at my husband’s excitement. He shut up and I took a few deep breaths and started eating my breakfast. I was so hungry after being too nervous and on edge to eat last night.

“It’s interesting what Ronan was saying about how they film stuff and edit it. Like with a blowjob scene, how they’d be filming from behind, just with your head going up and down because they can’t show the guy’s erect cock. But then they can zoom in on his face and it’s way more realistic because you actually are sucking him off. I mean it’s not just the girl’s expressions that have to look for real, it’s the guy’s too.”

I smiled at a thought. “Actually, it would be hard to bob your head like that if there’s nothing to guide you.”

“Haha better with a pole to slide up and down with your mouth too huh?”

“Um yes. And better if there’s something to smudge your lipstick or make your cheeks pink for a close-up with the camera. It was interesting how Ronan said he likes to zoom in on the girl’s face and have it bobbing up and down from the screen. I think I’d need an actual penis or at least a dildo or something to suck if I was going to make it look real.”

“Yeah even a dildo, but like he said, he likes to film the climax too. Either the girl’s face or the dude’s, or both.”

“Hmm he said he likes to zoom in on both when the guy’s cumming like that, in the girl’s mouth. And he also likes to film both during sex, and especially when the girl is climaxing.” I blushed guiltily to my husband. “Which I definitely did during my shoot yesterday.”

“Oh yeah, you had an orgasm baby?”

“Uh huh, definitely with the way Dash had to rub against me like that. Mmm and then when he slipped in and he was so huge. Oh my god Roy!”

“Oh shit baby. See I’m fucking boning up again with us just talking about it. I reckon we should just do it. We should just do the audition thing tonight and let that Dash guy fuck you properly this time.”

“Mmm really?” I was tingling all over. “I think you’re right Roy. I think we should just do it and see how we feel afterwards. Ronan said there was the possibility of extra auditions, with it being a bit more each time. Whatever that means. But this first one is apparently just with Dash.”

“Yeah I think it might just be missionary tonight, judging by what the guy was saying. Then there’s probably doggy style scenes and blowjobs and that. I reckon if you get through this first one, there might be shit like that to show you can do on the other nights.”

“Hmm maybe,” I agreed, slipping onto my husband’s lap and kissing him. “I know I could do a blowjob for the camera. I loved sucking your mate off last night. I was surprised how much there was to swallow when he’d cum only ten minutes before.” I breathed into my man’s ear, feeling him erect beneath me. “Ellis gave me quite a big mouthful, Roy. Do you want to go and ask him if he’s proud of himself and come back and tell me?”

“Aw fuck, he’d be proud of himself alright.”

“Mmm but I want to know what he says when you tell him how embarrassed I’m going to be when I see him again.”

“Yeah okay, I’ll tell him… I’ll tell him you said it was a huge fucking mouthful and now you’re embarrassed.”

“Mmm and tell him I’m worried that next time he’s just going to grab me.”

“Aw fuck yeah baby.”

“Uh huh and tell him I don’t want him to but I don’t know what I’m going to do if he does.” I took a big ragged breath. “Mmm I can’t stop thinking about him, Roy. Were you really hoping he’d get his cock in me last night?”

“Yeah.” Roy gulped. “Yeah I was, baby. I know Ellis is an arsehole sometimes but it was so fucking hot watching him get onto you.”

“Hmm watching him get onto me huh?”

Roy grinned. “Yeah well he’s always had eyes all over you, baby, and talks about you so much and you always snub him. It was hot watching you give in to the guy… watching him get his cock in you and then watching you swallow his load like that.” My husband stroked my hair. “He got onto you big time last night baby, and you definitely gave in to him and got dominated.”

“Uh huh exactly,” I uttered, thrilling all inside at the flashback to how it felt.

“Okay but I’ve got to go, baby. I told Nate I’d help him do the brakes in his car this morning. He’s probably waiting.”

“Oh okay, you go, I’ll clean up here.” When I got up I felt like a damn schoolgirl and couldn’t help blushing. “So is Ellis helping too?” I asked, unable to stop myself.

“Haha he really got to you huh baby!”

I just pouted.

“Yeah he’s helping. I’ll ask him about last night, don’t worry. I’ll tell you what he said when I get back.”

*

I cleaned up the kitchen and busied myself with the vacuum and ended up scrubbing the laundry trying to get my mind off the audition tonight and the idea of Ellis gloating over having conquered me.

The guy had conquered me. I was genuinely concerned he might come knocking on my door one day when Roy’s at work. I knew if I was alone with him anytime soon, he’d be able to take whatever he wanted. I just hoped it was only because of what happened being so fresh and filling my mind, and that given a few days to calm down I could rebuild my resistance to him.

I realised I’d always relied on having a resistance, as I can’t help being interested in him – how crude and obvious he is in the way he looks at me.

Oh god just stop it Alyssa!

I had to stop thinking about the guy.

I busied myself with some shopping in the afternoon, not wanting to be around when Roy got home now, and I was going to stop him if he tried to mention Ellis at all.

Um, still thinking about him! I scolded myself and went ahead and picked out a home waxing kit for my bikini line. Or maybe even more!

Roy was watching TV when I got home. I dumped the groceries for him to pack away and shut myself in the bedroom before he had a chance to mention you know who!

Roy knows to leave me alone when I close the bedroom door. I snuck across to the bathroom after trying on a few new tops I’d bought. I ran a bath and soaked for ages then got my waxing kit ready. I’d decided not to wax fully. Instead I used Roy’s beard trimmer and shaped a little landing strip then waxed either side and my pussy lips too.

I checked in the mirror and loved it. So smooth and everything visible for the camera guys next time.

I had planned an early dinner. “So baby, I asked Ellis some shit,” Roy started but I pressed a finger to his lips.

“I don’t want to know. I changed my mind,” I told him and replaced my finger with my lips. “I’m more worried about Ronan Paris tonight. Him and this older man he’s going to let fuck me.”

“Aw shit, me too baby. We’re still good with this though, right?”

“Uh huh we’re still good,” I said, blushing a little. “Do you want to feel me down there? I bought some wax and it feels really smooth.”

My husband put his hand up my skirt, then down my panties. I caught a breath and held it as he felt me.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned excitedly.

“Mmm do you like?”

“Yeah it’s nearly all umm…” he was thumbing what was left of my bush.

“It’s a landing strip,” I told him. “I think it’s going to look pretty for the camera guys next time. And hopefully feel sexy for Dash tonight.”

“Aw hell, he’s gonna fucking love it, baby.”

“Mmm I want to feel smooth around his cock, Roy. His is going to stretch me quite a lot when he’s in all the way and I want to feel tight and smooth around it for him.”

“Oh jeez that’s fucking… Baby you’re gonna feel fucking amazing for him all waxed like this.”

“Mmm but careful, you’re making me too wet already. I need to keep my panties fresh too. In case they want to film me with them on at all, or maybe with him taking them off me… Last time was really sexy with him undressing me.”

It was too late anyway. I was already squelchy between the legs, so I grabbed a fresh pair of panties and stuffed them in my purse to put on just before the audition scene. And it was good that I had a driver tonight because I was so spaced out and found myself staring around at the traffic and then the city lights all the way to the hotel.

Roy had a good grip on my hand, reminding me to take step after step as he led me into the elevator then from there through the foyer of the hotel to where we could see Ronan Paris waiting in the bar. He was seated there with my co-star Dash. It certainly felt like I was to be the star tonight.

My husband kept hold of my hand throughout the greetings and small talk, all of which was background noise to me. Roy leant close and kissed my cheek. “Good luck baby, I’ll be watching,” he left me with as Ronan Paris led me away towards the elevator.

I held my husband’s eyes all the way to the elevator and watched him through the glass wall as it zoomed upward the five levels. I lost sight of him lifting his hand to wave and became more aware of being guided along between these two finely dressed older men.

“That’s a beautiful dress, Alyssa. Nice choice,” Ronan said.

I smiled at him. “Thank you. I’m glad you like it,” I said, including Dash with a smile for him too.

Dash winked. He really is a nice guy and I was glad he was there. Ronan had been right about me possibly needing a familiar face as partner for this audition scene.

I was ushered into room 517 and taken straight to the bedroom. It was as expected. It had been made perfectly clear in conversation last night that this was going to be a sex scene.

Dash had hands upon me. He was keeping me close whilst Ronan turned on some lighting and fiddled with the cameras. There were two fixed cameras and one hand-held.

“Alright, we all set?” Ronan asked and checked his watch. “We’re on the clock. Thirty minutes to get a good quality take, just like we’re filming on set.” He adjusted my hair a little. I was sitting on the bed with Dash beside me. “So your husband’s employer is going to kiss and undress you then make love to you. You’re nervous, unsure if you should be doing this. You can’t resist him and give in guiltily. Clear?”

I nodded quickly. Gulped. “Uh huh.”

Oh my god this was so real. I wasn’t going to have to act anything at all.

“Alright Dash. Sensual. Demanding. You’re taking what you want here!”

“Sure. Got it,” Dash agreed whilst looking into my eyes. He stroked my hair aside and kissed me softly. “Are you ready to start?”

I gulped, drew a big breath. “Um, what about protection… are you going to um..?”

“Do I need to?” the guy asked into another kiss, the camera already rolling and zoomed in. Ronan motioned for me to respond. It seemed this was going to be part of the audition scene.

“Um no,” I uttered softly. “I just um…” I gulped between kisses. “Um do you think you’ll be able to pull out at least?”

Dash smiled, our director did too. “Perfect!” Ronan mouthed the word. “Go with it!” he instructed Dash.

“Do you need me to, sweetheart. Do you need me to pull out?”

“Uh huh I’m not safe. I know you’re my husband’s boss, but I can’t let you get me pregnant.”

“Oh you can’t? But you do want this, yeah?”

“Um do I want it? I don’t know if I want it Mr Ford. I shouldn’t even be here with you!”

I didn’t know where I plucked ‘Mr Ford’ from. I writhed against Dash’s hand on my boob. He worked my shoulder straps down, reached around and unzipped me. He had his tongue deep in my mouth whilst lowering my dress and showing my tits to the camera and Ronan Paris gawking to the side of it.

There was more talking me into it. I hoped I gave a good adlib performance. I was quite distracted by being stripped, and when Dash lowered to me and between my legs, the feel of his hairy chest against my tits ended any coherent dialogue from me.

The guy was still kissing me as he humped between my legs. I felt his hand down there and the head of his cock opened me. He released it and took my head in both hands as he surged once part of the way, then again and penetrated me fully.

He turned my head to face the camera and buried into my neck. “That’s better yeah?” He thrust and squirmed hard against me. “Ooh that’s so tight, Alyssa. So hot and tight.”

“Uh huh you’re so huge, Mr Ford. So much bigger than my husband like this.”

I clung to the man’s broad back and kept my heels hooked around his thighs as he humped and pounded into me. I wasn’t that close to orgasm but pretended to be for the camera. I ground back against each thrust and moaned and bit on the guy’s shoulder. He was thumping wildly against me for a long while then suddenly stopped and held firmly up me. “Ugh keep still,” he groaned into my hair. “Just give me a minute.”

Ronan looked around the camera. Dash held up a hand. “Just need a minute okay.”

Ronan nodded, paused his filming and lowered the camera. “This is perfect, Alyssa. Mr Ford! Brilliant!”

“Um thanks,” I said and swallowed, catching a breath.

Dash lifted his upper body. Ronan tilted in for a look as he pulled back down below and his cock came out of me, springing upright still completely rigid. My poor reddened pussy was gaping a bit. Dash had my legs spread with is huge thighs. He pressed his cock down and poked it back into me. It was flexing. He swallowed hard. “It’s okay. That was close but it’s passing,” he explained with a grin.

I was glaring down at myself stretched open around his thick shaft.

“It’s okay, I’ll be careful. I won’t cum inside you,” he assured me.

“Okay. Thank you,” I said, grimacing with my blush. “When you need to, you can do it on me again if you want.”

“Oh yeah there’s a good girl,” Ronan said. “That’s what we want. That’s so damn sexy, that attitude.”

“Uh huh I like trying to be sexy for men,” I told them. “Uhh huh huh,” I couldn’t help moaning as Dash rocked forward into me again.

He moved back over me, using his hips to surge in and out, my tenderly waxed pussy lips being stretched and plunged through. He remained supported above me and was thumping hard against me, making my tits bounce. Ronan focused in on them and Dash kept doing that, jolting me and making them surge and wobble.

“Oh fuck,” Dash groaned and held firmly up me again. “Ooh that’s so close,” he snarled and thumped again. “So fucking close!”

I could feel him flexing inside of me. I kept still and just hoped he wasn’t cumming. He thumbed my clit, pulling back slow and sinking in again. “Uhh huh,” I moaned and my belly convulsed.

“You close too are you, sweetheart?” Dash asked me, grinning.

I nodded. Swallowed hard.

The two men looked at each other, shared a knowing nod.

Ronan put the camera down and started undressing. Dash got up and grabbed his pants.

“We’re just going to switch places for a bit,” my director explained. “We want you to orgasm for the camera but Dash is too close. I’ll just fuck you through your peak, okay?”

“Um okay,” I answered, blushing my head off and glaring at the size of this other man’s cock. “Oh my god that’s ..!”

“Yeah it’s okay. You’re already nice and open there, Alyssa. Just let yourself go and cum nice for the camera, yeah?”

The director got between my legs. He stroked himself and slapped my pussy a few times with the heavy head of his cock. The damn thing seemed to get even bigger, then he moved over me and pressed the head against my poor little pussy. He was stiff and the head popped into me. “Uhh huh…” He rocked forward and stretched me. “Ahh hhh!” I moaned and he lay me down and thrust.

“Ahhh!” I squealed into the camera. “Ahh! Ahh!” I cried out as I was stretched and filled. “Uhh...” I stifled my next cry and bit into the guy’s shoulder while he continued to surge in and out and he was finally pressed hard against me.

The director kissed me. He sought my tongue and lashed it whilst humping me slow and oh so deep. He stopped kissing my mouth and sucked on my neck. “Mmhm…  huh... huhh,” I moaned as the pain subsided and the tingle of my orgasm began to resurge. “Uhh  huhh huhhh,” my moans got longer and louder, my orgasm building and building until it suddenly exploded through me.

“That’s it Alyssa, let it go,” my director encouraged me.

I just clung to him and squealed against his shoulder as my belly clenched and my poor stretched pussy contracted around the huge pole inside of it and sucked hard for her prize.

“Ooh that’s close,” Ronan said, grinning up at Dash watching around the camera. “She’s so damn tight eh?”

“Huh, tell me about it,” Dash said and chuckled.

Ronan resumed moving inside of me. My orgasm had peaked but I was still on edge.

Dash lowered the camera and turned it off.

Ronan kissed me again, pulling back and thrusting. “Ooh yeah so close,” he groaned into the kiss.

Dash was feeling his cock in his open pants. I watched him whilst being screwed so slow and deep. He pushed his pants down and kicked them away.

The man on top of me surged and held firm. I was fully impaled by him, his cockhead in my belly by the feel of it. “Ooh that’s so on the verge, beautiful.” He kissed me. “Dash won’t last a minute or two when he’s back inside you too. Our balls are so damn full right now, aren’t they Dash?”

“Hell yeah, mine are,” Dash agreed. “I’m not going to last at all from here.”

Ronan raised his upper body and rolled his hips, surging and lifting me with his horse cock. “Oh yeah so damn close.”

“Uh huh,” I uttered. “Are you both really?”

“Oh fuck,” Ronan snarled and he resumed humping me. He had my hands pinned above my head and just used his hips to bounce me on his cock, my tits surging wildly until he stopped and held firmly up me again.

“Uhh huh huh,” I couldn’t help moaning as my orgasm pulsed through my belly again, my pussy latched tight around the man inside me.

“Nya fuck!” Ronan growled and pulled out of me, crushing the end of his cock in his fist. He nodded to Dash and rolled aside as Dash took his place and surged into me.

I was gone now, completely out of it and just stared at the ceiling while Dash fucked me. He pounded me hard and fast for a minute or so then jammed himself in deep and held firm while my orgasm continued to pulse through me and my pussy sucked on his cock. “You good, man?” he snarled up at Ronan.

Ronan nodded, standing there holding his cock.

Dash pulled out and got up off me and Ronan lay back down between my trembling thighs. He wiped his cockhead through my gaping pussy, positioned it and sunk into me. “Ahh huhh huh,” I moaned at being stretched so much again. I wrapped my legs and arms around this man and held on while he pounded me for another minute and held firm again, crushing me to his body and growling into my hair.

He held still for a while, his cock fully erect and flexing in me. Then he lifted his upper body again and took a breath. He looked to Dash kneeling there with his cock in his fist, the head swollen red and seeping. “You want another go?” Ronan asked him.

“I can’t, I’ll just blow if I do.”

“Yeah, me too,” Ronan said, pulling back slowly and sinking back into me.

He pulled back and sunk in again. “Are you sure you can’t just let us, sweetheart? If his are as full as mine, we’re going to make a mess of you otherwise.”

I blushed. “Um I’d like to let you,” I said. I took a big breath, my orgasm subsided now. “I’d like to let you both,” I said, looking from one man to the other. “I just don’t know if I’m safe right now is all. But can I think about it and talk to my husband, maybe let you both tomorrow?” I looked from my co-star to our director. “Can you just cum all over me this time please? I’ll rub it in or lick it up for you, unless you want to just do it straight in my mouth?”

“Ah fuck,” Ronan growled and resumed humping me. He remained on his knees and held my thighs, thrusting and spearing my belly over and over and suddenly he pulled out and surged over me with his horse cock in his fist and spurting. He was too long to hit my belly, the first few spurts hitting my chin and mouth and then he spurted all over my tits.

He crawled right over me and took me by the hair. I lifted and accepted the head of his cock in my mouth. The shaft was still pulsating as I held it and more spurts of cum hit the back of my throat. “Mmm,” I moaned as I sucked and the other man’s cock entered me.

Ronan crawled away and stood, his horse cock bumping against his thighs. Dash was on his knees and holding me by the legs. He had them bent up and was fucking me from beneath. He had my cum covered tits surging wildly. I just balled handfuls of the bedcover beneath me and went back into orgasm. The cock popped out and surged up onto my belly and began spurting and creaming my tits even more.

Dash rocked back and released my legs. He got up and left me lying there on the bed, my entire body trembling and softly pulsing as my orgasm still contracted my belly. After a lot of big calming breaths, I stared into the camera and rubbed the men’s cum into my tits for them.

“Don’t worry this is just for fun now,” Ronan said and grinned around the camera.

I bit down on my smile. I continued rubbing their cum into my tits and up over my chin and mouth. My poor pussy was gaping open and still throbbing. Dash had one of the fixed camera’s filming between my legs. “Do you want to wave to your husband?” he asked.

I did a little wave for Roy. I hoped he enjoyed watching these men with me.

I took a breath and looked from one to the other. “Um, if you men could actually wait about three or four nights for next time, I’ll be past my unsafe time and you could both cum inside me…”


Roy

I hadn’t moved since they started with her, I suddenly realised. I glanced behind me at Miguel sitting there watching too. He nodded. “She did good.”

I gulped and nodded too. “That was more full-on than I thought. They really fucked her eh!”

“Oh yeah. Ronan always does that. He has someone open the woman and get her ready for his huge dick. It looked like Alyssa took it okay. Screamed a bit but they all do.”

“Yeah that was freaky. I’m glad I wasn’t there. I don’t know what I would have done.”

“Huh, which is why you weren’t invited, lad. They never let the husbands or boyfriends in the room. You’re one of quite a few who have watched from that seat right there though.”

“Oh right, so all the chicks have to do this huh?”

Miguel thought about that, measured his answer. “No one gets employed in the main movie roles without doing one of these auditions. That much is true.”

“Right. Okay then. So it wasn’t that bad, except for when they stopped filming and just took turns on her. It got a bit freaky there for a bit.”

“I think your wife had already done enough for this audition when she had her first orgasm, lad. That looked absolutely beautiful and I bet Ronan was satisfied at that point. The rest was just the three of them all worked up and nature taking its course.”

I was watching Alyssa walk towards the elevator. She had put her pretty dress on without wiping off their cum. Her hair was all mussed up and she was walking funny, like her legs weren’t working properly.

“I’m going,” I told my boss and he waved me off smiling broadly at the monitor with Alyssa having slumped back against the wall.

I was waiting for her and got in the same elevator. I took her to the basement where we were parked. I had to put my arm around her waist to help her walk straight.

“You alright, baby?”

“Um yes, but my legs are still shaky. I don’t know if my orgasm has even finished yet, they just kept it going and going when they were having turns with me.”

I put my wife in the car. Her eye makeup had run, her face pale, her lips too red. I could smell their cum all over her. Her legs were trembling as I drove so I kept a hand on one of them.

“So, what did he say, baby. Did you do good?”

“Uh huh. He said it was perfect and he wants me to do a second audition the night after next. I wanted it to be another few nights later but he has to fly out for some business thing and wants to do it before that.”

“Oh okay. Fuck. So another slam session like that huh? You look totally ravished baby. Are you sure you’re alright? They didn’t hurt you with those huge cocks?”

“No I’m fine, Roy. I feel great. I can imagine how I must look, but I feel wonderful. I loved how huge they were in me, especially Ronan. Could you see his thingy on the monitor?”

“Haha yeah. Hard to fucking miss it.”

I let my wife cuddle up sideways in her seat and rest. There was not much to say anyway, I’d seen it all on the monitor. Unfortunately I had to just sit there and watch without jacking off like I wanted to. Old Miguel had been there watching with me the whole time, so there was no opportunity. It didn’t look like Alyssa was going to be up for anymore either, so I’d probably have to jack off in the shower or whatever tonight.

When we got home, I put my wife to bed still covered in cum and did jack off in the shower. I kept getting flashbacks and remembered what those two film dudes did to my wife.

Alyssa was still asleep when I left for work in the morning, and it was a really busy day with no time to think about shit much. Alyssa was a bit quiet through dinner. She cuddled up beside me on the lounge afterwards, wearing a big dressing gown and not looking like she wanted any more sex yet.

Oh well, might have to jack off again tonight I suppose.

“So, did you enjoy last night?” she asked suddenly.

Ah here we go, I thought.

“Um yeah, it was fucking hot baby.”

“Hmm was it? You liked watching me getting nailed like that?”

“Hell yeah, they nailed you good, didn’t they!”

“Um yes they did. I don’t think I’ve ever been fucked like that before. Not to an orgasm and then through it to another and another like that. They sure knew what they were doing with me.”

“Yeah well they’re older and do it for a living I suppose. You’d reckon they’d know how to make a chick cum.”

“Mmm definitely. Although they both ended up cumming really hard too. Did you see?”

“Yeah I saw, baby. It looked like they were cumming inside you a few times there. I was worried.”

“Yes I know. They both kept coming really close then stopping and pulling out when they had to.” My wife peered up grimacing a little. “They really wanted to cum inside me, Roy. It was hard not to let them.”

“Oh yeah.” I gulped. “You wanted to let them, you mean?”

“Well yes, but that’s just natural, having a man cum inside you. It’s nicer as the girl and obviously nicer for the guy too.”

“Oh yeah, I guess that’s true.” I nodded, thinking about that. I kissed my wife’s pretty hair. “Too bad it wasn’t during your safe time, huh baby?”

Her nails dug into my side.

“I mean if it was next week when we don’t have to worry about it, right?”

Alyssa peered up. “Really? And you wouldn’t mind?” she asked softly.

I had flushed hot in the face, my heart thumping at the idea of Alyssa getting cummed in by someone else.

“I’m actually wondering if I might be safe enough tomorrow night, Roy. I was checking my calendar today and it would be quite low risk.”

“Oh right.”

I was boning up fast here. Alyssa’s elbow was resting on my package, my cock snaked from beneath it and firmed to the side. She moved her arm and looked down and up from it tenting my shorts.

I gulped.

She looked down and up again. She smiled.

“Yeah but it’s not really even part of the audition thing, is it baby? They weren’t even filming when they were having turns on you at the end there.”

“I know, and Ronan said it won’t make any difference to my work prospects. He admitted them actually getting to cum at the end is only for fun, and if the girl doesn’t want to, that’s fair enough. They just both said they’d really like to cum inside me next time if we’d let them.”

“Oh right, so that part’s just sex then. They’re just gonna fuck you for fun at the end. Just to nail you proper and fill you up.”

“Uh huh, to nail me properly and fill me up,” my wife echoed and took my cock into her mouth and started bobbing her pretty head.

*

That next night I was alone in the security office to watch Alyssa’s second audition and the same two dudes fucking her. They did her differently this time. First she had to straddle Dash and ride his cock. He sat up against the bedhead and Alyssa sat facing him grinding on his dick whilst Ronan filmed. Then Dash flipped her over and mounted her doggy style.

The guy looked like he almost came for the first time doing that. He had to stop humping her and just hold her shoulders, whilst Alyssa took a minute to stop grinding back onto him and he had to pull out and grab his dick.

That was when Ronan joined in. He already had his horse boner and fed that into my wife’s cunt right in front of the camera. I saw it open her and stretch her pink lips until they turned white. Then she screamed when he rammed her too hard the first time. Like he enjoyed making chicks scream.

The guy was soon humping slow and steady though, until he was hard against Alyssa’s butt. Then he wound her hair around his fist and started bouncing her on his cock and making her tits jolt and fly back and forth.

I watched with my own boner in my fist. Pretty soon Ronan had to stop and hold back from blowing his load by the looks. He made Alyssa keep still whilst sitting right back on his cock. He was just kissing her over her shoulder and feeling her tits. He did that for a while then laid her down on her belly and straddled her closed thighs. He had her butt raised a bit and worked his cock into her cunt from behind like that. Then he fucking rode her for about a minute and hopped off, and Dash hopped on and ploughed into her for his turn.

This was just like they did that first night. They went for about a minute each slamming hard into my wife and making her twitch and convulse beneath them every time they stopped. Then they’d switch places and one would squeeze off for a minute and calm his load down while the other had a ride on her.

They ended up putting pillows under her hips to keep her butt positioned better. She was a quivering ragdoll otherwise. They had four or five turns each on her before it was Ronan who was the first to obviously loose it and blow his load in her.

I saw him cry out and hold firm against her butt for a bit. Then he pulled back and there was someone else there all of a sudden, filming Ronan still inside Alyssa’s cunt and probably still blowing. I couldn’t see who the other dude was for a minute but Alyssa touched his leg and he squeezed her hand like she knew him. Then when Dash took over fucking her, the guy with the camera moved around the bed and my fucking heart stopped beating when I recognised it was my boss Miguel.

I stood up shocked but it was too late. Dash only lasted a minute again and then was jammed hard against my wife’s butt pumping his load into her cunt as well. He just filled her up with it, got off, and held the camera whilst Miguel hopped on and started fucking her next.

I slumped back down in my chair, held my head with both hands and watched the old guy hump my beautiful woman. He lay right down on top of her and squashed her into the bed. She reached back and held his hip like she was enjoying it. He squirmed and jiggled against her butt and it took him ages to finally jam himself hard against her and writhe like fuck while he was obviously emptying his old balls up her.

“Oh, fuck me, you old fucker.” I groaned aloud. I had hold of my boner again and it was too late to stop it. I just crushed down against the surge and couldn’t stop from shooting my load in my pants.


Alyssa

Epilogue

“No, it’s only a first draft, it’s just my trainee director’s cut. But it’s got all of my scenes in it and who knows if they’re going to get cut at all later? I want to show it to Mum and Dad now.”

“Oh yeah, and Joel too haha!”

“Hmm well, first of all, Mum wants to be naughty in her middle age but isn’t brave enough, so this is about encouraging her to have more fun with sex. And as for Dad and Joel, none of us are related by blood, so that’s all fine. And Dad’s always been strictly appropriate with me growing up. But he’s a man and he’s got eyes, so I don’t mind if he enjoys watching me in a movie. And as for Joel. Well he’s still a boy. Enough said.”

“Ha that’s for sure. But it’s got all of your scenes, right? And uncut?”

“Um yes, all the scenes from my first shoot though – just from the movie. Not my audition ones of course.”

“Yeah but those are the ones you showed me, right? With the one where it’s really obvious when there’s a cock in you for real?”

“Um yes. It’s completely uncut so far.” Alyssa glared. “So yes, my foster dad and brother are going to be able to tell the whole time Dash is actually fucking me. And there’s a whole other bit you haven’t seen yet where one of the cameramen filmed me with my legs spread and with Dash’s cock actually going in and out of me. But that bit is just in the deleted scenes at the end, along with one where they got me to rub Dash’s cum into my tits.” My hot wife glared more defiance with her smile. “But I’m just going to let Joel find those scenes himself by surprise one day, and I don’t even know whether I’ll show Mum and Dad yet.”

“Oh yeah, haha that’s gonna be awesome fun watching you in action with your family baby, but I’ve got some other fun news from work today for you first.”

“Oh? Like what?” Alyssa asked, plopping onto my lap still in my awesome work uniform and kissing me. I had just gotten home. We were going to her parents’ place tonight for the weekend.

“So what’s this big news then?” she asked, biting my lip and wiggling on my cock.

“Well you know how all the chicks have to do their audition with Ronan and let him have a fuck, right?”

“Yes. Tell me about it!” my wife said with a giggle.

“Yeah well, I’ve been seeing this older woman a few times coming and going from room 517 too. And I’ve seen about five different young guys and older men come and go before or after her, and today I saw these three guys about my age come from the room one after another, and then the old bird came out looking totally fucked when she walked past me in the office.”

Alyssa was clearly intrigued, prompting more information. “Yes. And?”

I shrugged. “And I asked Miguel who she was, and he said it was Ronan Paris’s wife. Mrs Paris. And guess what she was doing?”

Alyssa blinked a couple of times. “No way!”

“Yes way. It isn’t just chicks who have to pass an audition!”

** The end **


The Tradesmen: Trophy Wife Red

Part 1: By Negotiation

Prescott

“Coffee’s on the patio,” my beautiful wife sung out. I looked at myself staring back at me in the gold-framed mirror of our green marbled ensuite. I looked at my greying temples and the lines around my eyes. Wonder if I look old for my age? … 48, feel old…

My wife, on the other hand, is a young 30. Hot, sexy, looks after herself, takes pride in her looks. High maintenance as they say haha, she’s got the bod, I’ve got the cash…

Well my body was better 10 years ago when we met, back when I had defined abs and my face had a strong, distinguished jawline. I’ve been eating far too well and not keeping up with my workouts. Working too hard. Too much stress and worry.

Red has been living her dream, so she always says – living every girl’s dream, to be pampered and treated to the finer things in life. She came from money though, so status quo. The teen princess becomes the queen.

I worried how she was going to take the news of budget cuts as I took a sip out of my expensive coffee mug downstairs on the patio. The financial markets have been hard the past few years. I currently had too much of our money invested in a residential development project and I’d hit a wall awaiting damn Council approvals. Bloody pollies, too thick to realise they’d be collecting rates quicker if they got my damned plans through sooner.

I needed cash, had to liquidate something fast or horror of horrors, fold the business. My ‘74 Monaro was an option, probably worth around 120k and classic cars were currently moving fast at auction. I could potentially offload it and have cash in the bank within 3 or 4 weeks. Fuck I love that car… What I needed to do was sell with an option to buy it back.

I actually had a buyer in mind. This builder guy who lived next door, Dominic. I’ve known him all my life, went to school with him in fact. We don’t really get on but he’s always drooling over the Monaro. And I knew he was cashed up right now. He’s done well over the years building and renting out houses. He just sold a house for an enormous profit.

My plan was to offer him a deal he couldn’t refuse but it would mean that, in a month’s time when my cashflow was back online, I’d end up with a new pool, new timber decking, and my Monaro back in the garage.

I’d asked Dominic to drop by so I could lay the deal on him. I was sitting on my unfinished deck enjoying my Saturday morning coffee in the early summer sun. The guy said he’d come over at 10am after he got home from picking up his kid. He’s a weekend dad, been single for a year or so now. He’s my age of course, his kid was a teen boy you never see outside once he gets here. It was nearly 10 now.

“Ooh those are pretty!” I called up to my wife. She had just come out to water the plants on our upstairs bedroom balcony.

She smiled down at me. “What the hydrangeas?”

I smiled and tilted my head for a better look. I meant her panties were pretty, not her plants.

My wife glared mock indignation and covered her butt with her hand. “Pervert!”

Our balcony has a thin wrought-iron balustrade. It’s always a good view from down here when Red’s out seeing to her plants. She had on a short floral dress and pink lace panties today.

A shadow appeared behind me and a deep voice cleared itself. “Hey man, how’s it going?” my neighbour asked. “Hey Red!”

“Oh hi Dominic!” Red called down gayly.

Dominic edged around the other side of the outdoor table I was sitting at. Red had resumed fiddling with her plants. She chats with the guy all the time so she left us to it, not wanting to interrupt. He intimidates me. The fucker’s fitter and built, with a rugged, tousled edge to him. I adjusted the table a bit to give him more room and kept my head turned whilst he had a look up my wife’s dress.

I glanced and saw she was facing away. There was certainly a good view up her dress, just the G-string and the tiny triangle covering her pussy. Her slender thighs offered an easy view between them from behind.

I caught Dominic looking. He held my gaze as my face flushed a little.

I gulped. “So um, how’s your morning?”

He nodded, shrugged, had another quick look up at my wife then looked all around. “Day’s going good, man. What the fuck’s happenin’ with your pool and deck?”

“Exactly! This is why I asked you to drop by.”

“Yeah, figured. Where’s ya builders?”

I held my neighbour’s eyes. He intimidated me as he ogled at my wife but when it came to business, I’m a man of steel. I just needed to position him for the deal I had in mind.

“Yes, as you warned – over-quoted and under-delivered. I had to let them go.”

Dominic grinned and shrugged again as if to say ‘told-you-so’.

“Yes, I know, you told me so.” I looked around at the shell of a pool standing up against my back fence and the stacks of timber decking. “What’s the chances you could take over here, Dom, get this done before the heat of summer has me in deeper trouble with Red.”

“Haha. No man would wanna be in trouble with Red,” my alpha neighbour said with a chuckle and another overt look up at her. “Ooh that’s nice,” he groaned appreciably.

She was still out on the balcony fiddling with her plants. I didn’t get it. She knows I always tease her about having a good view from down here. But she seemed oblivious. And again with her butt pointing at us and she even bent forward right then. What the fuck?...

“Yeah very nice,” our neighbour said, this time making Red blush down at him and smooth a hand over her butt. She glared but turned to face us. We could see up the front of her dress now, just that tiny pink triangle covering her. We exchanged a look, her blush turned to me whilst Dominic tilted his head and looked more directly up her dress.

I swallowed my pride. I could feel myself flush red in the face again but I carried on with my plan.

“So I have a sweetener if you’re able to see your way clear to getting this pool and deck done for Red,” I said and glanced back and forth from the Monaro. I’d had it freshly waxed and parked it so we could see it glistening in the sun.

My neighbour was still watching my wife but grinned at me then looked back and forth from my car. “What, the Monaro? Seriously?”

“My overpriced building quote was 40k, so let’s say 40k for finishing that. The Monaro could pull 120K at auction. Let’s say you give me 80 cash, take on the work now, complete it in two weeks, and the car’s yours.”

My neighbour took a big breath and expelled. He folded his hands behind his head and rocked back on the chair. He shook his head from the car to me again. “Eighty and the job done in two weeks for your Monaro. What’s the catch?”

“Well, one small catch. But first of all, are you interested?”

“Fuck yeah dude. Course I’m interested. This job ain’t worth 10K and you could pull 140 for the beast, man. So what’s the catch?”

I nodded. “140 huh? Okay then. The catch is that I get to buy my car back for 140 at the end of next month.” I rocked back in my chair too and looked from my precious Monaro to my frowning neighbour. “You pay me 80 up front, Dom. You get to drive the Monaro for six weeks and get back your 80 plus 60 in interest. How’s that sound.”

I smiled. I had the guy. I knew I did.

“Sounds pretty good yeah?” I pressed and rattled the keys, which I had in my pocket all along, ready for this pitch.

Dominic took another breath and expelled. He was looking up at my wife bending over with her thong panties on display again. “Tell ya what Press. I’ll give you 80 cash on Monday morning and I’ll be here with my crew. We’ll have the pool in and your deck done by the end of the week. And you give me the keys to the Monaro. And that’s the end of the deal.”

My face flushed again. “The end of the deal?”

My alpha neighbour smiled. “Eighty grand and the pool for the car. But you’re not gettin’ it back, man.”

“But that’s absurd. It’s an easy 60k for you!” I challenged. “Think about it Dom!”

The guy stood. “No thanks. No keepsies on the car, no deal man.” He edged from behind the table and glanced up at where my wife had finally gone back inside. “If you change ya mind, I’ve got cash, man. It’ll take you a month to get it sold and paid for otherwise.”

“160!” I called after the guy. “I’ll double your money!”

He just chuckled and continued on around our fence and went home.

I was left stunned and defeated.

“Everything okay, babe?” Red called down. She was back with her pink rubber gloves on.

“I’m fine, darling. Everything’s fine.”


Red

I finished my gardening and stayed out on my balcony and read all morning. Then after lunch I pulled on my bikini then put my new floral dress on over the top. I was in the mood for visiting some flowers. Mine were all looking so amazing with the lovely warm start to summer.

“Bye Mr P,” I called to my husband. I always call him that, or daddy if I’m feeling extra cheeky.

“Where are you off to, darling?”

“I’m going to Mum’s to see Karen.”

“Ah okay, say hi for me.”

I left my husband to his thoughts and whatever business issues he was dealing with there in his study. He looked a bit stressed, to be honest. I hoped it was nothing serious.

It was only a block to my mother’s place. She divorced my daddy and remarried another man with money when I was seventeen. Karen is my little sister and best friend. She’s a couple of years younger but once she turned 18, when I was 20, we started doing the nightclub scene together and have been best friends ever since. We’re also both into gardening. She took over the garden at mum’s and has made it all hers since I got married and moved out six years ago. There’s also a nice big pool at Mum’s place, no building crap lying around there, no sir-ee. And it was a lovely day for a swim and spot of sunbathing.

“Oh really! New buds? Goody, give me a tour,” I enthused. I’d found Karen in the garden of course. She showed me her French Lavender first, out to flower already, the garden a blaze of purple and humming with bees.

“And here, look!” she cried, pulling me along around to where her Callistemons were flowering their bright red bottle brushes.

We marvelled at those and kept wandering around checking all manner of flowering plants and the new watering system our step-dad had put in for her. The garden was too big to manage otherwise. It would take all day to get around with a hose.

“Look! Look at all the buds!” Karen cried excitedly. The Tibouchinas were a mass of deep purple buds about to explode into a million flowers. They’ll look stunning against the deep green of the carefully manicured lawns and the black-framed gazebo nearby. She had also bought roses last autumn as bare root stock. They were thriving already and were full of buds too, ready to blossom deep red and imperial white, she explained, although I could already see that. I’d been keeping an eye on the progress of her roses, thinking about having a go at growing some myself.

I had called ahead earlier, so Karen was already in her bikini with just a wrap around her waist. We had a dip in the pool then laid out on the sunbeds.

“Kamikaze!” a cracking male voice suddenly called out, then there was a splash in the pool that wet us both.

It was our 18-year-old step-brother, the cheeky brat.

“Spencer!” Karen scolded.

He had surfaced laughing. “Hey Red!”

I rolled my eyes at him. His eyes were all over me as usual. Karen was doing up the string behind her back. I had mine undone too but I was lying flat on my front and the guy couldn’t see anything.

“What are you doing home?” my sister scolded some more. “I thought you were working today.”

“I was but it got cancelled. Dominic said we’ve got a new job to start on Monday.”

The boy was glaring at me. I understood why. He works for my neighbour and it sounded like he must have taken the job my husband was offering him this morning. Judging by hubby’s reaction, it had looked like Dominic had knocked it back. I deliberately didn’t pursue the matter with Prescott because I’ve been nagging him too much lately about getting my deck and pool finished.

“So Dominic’s doing my pool then?” I asked my step-brother. “Did he say that?”

“Yup.” Spencer sprung up to sit on the edge of the pool, his lithe young body glistening wet, his eyes on my side-boob. “Do you want me to put some sunscreen on your back again?”

“Spencer!” Karen cried.

“Oh he’s okay. He’s just a boy, he can’t help it,” I defended him.

I didn’t mind how obvious he was. He was a nice boy and I hadn’t seen him with a girlfriend yet. He had only moved away from his mother and come to live here with his father when he was 16. He was only ever a weekend little brother to me.

“Alright, not too much though,” I told him. I’d let him rub sunscreen into my back a few times lately. I was flattered by his enthusiasm to do it again.

Karen lowered back into the pool. We exchanged a look. She frowned a little, glared. I just grimaced back at her as our adopted brother squirted sunscreen then placed his hands on my bare back. Karen and I had certainly adopted him as family, and Karen loved him too, in spite of getting impatient with his boyish antics pretty quickly. Although I suppose she had to put up with him 24/7 and I only have to when I make an effort to visit.

I kept my eyes almost closed but saw Karen watching curiously. Spencer’s hands were gliding down my back and up my sides. His fingers were flaying close but he wasn’t touching my bulging boobs at all, and I was keeping my front pressed to the sunbed so my D-cup pride and joys were certainly bulging.

“Is that okay?” he asked.

“Uh huh.”

I reached back to gather my long hair aside. I thought about it and my heart pounded as I pulled the string and untied my bikini top there as well.

“Oh right, there too huh?” Spencer gulped.

“Yes, I don’t want to get any on the strings thanks,” I said as I peered back at him.

Karen was at the other end of the pool but still watching. I held her eyes and exchanged a blush. I was feeling so naughty after flashing our neighbour Dominic this morning.

Spencer was rubbing sunscreen into the back of my neck, which felt awfully nice as more of a massage than just smoothing the cream in.

“Yes that’s good, and my shoulders too, please?”

I smiled at my young step-brother. His eyes had glazed over looking at my back as he continued rubbing then moved to my shoulders.

“Wait,” I told him, and I picked up my water bottle and lifted my upper body to have a drink. I had lifted facing Spencer and turned my shoulders enough for him to see my boobs.

He just sat there gawking, still holding my shoulders. Karen’s eyes were wide as she stared at me, her mouth agape.

“Okay that’s enough now, I think I’m safe from sunburn now.”

Spencer glanced back and forth from where I had covered my boobs with an arm. He was blushing and I met his eyes and blushed too.

“Don’t you dare tell anyone I did that, okay?”

He shook his head, gulped. “They looked so huge though.”

“Oh they are not. Don’t be silly!”

I blushed a bit deeper to myself and moved my arm from across my front to straighten my bikini top on the lounger. My step-brother just watched me and I looked from my boobs to roll eyes at him as I lay back down.

“You’d better not tell,” I warned him again.

“I won’t Red. Promise!”

“Okay well you can go now. Leave me to sunbathe in peace.” 

Spencer moved from sitting on the side of my lounger and sat on the edge of the pool again but remained facing me as he rested back on his hands sunning himself. Karen floated over and I met her glare with a defiant one of my own.

Our young step-brother was quiet now, looking a bit confused as well as shocked. He watched Karen get out of the pool and approach her lounge. Her bikini was white and her nipples obvious poking at it. We have the same slender build with a broad thigh-gap and natural D-cups.

I glanced from watching her dry herself to see Spencer slip into the water. I just managed to catch a glimpse of the bulge in the front of his shorts. I’d seen that before too – his teen boy boner tenting his shorts whenever my sister and I were in our bikinis. It looks a nice size actually, pretty big.

“Oh my god, you full-on flashed him!” Karen scolded under her breath.

I grimaced guiltily. “Well he gave me such a nice back rub, he deserved it.”

“Oh my god Red, do your top up!”

I giggled and reached back to tie my top into place, avoiding the stare I was getting from our little step-brother and making sure I didn’t flash him again. My sister and I settled into quietly work on our tans.


Spencer

I liked Red the best. I mean both of my step-sisters are great, but especially Red. That was the first time I’d ever seen her tits though. I’d seen Karen’s a bunch of times down her pyjama tops and that, just getting around the house. I never see Red in her pyjamas anymore though, and she always used to wear tight tops when she lived here before, so it was only ever about her nips poking at them sometimes. God, never a full-on flash though.

The other thing about Red was that she always asked me about girlfriends and that and gives me advice. Plus she got me that job of course. She knows Dominic really well from living next door, but they’re also like friends. Except I reckon Dominic wants to get onto her. But then again, who doesn’t, right? My step-sister’s fucking hot and probably every dude in her street wants to fuck her.

I was seriously boned up watching her lie there with her side-boob going on and it was almost a relief when my dad started up the ride-on and my sisters packed up and went inside.

I went in too, but they were hanging with their mum so I kept out of the way and played League of Legends. I kept my door open and kept watching for when Red was leaving though, and when I saw her heading for the front door I went down and got my usual hug goodbye from her. I fucking love that because of how amazing she feels. She’s so soft and warm when she cuddles against me. She’s really affectionate like that and her hugs are fucking awesome.

She cuddled me for extra long. “Promise you won’t tell?” she whispered.

Aw fuck. I saw her tits in my mind again. “Yeah I promise!”

She kept hugging. “Good because if I ever hear about it, I’m never doing it again.”

She left me standing there hiding my new boner and took off to her car.

After she was gone I closed my bedroom door, forgot about League of Legends and jacked off.


Red

“Sooo!” I kissed my husband. “Is it true?”

He smiled. “Is what true?”

“That Dominic is coming to do my deck and pool next week?” I was on my man’s lap. I kissed him again. “Do you want me to suck you off?”

He chuckled. “Like that is it?”

“Yes. If you got him to agree, then it’s definitely like that Mr P.” I continued kissing him. “However you want it. And I’ll swallow,” I told him. I hadn’t been swallowing this past year or so. I’ve kind of gone off it, and I’ve heard it’s high in calories.

“Well, the guy’s gonna be here Monday morning, so I guess I must have gotten him to agree, huh?”

“Mmm you must have.” I was squeezing the firm cock beneath my butt now. The idea of swallowing was cooling off for me already. I should have just done it and not promised I would. I had been thinking about it since Spencer told me about coming here to work. I know Prescott misses me doing it. “Or you could bend me over something and fuck me,” I offered, whispering in his ear hoping to divert his thoughts.

“I know what I want to bend you over,” my husband groaned into my mouth.

“Oh yeah, what’s that?”

“The Monaro.”

“Ooh, kinky!”

“Let’s go for a drive and find a spot.”

I blushed. “Really? In public?”

“Well no, we’ll find somewhere private.”

“Mmm okay, but I’m getting hungry, so can we eat out too?”

“Sure. Go get dressed then. We’ll get a meal at the pub and go for a drive after.”

I had my butt smacked as I stood and rushed off to put on some panties and makeup. My new floral dress was fine for the pub, but it has become quite a classy establishment. It was also the only place you can get a good meal in this part of the city without a reservation.

I tossed my bikini in the laundry and went and put on some panties. I was going sans bra, I decided. I was feeling horny from flashing today and wanted the friction on my nipples and the attention they always get when my boobs are bare beneath a thin top or dress. Aah Red, you little slut…

It was only ten minutes to the pub. We got a table in a quiet corner with a good view looking down at the beach. Prescott brought my Pinot Noir and a scotch for himself.

“Yeah, so Dominic has agreed to do the pool and deck. He’s putting cash down to cover the balance and will be looking after the Monaro. But he’s agreed to sell it back to me at the end of next month.”

“Uh huh. Good. And for what you wanted? Wasn’t it 120 thou?”

Prescott nodded but his jaw clenched. He’d quickly looked away but did I detect some guilt in that glance? Why would he be looking guilty, what on earth would he be guilty about? No, I must be just imagining it...

I wondered if it was going to cost more than he had planned.

I decided not to press and just smiled back at him instead, now he was looking my way again. “And hopefully I get my pool in time for summer!”

“Yes, let’s hope. Dominic has always said the original builder had little idea and was overpriced and slow. I probably should have gone with Dominic from the start, like you said. But, you know, they’re brothers for chrissakes. So you’d think they had the same work ethic.”

I nodded as I bit my lip and blushed again. “Well, Remy always was the show pony. Are you okay with Dominic doing it now?”

My husband looked at me, his jaw set again. He nodded. “It’ll be alright.”

I slipped my hand into my husband’s and got him to squeeze. “And you won’t get jealous of him again? He’s really just a friend to me now.”

“Yeah, I know he is to you, darling. I’m not going to worry about it so much, like I know I do with the way he looks at you.”

I blushed a little guiltily myself now. “Yes but that’s just what guys are like, with their eyes all over you.”

Prescott swallowed as he nodded stiffly. “You, you mean. I can’t help feeling intimidated by the guy though, darling. I have been all our lives really, and he knows it. Plus the fact that he knew you before me and he got with you that time back then.”

A thrill surged through me at my husband’s admission. The same thrill that always fills me when Dominic is around. Of course there was one time before I met Prescott that Dominic fucked me. It was just one time at a party, and I was pretty drunk. But I see the way he smirks when Prescott catches him still checking me out. There’s no doubt who the dominant of the two men are and I know I shouldn’t play up to that.

My husband took a big breath and expelled. “I actually want to revoke my rule about you inviting him into the house too, darling. I mean I wouldn’t want his workmen traipsing through, but if Dominic needs to speak to you about the work at all or has a question through the day and you want to ask him in to do that, I’m not going to be pushing back on that this time.”

“Ah. Okay?” I just stared. This was a surprise. Prescott has always forbidden me from inviting Dominic into the house.

“Actually he asked if he could use my office, but I’ve explained to him that he’s not to bring any of his crew in there. It just might mean you’ll need to keep our bedroom door closed to ensure your privacy. I mean they’ll be using his workshop and the toilet there, but in case he’s in my office and decided to come upstairs and use ours…? I wouldn’t put it past him to go wandering through the house while you’re still in bed, darling.”

“Hmm okay.” I giggled more nervously than in fun. “Sounds like I’d better wear my button-up pyjamas.”

“Yeah, I suppose.” Prescott squeezed my thigh under the table. “He’s asked if I can take my car out of the driveway by seven each morning, so he can have access for his earthmoving gear and parking for his crew. So I’ve agreed to just leave for work a bit earlier than normal and be out of their way.”

“Oh! I definitely better be in my button-ups then if there’s going to be tradies showing up that early.”

“Yeah, and Dominic potentially even wandering through the house while you’re still in bed so…”

I swallowed. “Potentially. By the sound of it.”

My husband held my gaze. His hand squeezed my bare thigh at the hem of my dress again. “The guy actually insisted he should be allowed to use my office and that I should just relax and not worry about him being alone in the house with you… He made a point of insisting,” Prescott said and squeezed a little higher up my thigh. “He said if I wanted the work done and for him to pay cash up front for the Monaro, that I’d just have to trust him with you not even dressed from bed in the mornings.”

I had checked around. It was private enough where we were sitting. I allowed my thighs to part a little and claimed my husband’s wrist as he touched me down there. “And do you trust him?” I asked, thrilling all inside at the pressure of his fingertips.

“I guess I just have to, darling. I need the cash right now, and he is offering to get your pool and deck done. I just have to trust him to be appropriate with you.”

“Mmm appropriate huh? And how appropriate is this, right here in public?”

“Yeah I know, but you’re seriously wet, darling, and I’ve got to claim you, don’t I? This alpha male is going to be in my house thinking about what he might want with my wife! He’s not getting it all his own way!”

“Uhh huh Prescott! Oh my god people might be watching.”

My husband had his face hidden against my neck. I clung to his arm and glared around the pub, anxious but relieved for the moment that no one appeared to be watching whilst his fingers were inside me.

“This is mine, right? Not that fucking Dominic’s!” my man growled into my ear.

I blushed all over and tingled wildly straight down to my pussy. My husband had just used the ‘F’ word. “Uh huh it’s yours,” I answered him. “Of course I’m yours.”

Our meals were soon served. We ate without saying much more. My husband regularly put down his fork and smelt his fingers that had recently been inside my pussy whilst looking seductively at me. He drove me home and bent me over the bonnet of his classic 1974 Monaro right there in our garage. I was still wet but was thinking more about our neighbour whilst I was being fucked. It was surprising how firmly aroused and how forceful my usually-conservative husband was being.

“Ooh yeah,” he groaned his release.

I hadn’t reached an orgasm and just waited while he emptied himself in me like that. Prescott has a grown-up daughter from his first marriage and had already gotten a vasectomy before we met. It was nice that I never had to worry about contraception. And although he always cums too quickly for me, his semen makes perfectly good lubricant for my toys.

“Mmm thank you Mr P,” I teased back over my shoulder.

“You’re welcome darling. I guess I’ve got a few calls to make.”

I giggled. He knows I like to use my toys after him.

We have internal access to the house from the garage. “Do you want to um..?” Prescott asked, motioning upstairs to the bedroom.

“No, I’m going to my gym.”

“Oh right.” He nodded smiling and went upstairs himself.

While Prescott has a huge office on our ground floor, I have a fully equipped gymnasium. It’s equipped with every conceivable exercise machine, plus a few very special machines I have in a separate locked room. It’s keypad entry so I typed the code in and slipped through the door, closing it behind me.

It’s all plush red velvet, my favourite colour, the curtains and the couch that is. My machines are more black leather and chrome. I slipped off my panties and straddled my Sybian. I had the medium sized attachment permanently connected and I sunk my gooey pussy onto it. It filled me just the right amount. Just a tiny bit of stretch.

I clicked the button twice for level 2. “Uhh huh huh,” I moaned immediately and squished down hard as the knob buzzed and vibrated through my pussy and my tingling belly. “Uh huh hmm,” I moaned some more. It was so nice sliding back and forth on my buzzy toy, nice and slick from my husband’s semen. I rode the leather saddle grinding and flinching uncontrollably until my orgasm was about to hit, then I clicked twice more to level 4 and went into orbit.

I fucked myself senseless and had at least six orgasms, not that I was really counting. It’s usually about that though. Then I walked gingerly to the shower and afterwards found my husband out on our bedroom balcony. He had another Pinot Noir poured for me. “Better?” he asked.

“Uh huh definitely.”

“Good. You know that soundproofing might need to be re-done but I’m not keen on having Mr Cock-sure anywhere near it.

Ohmygod, I had a mental image of the neighbour in my special room making my already numb pussy throb with anticipation.

“And which tool of choice was the lucky one tonight, my darling?”

“The Sybian.”

“Uh nice. I’ll go wipe it down in a minute.”

“Mmm no rush, I wiped up with my panties afterwards.”

“Okay,” my husband said into a soft kiss. He likes to keep my toys hygienically clean for me. It’s like his contribution, he calls them his helpers.

We were sitting together in a love seat and I cuddled up close to him.

He kissed the top of my head. “You know, darling, I’m not saying you have to wear long pyjamas around the house in the mornings. It is summer. There’s nothing wrong with what you usually sleep in.”

“Oh?” I experienced another little tingle of excitement. “So, you’re telling me not to cover up more?”

“Um no, I’m not saying not to. I’m saying it’s up to you and I’m not pressuring you either way. It’s none of my business.”

“Oh really? But shouldn’t I cover up more? You’re right about the way Dominic always looks at me, Mr P. He’s always undressing me in his mind, I’m sure.”

“Yes I know, but if you wear your pyjamas or one of your long silk robes he’s going to think I told you to. And I had to agree not to do that.”

The tingles of excitement surged through me. “You had to agree?”

Prescott kissed the top of my head again. “Yes darling. I had to agree to let him come inside and use my office, and to not instruct you to cover up more than you normally would.” He took a breath and expelled. “So, I’m not asking you to cover up, darling. I’m leaving that up to you to decide.”

“Um okay. So, he made you bow down to what he wants? That’s how you got him to agree to this?”

“Yes exactly. That’s exactly what I did, darling. But it’s up to you whether you want to go along with it or not. I’ll find another way to address my cashflow issue and we can look around for another builder.” My husband took another big breath. “I have to go and see him tomorrow and let him know if the deal’s still on.”

“Hmm okay, this is interesting then. Perhaps I shouldn’t cover up too much if it will look like you told me to?”

“Yeah I know. I’m not sure if it would be a deal breaker or not, darling. It’s hard to say. It’s hard to read the guy.”

“Right… And what about during the day, should I just dress normally? I don’t usually worry too much around the house with just us here.”

“Huh, you didn’t seem to worry too much when he was here this morning either,” my husband accused softly. “That dress you were wearing out here on the balcony when you knew he was down there and how much you showed seemed like you weren’t too concerned.”

“Mmm but I like teasing my husband, and I don’t mind if other men get a peep too.”

“Yes exactly. Which is something Dominic knows too, and probably something he’ll be expecting to continue.”

“Oh he’ll expect it to, will he? So I’d better go shopping for pretty panties tomorrow then, should I?”

“I don’t know darling. In order to get him to agree to sell the Monaro back to me next month, I had to agree to leave for work early each morning and turn a blind eye to him being here alone with you all day. There was nothing said about how you would react. I wasn’t promising anything there, other than to relax and not worry about it. Or at least to pretend to do that.”

“Hmm okay.” I stroked down my husband’s chest. I decided what I was going to do and peered up. “Well, I don’t mind playing along if it means we get our pool and deck done and you get the cash you need. And I’d definitely rather we kept the Monaro.” I smiled. “It’s red, and I love it too.”

My husband’s glare softened. He chuckled. “Me too. I love that it’s red.”

“Yes and you had it painted especially for me, don’t forget. So you can’t really sell it.”

“Haha. True that.”

“Hmm so I’m just going to have to play up to our naughty big dick neighbour man and make him stick to the deal, right?”

Prescott swallowed hard and nodded stiffly. “Yeah right. And you had to mention that?”

I bit my smile. “But it’s true, the damn thing nearly split me in half.”

“Yes I know. As you’ve said.”

“Mmm but thinking about it again, I’m wondering if it might have been a bit bigger than my black one. Maybe he’ll let me have another look and measure them together to compare.”

Prescott grabbed my ribs and I shrieked.

“Little bitch!”

I had squirmed to be facing away from him. “A bitch huh? Do you want to doggy me again?”

“Yeah, next time!”

“Mmm good. Like Dominic did that next morning!” I teased. “Stuck me so deep and made me yelp, he did. Made me yelp and yelp then came inside me for the third time and I had to worry for the next two weeks until I got my period. That’s what he actually did, so not all fun and nice for me to remember at all.”

“Oh right. I didn’t know that, darling. He nearly got you pregnant?”

“Well no, it’s just that he could have. I was making guys use condoms back then and we were both a bit drunk at the party and didn’t use one. And then I figured it wouldn’t make any difference to let him without one again the second time during the night and in the morning. I figured it was too late to worry about it then, and I just had to hope I was safe.”

“Right.” My husband kissed the top of my head. “Okay so that was definitely the only time with him, darling? I mean I know I asked that when you told me.”

I peered up at him. “Yes it was only that one time. Then I met you that next day and it was never anything with Dominic anyway. And we had sex on our first date, which was about three weeks later, and the rest is history, right?”

“Yeah I guess… I mean I knew we were exclusive after that first date, but I’ve often wondered since you knew Dominic for quite a while before we met. So it would be fair enough if there had been other encounters.”

I giggled. “Encounters huh? That’s pretty spot on actually… Encounters with a monster penis!” I took a breath and expelled. “But alas no, just that one encounter for too-little me.”

“Too little huh?”

“Um yes. At 20, barely out of my teens and had never seen anything like that in real life.”

My husband kissed my head again. “You’re still tight, even for me.”

“Mmm good. As long as I don’t use the black one too often, I might stay that way too.”

“Well yes, unless you enjoy it and want to more often. Or that one on your rocking seat is pretty big.”

“Yes it is, but it’s not that thick. It goes nice and deep but doesn’t stretch me too much.”

The light came on in Dominic’s workshop at the back of his yard. He stood in the open roller door shirtless in jeans and jumped up to grip something in the rafters and started doing pull-ups. He was facing away from us, his back and shoulders rippling with pillows of muscle.

“Damn it, right on cue,” my husband said.

I just watched the guy. “Uh huh. He must’ve seen us sitting up here, the poser,” I whispered but couldn’t tear my eyes away from him.


Spencer

“Spencer!” I heard my sister call from outside. She was under my bedroom window and my half-asleep brain tried to figure out if it was real. It was Sunday morning and I’d been up all night playing computer games and chatting with my mates online.

“What?” I called back as grumpily as I could. My window was open. I could hear her with her spade right there in the garden. Geez, she’s obsessed with the fucking garden.

“Can you come here please? I need your help.”

Aw shit. I kicked off my sweaty sheet and went to the window. “What?”

She was there with her car backed in. It was full of bags of soil or whatever. She pointed to the bags. “Can you come and help please? I already hurt my back loading up at the shop.”

“Why didn’t you get some dude to help you then get his number. Seriously, you need to chill. I’m not even up yet. It’s Sunday!”

“Yeah I looked everywhere at the shop and there were only young skinny girls around. Anyway it’s nearly midday and Red needs some of these too.”

“Red does?” Well that bloody sparked my interest, didn’t it!

“Yes and she’s waiting,” my other sister said. “Please! Can you unload some more for me and take the rest around? I’ll shout you a burger!”

“Aw hell okay, give us a minute.” I hurriedly pulled on shorts and rummaged for a clean t-shirt in the laundry basket then shoved my feet into a pair of flip-flops.

Karen had her car backed next to one of her garden sheds where she keeps potting mix and soil and that, all sorts of bags of stuff. She had a dozen new ones. I stacked half of them for her and she gave me twenty bucks for drive-through.

I was hungry and went straight there first. I gulped down a burger and fries then drove around to Red’s house.

Their place was a building site. The backyard’s all churned up and looked like shit. That’s not like Red, it’ll be driving her nuts living in this chaos.

I reversed down the driveway and she appeared from inside and guided me all the way down to her back fence, where it looked like she’d been repotting some plants.

“Hi Spencer. Thanks for this!” she greeted me.

The yard had a big muddy spot where the pool was to go. Then there were stacks of timber for the deck and a small pool house for changing in and storing the pool stuff. Then there was a clothesline and behind that was Red’s garden shed and work area.

You always saw her doing something down here when you came over. She had an oven in the shed and did pottery too. It was pretty cool actually, as far as doing garden shit goes. I usually try to get out of helping Karen at home but after Red flashed me yesterday I was keen to hang around as long as she wanted me to.

“Here, tip that one up for me,” she instructed. It was a big pot with only soil in it and a couple of weeds.

I tipped the soil out and she got me to refill the pot with the new stuff. I did that then she bent over in front of me to make a hole and put a plant in. She was setting it straight and fluffing the soil around it. I was angling for a look down her top and could see full cleavage all the way between her boobs. It was sweaty and a bit dirty. My boner started to grow already.

Red stood and wiped her forehead with the cuff of her gardening glove. I gulped and looked up from her tits. She giggled and rolled her eyes at me. I just blushed.

“Do you want to help more?” she asked.

I nodded quickly.

She rolled her eyes again. “Alright. Feel like digging me some holes?”

“Yep sure.”

I followed her to a garden bed near where the pool was supposed to go. It was some new area with all these rocks I helped move into place as a border. The whole time I was watching Red’s tits wobble in her lacy black bra. Her top was cut about as low as it could have been and you could see the lace easily. Plus her top was white and really thin and you could see her bra through it.

“Having fun there?” she teased once, catching me staring.

“Sorry.”

She rolled her eyes at me again and giggled. “It’s okay, I don’t mind.”

I smiled. “Really?”

“Well as long as you’re not too obvious about it when anyone’s around.”

“No I won’t be. Promise.” I looked down and up from them. “It was hot the way you flashed me yesterday.”

“Hmm, I guess. I hope I don’t live to regret it. I probably shouldn’t be encouraging you.”

I frowned now, not sure what that meant. I just shrugged. “What’s to encourage, it’s only natural, isn’t it? Jeez, you should see the sluts from school. When they go out to nightclubs it literally looks like they’re wearing tiny nighties! Fucking next to nothing.”

“Hey, language thank you. Anyway that’s what you do at that age.” Red plucked at her top. “I might need you to protect me a little bit when all you guys are working here next week. It’s just going to be me home alone and all you horny men.”

“Aw shit yeah, I’ll protect ya Red. I won’t let any of them hassle you.”

“Hmm good!” she said and stood on the spade to dig it into the muddy soil and make her tits wobble again.

My step-sister dug a hole whilst I stood back and watched, then I dug one the same. Then she took over and dug another one, her tits all sweaty and glistening in the sun. When she stood up straight I noticed a trickle of sweat run down her chest between her tits. Her nipples poked at her bra and through her top.

Faaark me, concentrate…

We dug six holes and planted rose bushes. Then I sat down the back on a garden seat in the shade and Red brought us out some cold drinks.

She had been gone a while and was wearing a mini dress when she came back. It was thin and stretchy like her top before but I didn’t think she still had the bra on. Her tits are pretty big and looked like they were drooping a little bit now. Not really droopy, just enough to know they were fucking bare under her clothes.

She was carrying a tray. I sat back but she leaned right close to me to put the tray on the small wrought iron table in front of us and her tit touched my shoulder. I looked at it and saw she was blushing and smiling when I looked up.

“Aw jeez Red, they’re fucking huge.”

My step-sister giggled and shook her head. “They’re not that big Spencer. I think you’re exaggerating.”

“Yeah um I dunno.” I gulped some icy cola. Red was watching my face now and I broke eye contact and looked at her tits again. I looked down and up a few times. “You took off your bra, huh?”

She blushed a little and nodded. “It was too sweaty.”

I nodded too. “Cool.” I had another gulp of my drink. “You look sexy without one. I always know.”

“You always know?”

“Yep.” I looked down and up again. “Can’t always tell straight away, but I always try to.”

“Hmm, well I don’t understand the big deal,” my step-sister said and sipped her iced tea. “I don’t get why it makes any difference. You can’t see anything.”

I shrugged. “We like looking anyway. All guys do.”

Red smiled and rolled her eyes again.

“Especially when they jiggle, and you can see nipples poking like yours are. Gives me a woody every time,” I confessed, feeling like pushing my luck now.

Red just looked back at me.

“I can’t help that though, cocks got a mind of its own, seriously.”

“Hmm I see.” She touched her lip with a finger. Her eyes rolled down this time and flashed back up from my shorts. “So, what about now?”

I gulped, my cock heard her and flexed on cue.

She looked down again and it boned up fast. I would usually try to hide it but kind of felt like I didn’t need to for the first time in, like, ever.

My step-sister looked up from it. “Show me?”

I gulped. “Huh?”

“I showed you,” she said and smiled.

Fuck me, she’s right though…

I looked back at the house, worried about my brother-in-law coming outside.

“Prescott’s in his office. I’ll see him if he comes into the kitchen.”

I frowned but my cock was sticking bolt upright now. It was almost aching it was so hard. “Go on. Please?” my step-sister asked sweetly, her brows raised and her eyes rolled down to look.

“Aw shit,” I groaned and pulled the front of my shorts and jocks over my cock. My boner levered down a bit but was really stiff and just sort of pulsated and bounced.

“Oh my god, now that really is huge!” Red cried. “Spencer!”

“What?” I covered it over quickly. “I can’t help it,” I defended.

“No, no it’s fine. You’re not doing anything wrong… Show me again?”

I checked back at the house then pulled down the front of my shorts and jocks again. I watched my step-sister’s face, her eyes wide and kind of sparkly. “Mmm that’s a really nice-looking cock, Spencer. When you get a girlfriend she’s going to love it.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Mmm definitely… Can I touch it?”

“Huh… what?” I swallowed hard and checked back at the house again. I could feel my heart thumping in my chest making my cock bounce around too.

Red checked the house then she put her glass on the table. Her hand was wet from the glass so she wiped it across her tits to dry it. I kept my pants stretched down and took a hold of the table with my other hand. I sucked in a big breath and held it. My step-sister’s hand was cold from her iced tea glass but a burst of hot tingles surged through me when she squeezed my dick with it.

“Ooh that’s so hard Spencer. It’s so hot too.”

“Mmhmm.” I fucking gulped again and cleared my throat. “Jeez Red!”

My step-sister smiled up from where she was still squeezing me with her oh-so-soft hand. “Don’t worry I won’t do anything.”

“But you already are!”

“No I’m not, I’m only holding it.”

“Yeah but that’s enough ain’t it. Shit Red!”

She giggled, smiling broadly now. She released my boner to wiggle her soft hand down my jocks and feel my balls. That was a relief but it still felt amazing with her doing that. She stopped smiling and sort of frowned down at what she was doing. She held my pants open herself whilst I held her shoulder and still gripped the table. She was checking out my nuts, leaning her head close to mine and my boner just flexed, out in the open like that.

Fuck, my brain was just exploding. I couldn’t keep track of what I was feeling. There was too much happening. Her husband might come out at any moment. Could the neighbour see this bit of the backyard? Can she put those fucking juicy red lips around my cock already?

I think I was trying to push her down but that was just an idea. It was crazy to think of that.

“These are big too Spencer. Girls are definitely going to love playing with you.”

“Oh yeah?” I gulped and sucked in another breath as my step-sister squeezed my cock again.

She was looking down at what she was doing, her face was kind of blank and a bit serious or something. She kept squeezing and touching the head with her thumb, toying with the hole and pulling it open and making a bit of goo come out.

Fuck me, I’m gonna blow in her face if I’m not careful…

“Aw that feels so good Red.”

“Hmm not too good, I hope.”

I took another breath. “Um nearly!”

She smiled and wiggled her brows at me. “I’d better be careful then.” She looked back down. “It’s just so fascinating to look at one like this when it’s not about actual sex. I love how long yours is without being too thick. And how hard you are, oh my god!”

I just swallowed again and sucked in another big breath and held it.

“I’ve made the head all sticky now, so I’ll just fix that before I pull your pants back up okay? I’m not really going to do anything.”

“Huh, anything, what?” I stammered, freaking out now. I crushed my step-sister’s shoulder as she lowered to my lap and suddenly the head of my cock was all warm in her mouth.

Her juicy red lips are around my cock. Faaaark, ok, think of, um, her roses, ah fuck that. Naa, it doesn’t feel good. Aah, ohmygod it fucking does…

She was squeezing my shaft hard and distracting me from feeling her tongue but I did a little bit before she suddenly pulled up my pants and jocks and sat up.

“Mmm yucky, you don’t taste any better than other men.”

“Aw shit Red, it was nearly happening!”

“Hmm well, I’m not doing any more than that for you. You’ll just have to do that for yourself when you get home.”

“Aw shit but that was amazing. It felt so good.”

Red nodded, biting her lip and smiling a bit. “So has any other girl ever done that for you?”

I gulped and took another breath then shook my head.

“Oh I see. Well I’m sure they will, when you get a girlfriend.”

“Right.” I gulped again. I was holding my boner aside in my shorts now. It wasn’t going down but the cum had stopped being ready to spurt. I wondered about my step-sister doing that. “So do you do it for Prescott, Red, do you suck him off sometimes?”

“Um sometimes. It’s not my favourite thing but I know men like it so…”

“Oh right, so you’ve done it for other guys before too. Like your boyfriends and that from when you were um..?”

Red smiled through a blush. “Your age, you mean? Yes I did it for a couple of boys when I was in high school and for some other men before I met Prescott. Every guy I’ve met has seemed to want it. Go figure!”

I smiled too. “Yeah I can see why.”

“Hmm, well since we’re on the subject of oral sex and I’m giving my little step-brother an education today, how would you like to see something!”

I gawked at my step-sisters tits then looked up. “What?”

She rolled her eyes. “Not them. Something way more interesting!”

“Oh yeah, like what?”

She stood and pulled me up by the hand. “In here,” she said and led me into her garden shed.

“Oh shit, do you mean?” Was she going to show me her pussy? Fuck yeah!

“No, I’m not showing you anything else,” she scolded, reading my mind it seemed. “This isn’t about the girl, it’s about the guy.”

“What? What is?”

“Here, help me move this.”

It was a timber cabinet. I lifted one end and Red pushed it along and away from a wall that separated the two rooms within the shed. There was actually three rooms, the main one and these two small ones at the back that obviously used to be a toilet and shower but the fittings were gone. They still had doors, which were always open and had other shelves and cabinets stacked against them.

“Here look at that,” Red said, pointing to a hole in the wall between the two small rooms. “What do you think that is Spencer?”

I frowned. It was kind of where the toilet roll holder should have been, like it had been removed and left a hole, except the hole was too neat for that. It was rectangular, a vertical slot about three inches wide. The edges of the hole were sanded smooth by the look of them, and there was a black painted border.

“You stay on that side,” my step-sister said. “Do you know what it’s for?”

I bent down and looked through the hole. Red was down there smiling at me. I didn’t get it but I suddenly thought of something and felt myself blush.

“Uh huh,” my step-sister said, obviously reading my mind again.

“Oh shit, seriously?”

“Yes, it was here when we moved in. I’m not sure what kind of parties the previous inhabitants used to have here.”

“Oh wow, I didn’t know these were for real. I thought it was just porno shit online.”

“Hmm well, it’s definitely that, if you have a look at my husband’s browsing history haha.”

“What, Prescott!? Does he check out porn online?”

“Um yes. Though he doesn’t know that I know. And since I showed him this I’ve noticed he’s developed an interest in glory hole fetish.”

“Aw jeez Red, that’s fucked up that there’s one in your garden shed. I wonder what used to go on here.”

“I know, but it’s kind of interesting. I never thought of it before, myself, but I must admit I’m curious.”

Red was cleaning the hole while we talked. I was watching her through it, watching her tits wobble. I had an urge and reached through and squeezed one before she squealed and jumped back.

“Hey you! Rude!” she scolded but she was giggling. She stopped and pressed a boob against the hole. “Just gently then, not too rough,” she said.

“Aw fuck,” I groaned and touched her nipple. It was hard and poking at her dress. I circled it with my fingertip and pinched softly. My step-sister’s breath became ragged and her tit shuddered. I tried to squeeze it and she moved back a little so I could get my hand through the hole and do it better.

I squeezed and played with one tit, then she moved and pressed the other one against my hand. “Mmm promise you won’t tell anyone about this?” she checked with me.

“Na I won’t say anything. Shit no.”

“Mmm okay then,” my step-sister uttered and quickly pulled her dress up. Suddenly there was a bare tit pressed against my hand. “Uh huh,” she moaned softly as I massaged and fondled the hard nipple. “Uh huh. That’s nice Spencer. I really like that.”

She pulled away then pressed her other tit against my hand. I squeezed it and tried to make it feel nice for her but I was trying to see as well. It was so hot getting another look at her tits and from so close this time. I could see down her bare belly to her panties too and I wondered if I should reach down and touch her there. My cock was bolt upright in my pants again even thinking about that.

“Mmm that’s enough of that!” Red scolded and pulled her dress back down. She smiled through the hole. “Do you want to put your dick through?”

“Aw fuck, seriously?”

“Hmm not seriously. We’re just experimenting. It’s just playing, not real sex.”

“Aw shit, aw jeez Red.” I pulled down the front of my shorts and jocks and had to press my cock down to get it through the hole. It was pointing skywards from the pressure. The hole happened to be the right height. My cock was through the top of it and the hole went down low enough to fit my balls through as well. I pushed my pants and jocks down far enough to do that because my step-sister seemed interested in my balls before as well as my cock.

“Oh wow Spencer, you’re so hard again,” she cooed as she squeezed my shaft. “Oh this is so interesting with just a thingy through a wall and no guy to worry about. How fun!”

I shut up and let her do what she wanted. I didn’t want to say how good it was feeling as she continued squeezing then started tickling my balls. I just remained thrust hard against the hole in the wall, getting my junk as close to my step-sisters hot breath as I could. She must have been right there. I could feel her for sure. She brushed my cockhead with her lips, then I could feel her tongue, licking, warm breath, cool breath, was she blowing on my cock? Then she licked again.

Ohmygod… Then there was suddenly wet heat and suction on my cockhead. But only for a second or two.

Aah fuck, concentrate, keep calm, breathe…

Fuck… She just used her front teeth to gently bite me then she licked again.

“Mmm yucky,” Red complained. “You’re very leaky Spencer. Your goo keeps dripping out.”

“Aw fuck,” I groaned as I felt the moist heat encompass my cockhead again.

“Mmm but don’t get carried away,” my step-sister scolded. “I’m just experimenting,” she said and her grip on my shaft softened as the wet heat covered my cockhead again then swallowed half of my length.

Ohmyfuckinggod… I tried hard to hold back, but there was no fucking way. “Ah shit!” I warned. “Shit Red I can’t stop it!”

“Mmm Mmm!’ she moaned and must have pulled back just in time. The wet heat was gone and there was just her soft hand around my shaft as it flexed and spurted. “Um sorry,” my step-sister said. “I didn’t mean for that to happen Spencer.”

I swallowed hard, breathing heavily, my face on fire. My load was shot. It had been a huge one. Red was still holding my dick but I could see her looking down at herself. The front of her dress was covered in my cum.

“Aw shit, sorry,” I said too.

“No it’s okay. It wasn’t your fault.” She was still holding me. She leant forward and sucked the head of my cock, quickly cleaning it, but her eyes closed and I watched her bright red lips as she continued to suck for a long few seconds.

She stopped doing that and released me then sucked some cum off her thumb and licked some more off the back of her hand.

I edged around the partition and watched her there on her knees wiping more off her neck and from down between her tits, then licking it off her fingers. I was mesmerised. She seemed to be licking in slow motion.

“Sorry,” I said again and had to clear my throat.

“Don’t worry, it was my fault,” my step-sister said and held out her dress, looking down at it completely creamed. She grimaced. “Oops!”

“I know right. I just couldn’t hold it back.”

Red nodded. “And it’s fine. No harm done right? We just have to keep it a secret.”

“Yeah but too bad it wasn’t as nice for you.”

“But it was nice for me Spencer. When you get a girlfriend you should feel her just like you were doing. She’ll love it.”

“Yeah but you didn’t finish, did you?”

“Well no, but don’t worry about that either. I’ve got some special toys for that. I’ll go and play with them in a minute.”

“Oh right. In your secret room, you mean?”

My step-sister glared. “And what do you know about my secret room?”

I chuckled. “Not as much as I want to know.”

She laughed too, pushing me out of her garden shed. She grabbed the hose and sprayed herself, wetting her dress enough that you couldn’t tell I’d cum all over her. “There, no one would ever know!”

“Yeah but you liked tasting it too,” I teased. “That was fucking hot Red.”

My step-sister just blushed and shook her head. “Well never you mind about that. And haven’t you got anything better to do today than annoy me?”


Red

I waved my step-brother off then snuck into the house. Prescott was asleep, reclined back in his special office chair. He tells me he reclines back like that coz it helps him think.

I crept past and closed the door to my gym. Oh my god I didn’t know what I’d just done but I was completely soaked. And I don’t mean my dress.

I closed the door to my secret room behind me, kicked off my panties and sat on my rocking chair. I rocked back and positioned the head of the dildo, then I gradually rocked forward and back and forward again until I’d taken the length of it inside of me and was split over the thick noduled base.

Oh my god, what on earth am I going to do with myself when my backyard is full of tradies this week! “Uh huh huh,” I moaned as I rocked slowly back and forward again, impaling myself and squeezing my nipple hard.

Mmm, a backyard full of bad boys and a very bad man wandering around my house whenever he feels like it!

***


Part 2: Taken Hold Of

Prescott

I lay in bed with my young attractive wife sitting up beside me brushing out her hair. It was Sunday night. I had to get up early tomorrow to have my car out of the garage before the tradesmen arrived with their vehicles and equipment. They needed to get an excavator into our yard to dig a hole for the pool, as well as a dump truck to take away the excess earth.

I rubbed my wife’s back and she smiled down at me. “You know darling,” I said to her. “The more I think about this, the more I’m convinced there’s actually nothing to worry about. I’m sure Dominic is only playing mind games with me, making me worry for sport.”

“Hmm do you think?” My wife settled down into bed beside me. “I hope you’re right Mr P. I’m not sure how I’ll be able to resist if he gets too fresh with me. You know I’ve never been very strong in that way.”

“Yes I know, but I’m convinced it won’t go any further than him trying to ogle you, the way he always does. He does that right in front of me anyway. He knows he can get away with it, and he’s right to feel he’s not even in the wrong with the way you dress to tease, darling.”

“Yes, but you like me to dress to tease,” my wife challenged into a kiss. “I couldn’t help giving him an eyeful yesterday when I was trying to give my husband one and get him riled up.”

“Oh you were trying to get me riled up, were you?”

“Yes and it worked. I love how forceful you were with me when we made love yesterday.”

“Ah okay, fine. I’ll grant you it does make me want to claim you when another man has such thoughts. And I definitely don’t want you to feel uncomfortable at all with these men here tomorrow, darling. I’ve been thinking that through and what does it matter if they look but aren’t allowed to touch? You could even enjoy that if you like and perhaps even have fun with it, teasing Dominic.”

“Hmm Dominic would be a dangerous man to tease, Mr P. I seriously don’t know what I’d do if he grabbed me.”

“Yes of course.” The idea secretly thrilled me. I hated it but couldn’t help being intrigued by the idea of my alpha neighbour getting hold of my wife. “And to be sure, I would not blame you at all darling. Just to be clear on that. I’m confident Dominic is all talk and bluff, but your tendency towards submission when a man wants you is part of your beauty and I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

“Hmm good. Because I can’t be any other way. And that’s why I’m so nervous about these tradesmen tomorrow. It’s just going to be me home alone and all these rough men!”

I held my wife to my chest and kissed her head. I could feel her hand moving between her legs and I was holding my erection to the side. She straddled me and moved my hand away, gripping me and working the head of my penis into herself. Then she sunk down, swallowing me with her heat and wetness. She was completely slick and I surged into her.

“Mmm this whole damn thing is making me so horny Mr P.”


Red

It didn’t take long to wank my husband off with my naughty pussy. I didn’t reach orgasm myself this time, but I’d already fucked myself with my rocking dildo chair earlier and didn’t need to climax again yet. This whole thing with the builders coming to do my pool and deck felt entirely sexual to me.

My husband was probably right about our neighbour playing mind games with him. I wasn’t sure about games for me though, I was being mind-fucked by the whole thing. It was constant, and I was happy to go to sleep that night with my next orgasm just simmering along beneath the surface.

When I woke the next morning my husband’s clothing for the day was gone and I could hear some kind of goddam truck beeping down our driveway. I got out of bed for a look and saw our neighbour driving a huge digger rather than a truck. His crew were all around in their tight t-shirts and steel cap boots. Two of them in shorts and two in jeans. All four were fit-looking and muscular, including my young step-brother, who looked older and more manly amongst them. They were all young, between 18 and 21. I knew that from chatting with their boss, who was of course a mature man nearing 50 and even more sexy than the boys to me.

Dominic had broad shoulders and huge biceps, tattoos down both arms, short dark hair and a beard, grey eyes and a deep voice. Oh my god stop it Red!

I had gotten out of bed in panties and a tank that only came to my belly. I have lots of robes, which I always wear around the house before getting dressed for the day. I tried a couple of longer and shorter ones before settling on a white lacy one that came to about mid-thigh. I wore that to breakfast, eating toast and sipping coffee whilst watching all that testosterone working in my back yard.

I wondered if I was going to get any visitors inside at all but Dominic was busy operating the digger whilst the boys were working on the deck, stripping the temporary flooring to get ready to fit the hardwood decking that had been stacked down the backyard for far too bloody long. I hated looking at it so today was exciting in two ways.

I put on some washing and was busy downstairs for a while. The digger stopped but they were just breaking for their morning smoko and went next door for that. I thought they had all gone and was headed back upstairs to get dressed when Dominic called out a hello.

“Oh hi Dominic, how’s it going?” I called back from halfway up the stairs.

He approached directly below me. He had taken off his steel-caps and was standing in his work socks. His head was at my feet level and his eyes had made their way down to my bare legs. My robe had loosened while I was doing my housework and was only just closed. My bare upper-thigh was showing. I rested back against the wall and let the guy look at me. I was watching his full lips as he talked, I’m not sure what he was saying really, probably about the work they were all doing. I didn’t really care. There were plans in my husband’s office. I didn’t really know the details.

“Yes you can help yourself. Prescott left them on his desk for you.”

“Oh good. And do you need to get your car out today? Just let me know if you do.”

“No it’s okay, I’m going for a walk to the shop in a minute. Can I get you anything for lunch?”

“I’m good thanks, I always put on a spread for the lads so I’m prepared,” the guy said, his voice deep and low, mesmerising me with it. He had slowly approached up my stairs and was only one below me now. I was still standing with my hands behind my back and my boobs thrust forward. “Did we disturb you from bed?” he asked, his eyes travelling down and slowly back up my body.

I swallowed, shook my head. “It’s okay. I knew you were starting early.”

“Right. I saw Prescott on his way out this morning. He left the door open for me. Said you were still asleep and asked me to be quiet if I went upstairs at all.”

I swallowed again. I could feel myself blushing wildly now.

“I could see your bedroom door was open,” the guy went on easily and fiddled with the end of my robe tie.

“You’re just bad, aren’t you!” I challenged but my heart was thumping and my legs were weak.

“Oops!” he said and grinned as the loose knot in my robe tie slipped through.

I only had on my soft cotton panties from bed. I caught my robe before it fell open and away from covering them.

Dominic kept pulling until my robe tie slipped through its loops and from around me. He reached and looped it over my head then expertly tied it like a man’s necktie. “It’s your birthday next month, turning 30 hey?”

“Um yes, unfortunately.”

“Na beautiful, you’re looking hotter every year. Still on your way up!” the guy said as he adjusted my necktie tighter. He winked. “See you outside later.”

I swallowed, nodded then squeaked: “I’ll come out later.”

“Okay good, the boys can’t wait,” he said and left me to stumble up the stairs to my room.

My legs were jelly. I sat on my bed and collected myself. I looked at the stupid tie around my neck and shook my head at how hopeless I was whenever that guy looked at me.

I did manage to collect myself. And I managed to get dressed and even walked to the local shopping centre to buy a few groceries. I’d snuck out the front door and avoided being seen by any of the boys.

What the hell did he mean they were looking forward to seeing me?


Spencer

My part of the job this morning was to clean up the old timber joists where we’d pulled off the temporary flooring. They were full of rusty old nails and when I pulled those out I had to sand the surface back to make it smooth and ready for the new deck timbers to go down. Dominic’s anal about how perfect everything has to look so I had to do a good job. And it was taking me forever.

One of the other guys was on a shovel helping Dominic dig the hole for the pool. The other two were getting the new deck slats ready, measuring and trimming them to size and sanding them. They both looked up with me when Red came out onto her balcony to water her plants. They were grinning their fucking heads off. I pretended to be cool with it too, but you could see straight up my step-sister’s dress. You could see her tiny red panties and the underside of her tits.

The dress was short and tight above her tits but completely open like a parachute below that.

My workmates were sniggering and carrying on. They all were now, and Dominic was watching them. He’d stopped the excavator and was leaning forward to see through his open door. He even whistled, cheeky shit. Red glared across at him sitting up at the same height as she was. Then she blushed down at us guys but just kept fussing with her flowers and shit while we all kept gawking up at her all the while.

Red finished with her plants and then she came outside with her washing basket. The clothesline was across the other side of the yard from us but Dominic and one of the other guys headed over there and were chatting with her while she hung her washing.

They had her laughing and carrying on and Dominic even grabbed her and tickled her once, but then his phone rang so he went off to his truck and was gone for a while.

My workmate Hal had stayed chatting with Red and ended up showing her the excavator. Chan and Wally had downed tools as soon as Dominic left and they crowded close to my step-sister as well. I knew what they were doing but Red seemed okay, so I just hung back and kept working, well, sort of, I had to watch as well.

“But it’s so far up!” Red cried. They were trying to get her to climb up to the cabin of the excavator.

“Na it’s easy, you can do it,” Hal told her and winked at the other two.

“Oh okay,” Red agreed to do it, and as she climbed up her dress billowed and showed her panties and tits again. It lifted right out and I could even see from way back where I was.

My step-sister was standing up directly above the three of them and they were staring straight up her dress. She was on the platform outside the cabin and looking in, bending forward a bit. Her bare tits were fully on display.

“Alright I had a look,” she told them all, standing and raking back her hair while they all kept looking up her dress. “Someone has to help me down now.”

Hal was in charge when Dominic wasn’t around. He was the one to help my step-sister. Of course. He waited for her to climb down a few steps then held her waist, getting to squeeze her a bit I noticed before letting go.

“Alright, shouldn’t you boys be working!” she scolded.

“Na it’s lunchtime,” Hal said. “Catch ya later Red. Are ya coming back outside after lunch?”

“I don’t know. Maybe,” Red told them, and she glared defiantly at me as she walked past to the steps to her back door. I leant right back and had a look up her dress as she climbed the steps. “Hey you!” she scolded playfully.

“Well you gave them a good enough look!”

“Hmm well I can’t help that. This is how I usually dress around the house in summer, and it’s so hot today.”

“But they could see your tits and everything, Red. We could see them full on up that dress.”

My step-sister turned away smiling. “Well like you said Spencer, it’s only natural and guys can’t help looking.”

Aw shit. I huffed and got up from my straddling position from working on the joist. My step-sister was right of course. I couldn’t blame the guys for looking, and that is how she always dressed around the house, which is why I like coming here so much. It just sucked that I had to share now.

I grabbed some lunch and ate whilst walking around down the back garden. I checked the garden shed but it was locked. I had a look through a little window and saw the hole in the wall was still open. I remembered how good it felt to stick my cock through it. A flashback of Red’s lips around my cock came back to me. I’d been getting that all morning, but even more while I looked through the window. I could almost feel Red’s lips around my cock again.

I had a boner so I had to force myself to stop thinking about that. I went to the house and peeked in through the back door. “Are you here Red?” I called out.

There was no answer but I could hear talking, so I snuck quietly inside and had a look around the open door to see Dominic with his hands either side of my step-sister, keeping her backed against the wall. He was chatting with her. She was biting a smile and looking up at him. It didn’t look like he was doing anything but suddenly he bent to her and kissed her on the mouth.

Faaaaark!

I ducked into the laundry out of sight, then checked again but the guy was still kissing my step-sister and she was just holding his shirtfront now.    


Red

“Um Dominic, wait. Wait. We can’t.”

The guy grinned, tilted and kissed me again. “Sure we can,” he said into the kiss.

I was swooning. My legs were gone again. Why does this always happen when a guy kisses me? “Mmm Dominic, but what about Prescott? I’m a married woman, you know. You can’t just take me like this.”

“On the contrary Red. This is gonna do him good. He needs to man up and fight for you. He needs a heart starter like this then you’ll see he’ll start fucking you good so you won’t need this.”

Oh god. Well, that made sense. I kept a hold of this man’s shirt to stop from collapsing into a puddle on my kitchen floor. His face was so rough and his lips demanding, the powerful arms either side of me flexed with muscle as he pressed against the wall and kept me trapped.

Suddenly his thigh pressed between mine under the hem of my short summer frock. One of his arms went around me and pulled me up onto his thigh so I was split over it. The guy kept kissing me and made me squirm and try not to dry hump his leg. He lifted both of my legs and was then fully between them. I was spread completely and the crotch of my panties were pressed against his package as he carried me backwards and sat me on my formal dining table. I did think about scraping the expensive timber top with his pocket buttons, but only very briefly.

I was pulled into another kiss. I closed my eyes and relaxed into the guy. He felt down over my belly and down the front of my panties. He softly parted my labia with a large, rough finger. His tongue was in my mouth.

Ohmygod, I was on fire.  I held his huge arm as he inserted his middle digit and began fingering me. I was sopping wet.

I was being bent back a bit. My leg was lifted. A second digit was added and my orgasm quickly ignited as I was banged hard and fast. “Uh huh oh yes… yes… oh god!” I cried out loudly as my belly clenched and the intensity of my climax pulsed and exploded through me.

The man’s fingers were still jammed up me. My dress was lifted to my neck and Dominic sucked hard on my left tit. I held his head and thrust my chest forward as he moved and sucked half of my right breast into his mouth.

“Uh huh, that’s nice,” I uttered softly. “Mmm yes suck on them. I love that.”

“I love your beautiful body, Red. I’ve always wanted to touch you again like this.”

“Yeah? Have you really?” I asked sweetly. I stroked the man’s hair, the feel of his whiskery face interesting against my breast.

He still had a finger up me. “You’re so fucking wet... feels like you needed it bad,” he groaned against a nipple. He had released my leg and I had that foot on the table, keeping it spread for him. He extracted his finger and sucked it while I watched, his eyes upon mine. “Did you like that?”

I nodded and turned my head to discretely check for my step-brother spying from the laundry. “I loved it, Dominic,” I said loud enough for Spencer to hear.

Dominic took my lips softly once more. I tilted my head and opened as he inserted his tongue into my mouth. He cuddled me tight and I melted into him again. He broke off and nuzzled my face. I met his eyes and stared into them as he covered the side of my face with soft kisses then took my lips once more.

I bit a smile, blushing. “Hmm, maybe we could sit on the daybed?”

Dominic led me the few steps and guided me onto his lap as he sat. He squeezed my hip as he kissed my neck. I held his head close and lifted my butt as he tugged my panties down my thighs and from my feet. He tilted his head to have a look at me.

I looked beyond the guy to see my young step-brother watching intently from the laundry doorway. I caught his gaze and glared playfully at him.

Dominic squeezed my thigh and I let him part my legs again. He moved one aside and teased my labia open with his middle finger. “Uh huh,” I moaned, breathing raggedly, holding my step-brother’s eyes as his boss inserted his finger into me again.

Dominic peeled open my slit with his other hand and watched intently as his thick finger slid in and out. Then in, and out. Suddenly I wasn’t comfortable with how lewd that looked so I closed my legs and pressed my hands over Dominic’s. His finger remained inside of me. He pulled my head toward him and kissed me again. I stared at my step-brother’s face while his boss continued fingering me and tonguing my mouth. I couldn’t stop my orgasm from building once more and I allowed my thighs to be spread again. Dominic stopped fingering me though and worked me onto my back to be lying beside me. “You can’t have sex with me,” I breathed into his next kiss. He was fully erect and dry humping my hip. “I’m not on birth control, Dominic. You can’t put it in me.”

“Yeah okay just stroke me hey? Jack me off and let me blow on you.”

“Hmm okay,” I agreed, pleased if I could get out of this so lightly. I reached behind my butt and felt Dominic’s bare cock. He released it to me and grabbed my tit, crushing it as he humped my fist and mauled my neck. I writhed my head against his and my breast against his hand. I frigged myself with my fingers and urged on my orgasm whilst holding the man’s thrusting dick.

My climax hit hard. I squeezed down on the pulsing meat in my hand and the guy thrust and held firm against my groin, his cum gushing up onto my belly. The thick strands of semen clung to my sensitive skin. I squeezed the guy off and gathered a congealed glob on my thumb. I licked that then carefully scooped a strand from my belly and ate it off my fingers for him.

“Yeah, and the rest,” Dominic groaned into my neck.

“Uh huh,” I uttered and pulled my skin taut to wipe up as much of the last few ropes as I could. I sucked my fingers and swallowed the powerful taste of the guy. “Mmm, I love that it’s from you again Dominic. It tastes so strong.”

“Yeah, you like that?” he breathed into a soft neck kiss. “You like it strong?”

“Uh huh,” I lied and licked my lips and swallowed at the powerful essence of the guy again.

His huge dick was lying on my hip and groin, the broad eyelet still with a strand of goo dripping from it and touching my mons. His work pants and jocks were around his thighs. He lifted from squashing me and pushed my leg forward. He rolled me onto my side and before I could protest he had fisted his cock, wiped it on my arse and pressed the head against my pussy.

He thrust quickly. I was so slick that he opened me and sunk in. “Ahh Dominic!”

He kissed me over my shoulder and pressed deeper. “Just a little something to dream about, yeah!” He pressed deeper still and I opened my mouth but no sound came out, and my orgasm reignited and clenched my belly. But just as it did, the guy pulled out and was gone, leaving me there trembling and full-body quaking on my grandmother’s cream satin and gold trim daybed.

“Aw shit Red, are you alright? Did he fuck you at the end? I couldn’t see properly.”

“Um yes, but I’m okay. I’m fine,” I said and sat up, pulling my frock down and to cover myself.

“Aw jeez I didn’t know what to do. That was so fucked up,” my young step-brother explained. “I’m supposed to be protecting you!”

“Oh no, there’s no need with Dominic, Spencer. He’s a grown man. There’s nothing you need to do when it comes to him. He’s too strong for me and you put together and he doesn’t care what Prescott will think. I just have to try and use my hand or mouth to satisfy him if he gets too demanding. He only did that at the end to show me he could if he wanted to.”

“Oh right, because I could see he wasn’t inside you when he blew his load. That was only the same as I did when you were touching me through the glory hole. It wasn’t anything worse than that until right at the end, huh?”

“No exactly. And we need to add this to our secret list,” I said and looked down and up from where my young step-brother was holding his erection to one side in his pants.

“Yeah, no, I won’t tell. Promise I won’t!”

I rolled my eyes at the boy. It was obvious what he was thinking and hoping for. “Alright come on then,” I said and grabbed his wrist. I led him into my gym and closed the door, then into my secret room and closed that door too. His eyes were wide, his mouth hanging open as he looked around at my sex machines. I have four: my vibrator on a saddle, my rocking chair, my enforcer, which is a thrusting dildo fixed to the floor at the perfect height for me to back up on doggy style, and my lie-back-n-take-it, a shaft with a dildo that surges in and out whilst I lay on a black leather seat with my feet in the stirrups.

“Don’t even ask!” I told my step-brother and pulled him over to a plain black leather chair I have, to sit and recover after playing in here.

I pulled my frock up to my neck and sat. “You have to do it yourself, but you can look at me and cum on me, okay?”

“Aw shit. Aw hell Red!” The guy pushed down the front of his pants and took out his cock. “You mean just to um..?”

“Yes just like you do at home and you can lean over me when you’re ready.”

I kept my frock pulled up and watched him masturbate. He really does have a lovely cock and I found myself rubbing between my legs, where I was still slick and simmering from Dominic. My step-brother gawked from me doing that and to my tits and back and forth. He only lasted a minute or so before he lurched over me and aimed at my tits.

He spurted three or four heavy ropes of cum and kept leaking and dribbling while that seeped down over my belly and into my crotch.

I stopped fingering myself and slowly rubbed the cream into my pussy lips then up over my belly to my boobs. I made my nipples wet and played with them, tweaking and squeezing them. I let go of my dress and took hold of my step-brother’s cock, making him groan. I quickly sucked the head clean for him and I could feel him start to harden up again. I slowly licked at the head and eyeballed him as I used my mouth to play with his cock, sucking, nibbling and licking.

“Mmm now you’re definitely not allowed to tell anyone I brought you in here, okay?” I indulged myself and sucked his cock a bit deeper, frowning as it pulsed and another spurt of semen came out.

“Hey you, I thought you’d finished!” I scolded, but the young guy was just staring down at me as I sucked his cock back into my mouth pretending it needed more cleaning.

I bobbed my head, closing my eyes and enjoying myself, but it soon firmed up again. I stopped and abandoned it, leaving it bolt upright. I sat back smiling in defiance.

“Aw jeez Red, that feels fucking amazing when you do that.”

“Hmm but I’m not supposed to be doing it for more than one good reason, so that’s all you’re getting!”

My young step-brother put himself away and huffed a big breath. “Okay then and I’d better get back to work before Dominic starts looking for me.”

“Yes you’d better. And this is definitely all our secret, right?”

“Yeah definitely! I’m not gonna say anything to anyone if you let me blow on you again like that next time.”

I glared. “If I do?” I challenged. “And if I don’t? Are you going to blackmail me now?”

The guy was smiling like a cheshire cat. “I dunno, maybe!”

“Oh you little shit!” I scolded him, but I was also thrilled that he’d threaten me like that. The idea of letting him jack off and cum all over me to keep him quiet was intriguing.

I kept glaring as he headed out the door grinning cheekily back at me. As soon as he’d closed the door I slumped back in my leather chair and thought about what I was going to say to my husband whilst absentmindedly licking the cum off my hand and fingers. 


Prescott

I approached my house, relieved to see there were no tradie trucks parked in my yard and blocking my garage. It was only 6pm but I imagined they probably finished early after starting so early in the morning. They were probably at the pub comparing notes on how much they enjoyed perving on my wife all day.

Or at least that’s what I imagined they were doing all day. I’d seen the bunch of young fellows this morning. I could remember what it was like at that age, how horny you are 24/7. I’d been imagining the worst all day but was too busy to even call my wife. I was so relieved when I walked into the kitchen and she flung her arms around my neck and gave me a big smile and a kiss.

“Okay so a good day then?”

“Um yes, it was a good day. We’ve got an even bigger hole in the yard now.”

I had a look out the window. There was indeed a big hole in the ground. “That was quick.”

“I know. I had a go at the digger this afternoon. It was fun and really easy.”

“Oh yeah, they got you up in the excavator, did they?”

“Um yes, a couple of times actually.” Red blushed into another kiss. “It was tricky in a short dress.”

“Oh I see.”

“Mmm so did all the guys,” my wife teased. “I’ve been flashing them my panties and boobs all day. I’ve been getting a lot of attention.”

I swallowed hard, my cock filled a little. “And what about from Dominic, how has he been, darling?”

“Um, he’s been okay. He only came inside once or twice. Mostly he was just one of the guy’s trying to perv up my dress.” My wife left me to make my coffee. “Trying and succeeding that is!”

“Right. That dress?” I asked about the one she was wearing. It was a pretty red one she often wears during the day.

“No, I changed. I remembered what you said about promising Dominic you wouldn’t make me cover up while they’re working here, and I wore my short daffodil frock. The one that pulls up above my boobs and shows everything from beneath.”

“The daffodil one! And nothing under it?” I knew it well, it was very short and breezy.

“No silly, I wore panties of course. I was just letting the guys see them and my boobs from beneath is all. That’s why they made me climb up the ladder to the cabin of the digger. Twice!”

“Alright, so they saw your tits.” I was cuddling my wife from behind and feeling her up. My cock was firm against her butt as she lifted to tiptoes and pressed back against it. “And did Dominic see your tits?” I asked her.

“Um yes, he saw them Mr P. I showed him like you told me to.”

“I didn’t tell you to, darling. That wasn’t what I meant.”

“Hmm but it excites you, doesn’t it? The same way it excites me.”

I swallowed hard. I wasn’t ready to admit that out loud yet.

“Do you want to see something else that excites me?” my wife teased while squirming back against my now full-on erection.

“Like what?”

“Um, can you wait for your coffee?”

“Why, where are we going?”

“Down the back yard.”

“Oh okay. Wait.” I poured a scotch and dry. I needed more than coffee right now.

My smiling wife led me down through our building site to her garden shed. She opened the door and let me go in first. “Oh my!”

She was cuddling my arm, clutching excitedly. “I’ve been cleaning up.”

“I can see that. I’d forgotten all about that,” I lied. I often thought about glory holes and knew full well this one was here.

“I remembered it as something to show Spencer the other day, and I decided to give the two rooms a scrub. The guys left at three and I’ve been down here with the hose and my stiff broom. Lucky it’s all tiled where the old shower was. It came up sparkly.”

“Yeah I can see. It just occurred to me to get the builders to cover the hole, but I’m not sure I’d want to have to explain it being there. I’m sure they’d know what it was.”

My wife stroked down my shirt and tie. “I’m not sure I want it covered over Mr P.” She squeezed me through my pants. “What about, after you finish your drink, you undo these and poke this through? Let me suck it for you?”

“Oh darling, after my drink?”

“Uh huh, no hurry,” she said and left me standing there as she entered the defunct shower cubicle and sat on a small fluffy-topped stool she had put in there. I recognised it from one of our bathrooms.

She sat with her hands on her knees. “So do you like the idea of a glory hole, Prescott?”

The question was always genuine when she used my name. I sipped my drink, resting back on a wooden cabinet. “I like that the guy has no control,” I answered honestly. “It’s different to most normal sex where the man is on top or you know, thrusting in.”

“Hmm true. The man on top and thrusting in is good though,” my wife said and paused. “But yes, he has no such control like this.” She tilted to look through the hole in the wall.

“I actually like that idea a lot, to be honest Red. I mean, I wouldn’t say you exactly, but the idea of my wife or woman on the other side of one of these with a group of men waiting!” I swallowed and took a sharp intake of breath at the thought. “Well, the fact that they would be unable to see or touch her, other than with their um…” I swallowed again, shook my head and blushed

“Mmm Mr P!” my wife uttered, squirming her clasped hands between her thighs now.

“What, that excites you too, does it?” I asked evenly.

“Yes, well we have to also talk about the difference between fantasy and actually doing something. But yes, that idea excites me when there’s this random glory hole in my garden shed and there’s four fit and sweaty young men working in my back yard. I mean, what can I say, I’m only human!”

I was fully erect again after it having recoiled on our walk down from the house. I downed the last of my scotch and went into the old ex-toilet cubicle. I freed my cock and put it through the hole. “I’m not fit, young or sweaty, but how’s that as a substitute, darling?”

“Oh it’s a lovely substitute,” my wife said and there was nothing for several long seconds before the first thing I felt was wet heat.

“Oh darling, is that just your mouth?”

“Mmm hmm,” she hummed and I think my eyes crossed at the incredible sensation as I planted my hands against the wall and thrust firm against the hole.

I said nothing more. My wife bobbed on my cock, sucking and swirling her tongue by the feel of it. I don’t think she touched me with her hand at all. She just moan-hummed as I remained planted hard against that hole and shot my load.

“Mmm hmm,” she moaned throatily again and I felt her mouth contract with a swallow before she resumed bobbing back and forth and sucking me dry. “Mmm thank you Mr Stranger,” she said. “That was pretty yucky but thank you anyway.”

I couldn’t look around the wall without removing my penis from the hole. I had no inclination to do that until my wife stopped sucking me off and released my limp shaft.

I zipped up and looked around to find her sitting on her pink fluffy stool smiling at me again. Her brows raised. “So, how was that?”

“It was good for me, but how about you, darling?”

“Hmm, lets just say it got me ready for my play room in a minute.”

“Ah! Perfect. Can I come and watch?”

My wife nodded, blushing a bit. She rarely lets me watch.

I held out my hand. She took it and let me lead her quietly back to the house and through her gym to her playroom. “So, which one will it be?” I asked her.

She shrugged a little, sort of pointed. I looked at her choice. It was one I’d never seen her use before, it was quite new. The device was a box mounted knee-height above the floor with a shaft and piston action, as I’d seen when setting it up for her. A choice of dildos attached to the shaft. The intended method of use was for the subject to get on their hands and knees and back up onto the dildo. The way my wife was right now.

She had chosen a short thick attachment. It was black and shaped like a penis. She had her dress up her back and her panties in her hand. I leant towards her and beckoned to take the panties off her. I felt they were quite wet.

My wife positioned the head of the phallus against her slit and it opened her as she leant back against it. There were handles fixed to the floor, one with a selector for the depth of the stroke and the other with a selector for the speed.

“Uh huh,” Red moaned as the shaft extended and the dildo probed a short distance into her.

The selector was a dial and she was only inching it around then turning it back. This allowed her to gradually work the dildo in.

“Mmm that’s so thick,” she said, gulping and catching a breath. It was all the way inside her and she was moving back against it, rocking slightly. Her eyes widened as she turned the selector and had the pretend penis moving back and forth regularly now.

It was only going in and out about two inches, from being fully inside her to being halfway withdrawn then surging inward again. She gradually increased the speed until it was fucking her like that. She lifted to look back and took a small bottle she had ready and handed it to me. I squirted the oil at her pussy as the cock pulled back. Her eyes widened as she rested back on her hands and knees and adjusted the other selector to lengthen the strokes and have the dildo pulling almost all the way out then thrusting back into her.

I watched my wife getting fucked by this machine. I had positioned myself close enough that I could see her juices being left behind each time the fake cock pulled back. I could hear her juices squelching as the big cock rammed into her. It pulled back, then slid back in. Squelch. It pulled back, then slid back in. Back. In. Back. In. I could feel myself moving in time with the machine and found myself breathing in and out in time with it too.

She was soon down on her elbows, her tits scraping the floor with each jolt. The device tilted to accommodate the slightly lower angle as it continued pulling back and surging into her. It fucked her into orgasm and had her back up on her hands and knees holding firm against the continued onslaught. I could see her flat belly contracting and convulsing. Her dress had ridden all the way up her back now and I saw her tits shuddering as she moaned loudly, making my cock flex against my pants.

She turned back the dial and made the thing slow then gradually come to rest. She extracted herself from it and slumped forward to rest on her side on the padded mat the thing was mounted on.

My wife took a big breath and expelled. “Hmm I didn’t think that was going to work with you watching.”

I gulped, my throat dry. “It certainly looked like it worked.”

“Uh huh, it was nice. I’m getting used to how to use it. It’s best with the really thick one.”

I nodded. “Once you poured the oil on things got interesting.”

Red giggled. “It senses when you’re getting a bit dry and slows down. That sped it up again and it just feels more like a real one when it’s all slippery.”

I helped her up. “Are you okay? You all good now?”

“Uh huh, I’m all good.” She took another big breath and expelled, tugging her dress down straight. “Dinner should be ready. Are you hungry?”

*

We ate then I showered before tidying up a few loose ends from my work day, a couple of bank transfers and a phone call or two.

Red was quiet in bed that night. I thought she was asleep when she suddenly turned her head to look at me.

“So what exactly do you think about things being only in fantasy and crossing that line to reality, Prescott? I find it very confusing. I seriously can’t stop thinking about that glory hole and these young builder guys but I don’t know how real that is.”

“Right.” I instantly tensed up inside. This was so close to an issue I struggled with all the time but still wasn’t ready to confess and discuss it openly. “Right, so what happens in this fantasy idea, darling? Is it what I’m probably imagining?”

“Um, if you’re imagining them having turns putting their thingys through the hole and me on the other side on my knees, then yes, that’s about it.”

“Okay, and you don’t know if you’d want to do that in real life right now, or is the time kind of fuzzy, like if it was at a different time, such as back in high school or if you were a college girl hanging around with them?”

“Um, yes, I know I would have wanted to try it back then. I don’t have any doubt about that. I would love to have done that with some of the guys I used to hang around and go out with.” My wife took a big breath and expelled. “I guess it could be a matter of just imagining I was still back there, and these boys reminding me of that. But I’m not sure.”

“Oh? So clarifying that and thinking about right now?” I stroked hair from my wife’s forehead. “Does the idea of trying it as the hot housewife these young guys are working for appeal to you, does it?” I thumbed her lip and kissed her softly. “I don’t necessarily hate the idea if it’s only the boys and not Dominic.”

“Oh god, really? Do you really think you might..!” My wife sat up a bit. “Oh my god Prescott, what are we even saying?”

“I know right!” My heart was suddenly thumping. A surge of tingles welled up inside and completely filled me. “No darling, I seriously don’t know what we’re saying! This is crazy talk. We’re getting carried away with ourselves and entering some dangerous game-playing here.” I was getting a grip fast. “No, this is a bad idea! A seriously bad idea that I’m sorry I mentioned.”

Red didn’t respond for the moment. She lay back down beside me and I stroked her pretty head upon my chest. She was tracing lines in my scant chest hair and suddenly latched on and bit me.

“See, you can’t tell fantasy from reality either!” she scolded, giggling. “You were ready to let me do that for a minute there, weren’t you?”

“Yes I was for a minute. For about one minute!”

“Hmm okay, and is that the end of the conversation, or should we think about it and talk more later?”

“We can talk more anytime, darling. I’m damned sure I’m going to continue thinking about it. After that, I don’t know how I’m going to think of much else for a while.”

“Hmm good. Me too!”

“Okay then, let’s not be negative about exploring ideas. It’s always a positive thing to explore.”

“Yes it is,” my wife agreed and looked up. “And as far as Dominic goes, I wasn’t picturing him on the other side of that wall either, only the guys.”

I nodded. “So letting him get a look at you around the house like this is all for tease. That’s good.”

“Uh huh, as far as I’m concerned, I only want it to be about teasing him.” My wife smiled.” And teasing you by teasing him and his workers!”

“Huh! That’s for sure.”

“And so, I’ve got something picked out to wear tomorrow. I was thinking of my ultra-mini denim skirt, which I haven’t worn in years, since I was probably not much older than those boys as a matter of fact.”

“Oh right. Sounds sexy,” I croaked and kissed the top of my wife’s head again. “And what will you wear up top?” I asked as my cock flexed back to life.


Red

Oh god I was even more confused than ever now. I had woken early enough to see my husband drive away and Dominic wave to him as he turned into his driveway next door in our red Monaro. I wondered if he was just getting home from being out all night with a date. I had a strange little pang of jealousy and regret for not letting him have me properly yesterday.

Oh my god, that’s ridiculous Red!

I shook that off and went looking through my closet for the denim skirt I was sure I still had somewhere. I couldn’t find it but remembered I’d packed some old clothes in storage in the garage and wondered if it might be there.

I would find it later. For now I needed my morning coffee and quickly snuck downstairs before any of the guys turned up. It was only 6.30am, surely too early even for them. I had slept nude and felt naughty walking downstairs in only an ultra-short satin robe in case any of them did arrive early.

I made my coffee and sipped it at the kitchen sink, looking out the window at the work the men had done already with my deck. It was pretty impressive.

I wandered into Prescott’s study and was browsing the plans laid out on a table when I noticed his personal laptop under some files on a shelf. I grabbed it for safe keeping, not wanting Dominic to find it there.

I decided I was pushing my luck now and headed back upstairs to get dressed, only just making it to my bedroom when he walked in my back door.

I closed my bedroom door, thrilled at how close a call that had been. I could also hear two of the guys chatting down over my balcony and I snuck to my balcony door and craned my neck to see which ones it was.

“Hi Red!” one of them called up, catching me.

“Oh hi Chan, hi Wally.” It was the two nice ones, not that arrogant Hal.

They were both smiling up at me. “Are you gonna water your plants?” Wally asked.

“Um no, it’s a bit early,” I said and checked around the edge of the building to the driveway to make sure Hal wasn’t anywhere to be seen. I didn’t really want to flash him like this, but I was considering doing it for these other boys.

I had dropped the laptop on my bed but still had my coffee. The boys were chatting amongst themselves but I could feel them looking. I blushed wildly to myself and stepped closer to the wrought iron balustrade. They shut up talking and I dared to glance and saw them staring up at me.

I pretended to be checking one of my plants and let them look. “Aw fuck yeah,” Wally groaned and I met his eyes and those of his workmate. I was suddenly entranced and just gazed down at them, even turning to face them more directly and letting them look between my legs.

“So you guys are here early today,” I said.

“Yeah a bit,” Wally answered, glancing at my face but his eyes returned to being focused up my satin robe.

Chan looked at me too and I returned his gaze. He looked back and forth from what I was showing them. I continued to hold his eyes and just bit down on my lip. “Yeah that’s nice,” he said. I blushed a little but kept looking at him. I tugged the tie around my waist then slipped each shoulder from my little robe, letting it fall away and just held my coffee mug in both hands now, completely nude.

“Is that better?” I asked the boys. “Is this what you’ve been wanting?”

They both nodded. “Fuck yeah,” Wally answered.

I put down my mug and pushed back my hair, thrusting my chest forward for them. I was fine with this now, as long as it was just them. I actually did check a few of my plants and plucked some dead leaves, keeping close to the rail and letting the boys watch me. I let them have a look from in front and behind. I was facing away and saw they were both gawking again, so I deliberately bent forward and let them have a better look at my pussy like that. I have a short bush that hides me in front but I know there’s a good view of my vagina from behind because of my rather broad thigh gap.

It's my favourite way to flash from my balcony but I’d never dared to do it before with no panties on, not even for my husband.

I heard a car pull into the front yard. They both looked and I checked too, seeing it was Hal, and I let the guys have one last look at my tits and turned and left them with a smile over my shoulder, already deciding I would be trying this in my denim skirt when I found it. And maybe even for Hal and Dominic, and definitely for my step-brother.

I had left my robe on the balcony floor and lay on my bed to have a peep at my husband’s browsing history. I went straight to his porn sites and soon found where he’d been watching glory hole girls.

I watched a few myself, marvelling at how much cum some of them could swallow. It looked like one girl swallowed about 10 loads and she was asking for more when the clip was cut off. It was all free stuff by the looks. I knew Prescott watched porn but he’s assured me he doesn’t subscribe to any sites, just surfs the freebies.

I was watching with the sound muted, still lying on my bed nude and thrilled to hear the men just outside talking. It sounded like they were all there now and soon enough the huge digger started up and I couldn’t hear anything after that.

I was about to close the laptop down when I noticed there were a half dozen links to the glory hole site in my husband’s favourites. That had me wondering so I clicked on the first and found it was a woman doing the glory hole sucking. Nothing different that I could see. Then I checked another. Then another. I started smiling to myself as I realised that all these women and girls all looked a bit like me. All with long dark hair and a similar age and build.

I watched some of the film clips through. They were accepting loads in their mouths. That was a common theme, and swallowing with no spitting it out at all. Yuck! And I also noticed the way the guy always knocks on the wall when he’s about to cum. This had been in lots of the other clips I’d watched too. But I noticed the way the camera zoomed in upon hearing the knock, and the way the girl or woman would stop sucking and just wait for her mouth to be filled with cum.

I watched another few clips from my husband’s favourites and paid close attention to the knock on the wall and the way the girl, looking just like me, stopped moving and submitted to having their mouth cummed in. And mmm yummy was what I was thinking now! With how deliberate and submissive that was. Ooh I liked that!

I shut the laptop and quickly dressed. I needed breakfast and planned to rummage in my garage after that and find my denim skirt.

When I went downstairs I saw my step-brother right there at my back door sanding the timber beam. He smiled and I motioned for him to come quick.

“What? What’s up Red?”

“Nothing, I just want you to do something for me.” I took my garden keys from their hook and put them in his hand. “I want you to go down the back and unlock my garden shed, okay? And then sometime today I want you to take the other guys down there and show them the glory hole… I want you to make sure they know it’s there for me, okay?”

***


Part 3: Closes the Deal

Red

I didn’t lie to my husband. Not technically. It would have been a lie of omission if it had happened for real, but Dominic didn’t really fuck me. I mean he penetrated me with his penis, but it wasn’t like in out, in out, and him cumming from it. He had already cum and all he did was insert it in me afterwards.

Mmm I had a hot flush remembering the feel of that, seeing the image of his cock in my mind, how huge he is and how much he fills me. God, I could hardly accommodate him properly at all, even if I’d wanted to.

I mean even if I was allowed to. I was pretty sure I wanted to!

I loved how forceful and confident the guy was and he knew he could take me if he chose to. My husband and I were lucky he restrained himself. I almost ended up pregnant to him that one time 10 years ago when he took me to bed. And here I was now standing in my married-woman kitchen barefoot without any panties on under my wrap skirt, and probably ovulating whilst watching the guy work in my backyard. Mmm, those muscles, his power, his confidence…

The skirt I’d pulled on in a hurry this morning went past my knees. It was way too long for my mood, so after rinsing my breakfast bowl and coffee mug I went into my garage and searched some clothing bags I was going to take for recycling. I had something specific in mind, and eventually found my old denim miniskirt that I was thinking might be fun to wear again. Then I salvaged some short crop tops that would be a perfect match for it.

I hurried up to my room and left my balcony doors open to get changed, thrilled to be naked and just out of the line of sight of the men lowering my pool into place with the hoist on their huge digger machine.

I was fashioning a crop top in my mirror when the machine swung around and I caught Dominic’s reflection. He saw me too and cocked his head, stopping the machine right there. I was so turned on by these men being here that I pretended not to notice him and lowered my top, showing him my tits. I had the denim skirt already on, but it was ultra-mini, so I turned away from the mirror and checked how it flashed my bald pussy when bending forward a little.

Dominic was having a good perv. Surprise, surprise. Then suddenly there was another face in my mirror, his second in charge Hal who had climbed up to the cabin of the machine and was gawking at me and smiling broadly.

I didn’t like Hal that much but was so flushed with excitement that I did another exaggerated bend forward so he could have a look at my pussy too. Then I turned back to face my mirror and showed him my tits.

The two men watched me quietly, although you couldn’t hear over the sound of the machine anyway. But I could see they were just staring wide-eyed, mouths hung open not talking at all.

I avoided eye contact with them and brushed my hair for a minute, letting them watch my tits wobble about as they do, that guys like as my young step-brother tells me.

Suddenly there was a wolf whistle I heard over the sound of the machine and I blushed at the guys in my mirror. I couldn’t help smiling to myself as I continued brushing my hair.

I decided that was enough of a show and walked into the open doorway, pausing to let the other three boys down on the ground have a look at my tits too before pulling my curtains across.

I was giggling to myself as I finished dressing, tugging my crop top over my boobs which were way bigger than last time I wore this. There was going to be a good under-boob view with this top on and my nipples were hard from the excitement of flashing and were pretty obvious through it.

I put on some makeup for the guys too. I was still doing that when Dominic poked his head around my partially open bedroom door. He was grinning but the look in his eyes was also kind of serious.

He came into my room and put his huge tattooed arms around me from behind. I gulped hard. “Um Dominic!”

“The boys enjoyed that,” he growled into my ear and one of his big rough hands went up my top and squeezed my tit. I tried to protest but he sucked on my neck sending an electric shock straight to my pussy and causing tingles rushing through me. His other hand went down the front of my skirt and his strong fingers were touching me.

“Um don’t,” I managed to squeak and pulled at both of his arms, which was completely futile, so I squirmed around to face him. “Um I can’t…” I said before his mouth was on mine and he bent me back and kissed me, his tongue inside my mouth and demanding I kiss him back.

I submitted and let him play with my tongue. He only did that gently for a few seconds though, and then his hand was between my legs again. He inserted fingers into me before I could squirm free again and push down hard on his arm and extract myself from his hand.

“Don’t I said!” I scolded him. He was still smiling. “I told you we can’t have sex. I’m a married woman!”

He chuckled. “Okay fine. Give me another kiss and I’ll back off.”

He was holding my hands now, keeping me from backing away or slipping past him out the door.

“Plus I’ll tell you a secret,” he added. “Something every man in this street knows and you don’t.”

I frowned. “What?”

He frowned in thought too. “Actually you and your husband do know about this, but you think it’s a secret and it isn’t.” He smiled again. “Even the boys out here know now.”

I blushed. I was worried he was going to mention the glory hole in my garden shed but how would all the men in the street know about that? I stepped close, trying the soft approach, peering up and biting my lip. “But what are you talking about Dominic? Is it going to be embarrassing? Can you just tell me please?”

He lifted my chin and pressed softly to my lips. God, I felt like melting into a puddle. I didn’t resist and opened for him as he deepened the kiss and touched my tongue. I kept my arms by my sides and let him feel my tit again. He was kissing me oh so nice and sensually and I touched his arm and arched my chest forward whilst he squeezed my boob and played with my nipple.

“Now that’s better,” he said in his low, mesmerising voice and released me. He sat down on my little dresser chair and rocked back with his hands behind his head.

I stood between his legs, still trapped by his knee being too close to my bed for me to edge past and get away.

“Okay, so you want to know what I know?” he asked. He had more of a smirk than a smile now.

I nodded, my arms down straight and covering my boobs as I wrung my hands together.

“Take off your top and I’ll tell you,” he said. His tone was deep and easy. It was a command.

I took off my top and didn’t try to cover up this time, just let him see my bare tits close up now.

He just looked at them, didn’t try to touch.

“So what’s this big secret?” I asked.

“Skirt too,” the guy said and looked down and up from my thighs.

My blush rose again but I just shook my head.

The man’s smirk changed back to a smile.

I folded my arms to cover my tits. “Just tell me Dominic. What do all these men know about me that I don’t?”

“They know that I built this house Red. It was one of my early projects and I built it to the specifications of the people you bought it off… specifications that include your playroom that I see you’ve equipped quite well, and specifications that include a very particularly positioned hole in a wall in your now garden shed. Which used to be a change room for the above ground pool I also installed back then.”

I took a breath and expelled, sitting on my bed. “Everyone knows about my playroom?”

“Yep. It’s common knowledge. Some of the couples along the street used to come to the parties here. And some of the guys got your hubby drunk one night at one of your parties and he showed them what you’ve got in there. Although I’ve never seen for myself.”

I was nodding. “Right…” I didn’t feel embarrassed. It was actually kind of exciting, although I’d be having words with Prescott for not telling me at least.

“So how about it, can I’ve a look?” my builder asked.

I swallowed hard but did a little nod. “Okay.”

“Sweet! Come on,” he said and stood, taking my hand.

I went with him, keeping my tits covered with my top but not having a chance to put it on while my hand was being held.

I chickened out once I entered the code for my playroom door. “Go on then, have a look,” I told the guy and backed away, slipping my top on and pulling it down as best I could before folding my arms tight. I peeped in to see Dominic walking around the room examining and touching my toys.

I backed away again before he came out and closed the door.

“Nice. Which is your fav?”

“Don’t know. Depends.”

“Does your husband watch?”

I shook my head. “I don’t usually let him.”

“Right.” My neighbour shrugged a little. “Can I watch?”

I gulped and felt myself shaking my head.

He smiled. “Fair enough. I prefer the real deal anyway. Rather watch you split over my cock.”

I blushed again and remained resolute about that for my husband.

Dominic nodded acceptance and walked past me, turning to look back from the door. “So how about the boys, you gonna do the glory hole for them? They’re down there having a look right now. Your young bro’s showing ‘em by the looks.”

“Ah okay.” I gulped. “I mean, no I’m not doing that. Oh my god!”

“Pity,” the man said and patted the doorframe. He left me standing there fully flushed and tingling all over.

I followed after him making sure he left the house and I closed my back door behind him. The guys were strolling up from my garden shed, chuckling and chatting together, all of them craning their necks to try and see me.

I spied through a curtain watching them getting back to work, my nipples aching beneath my crop top and my pussy so wet I thought I felt it dripping down my leg and had to check.


Spencer

I didn’t know what to think after showing the guys my step-sister’s glory hole. They were all trying to see her inside the house, but we were way busy, and Dominic was flogging us to get the whole job done by the end of the week because he’d put off another job that we had to get to.

I was trying to watch for Red myself but didn’t see her again all afternoon while we filled in around the new pool and cemented the footings in place for the decking that went all the way around. By knock off time we had so much done and tomorrow we’d be building the new trusses and some more concreting for the pool fence.

We had worked a bit later than usual, which meant some overtime cash for me. Everyone had taken off so I tried a gentle knock on my step-sister’s back door. I cracked it open and poked my head in. “You there Red?”

“Yes I’m here. Come in Spencer, quick. Is everyone gone?”

“Yeah it’s only me. I just wanted to tell you I showed the guys in your garden shed like you wanted. They knew what the hole was for straight away, but I told them you don’t use it or anything.”

“Oh good. I’m so embarrassed now that I got you to show them. It sounded like a good idea in my head at first, but I know what they’re all going to be thinking now.”

“Yeah that’s for sure. They all want you to suck ‘em off, Red. Hal reckons you’ll do it but I told him no way!”

“Oh! Hal thinks I will, does he? And what about Chan and Wally, what do they think?”

“Aw I dunno. I know they want you to… I mean but so do I, so I can’t talk can I?”

“Oh I see.” My step-sister was blushing and pulling at the bottom of her boob top.

I glanced up from her tits. I’d seen them full-on this morning when she was closing her curtains. I was just remembering it and must have been staring at them because she pushed my shoulder.

“Are you right there?” she scolded.

“Sorry, couldn’t help it.” I swallowed. “You’ve got no bra on again, huh?”

“Um no.” She gave me a quick flash, pulling her top up quickly then pulling it back down again.

“Aw shit.”

She giggled. “God you’re hopeless Spencer. We’re going to have to find you a girlfriend.”

I nodded, took a big breath and just asked. “So can I jack off on you again today, Red?” She could only say no I figured.

Her mouth opened but she didn’t say anything.

“I thought you liked it yesterday,” I tried hopefully. It had sure seemed like she liked it.

“Um…” She bit her lip and shook her head a little, but she was smiling now. “Okay then, but just quickly.”

She held out her hand. I took it and she led me to her playroom and closed the door behind us.

She took me to one of her playthings. It was a laid back padded seat thing with footrests and a padded round thing in the middle with a rubber cock sticking out of it.

“Just really quickly okay?” she said to me and she lifted her top off and dropped it on the floor then undid her skirt and pushed it and her panties down.

“Oh shit!”

She rolled her eyes at me. “Um you can start now!”

“Oh right.” I was already fully boned up. I took it out and started stroking, undid my pants properly and let them drop around my ankles. It was too hard to get them off with my work boots on and they were lace-ups so no time for that.

My step-sister poured oil on the rubber cock and wiggled down onto it then lay back in the seat and put her feet in the footholds. “Mmm,” she moaned and caught a breath when she adjusted a dial and the thing started slow fucking her. “Huh huh,” she breathed raggedly. “Okay just on my tits, not on my face.”

I shuffled close over her and stared at the dong squelching in and out of her pussy while I stroked my cock. It was about the same size as my dick and was pulling her inner skin out a bit. That was all red and the oil was getting sort of bubbly and really squelchy.

Red was just lying still and letting it fuck her. I tried stroking myself in time with it and it almost felt like it was my cock doing it to her.

It was so fucking hot. The world was in slow-mo and I couldn’t take my eyes off her cunt with the machine pushing into her then pulling out in long slow strokes. I couldn’t hold back of course and aimed for her tits. I was pointing down at them from over her shoulder though and my first couple of spurts landed on her belly, then I angled my cock down and plastered her tits with the rest.

“Mmm that’s so hot Spencer,” my step-sister moaned and she started rubbing my cum into her tits while the machine kept fucking her, and I watched my load seep down her belly and into her bush.

“Aw shit Red.” I wanted it to go in her pussy.

She was going nuts now and wasn’t watching what she was doing. She rubbed my cum into her belly and it was gooey all over her fingers when she finally touched her pussy.

“Aw fuck yeah,” I groaned excitedly.

Red’s fingers split either side of the pretend cock and I saw it fucking some of my goo into her. I was watching this one glob that got stuck to it from her finger, and that went in and out then back in again and it was gone.

I was still boned up and still jacking off. I had shuffled closer to the machine without really thinking and gulped and glanced at my step-sister to see she was watching me. I glanced again and she looked at her pussy and back up at me, and she did this little nod that sent me over the edge again. I squatted right down low and pumped my second load all over where the rubber dick was sliding in and out of her.

“Uh huh huh,” she moaned and bucked immediately, and she covered the pistoning knob with her hand and her entire body tensed up and started jolting, her tits wobbling and her eyes wide and fixed on the ceiling.

“Aw jeez Red!”

She was still shuddering and flinching but she pointed to the controller thing and wanted it. I picked it up and handed it to her. She wound back the dial and the rubber cock slowed down its thrusting then stopped.

She slumped back on the chair bed thingy and her arms flopped away, the remote dropping on the floor. Her body was still flinching, her tits all shiny with my cum and wobbling. The rubber cock had stopped but was all the way inside of her and her pussy was pasted with my goo, some globs of it stuck to her cunny lips.

She put her hands on her head, her body still trembling and jerking. “Oh wow that was intense,” she breathed and gulped. She looked at me. “Come here,” she said and sat up.

I shuffled close and she took my dick off me and sucked the head, tickling with her tongue. She popped it from her mouth, squeezed nice and firm, then closed her eyes and sucked about half of it in and hummed with her throat while holding the rubber dick as well. It had come out of her now.

“Mmm now put that away quick before I get any more naughty ideas,” she told me.

I pulled up my pants and watched her checking herself. Her pussy was kind of gaping and she was touching her open folds with her fingers and examining the goo. I couldn’t help but smile. “Is that mine?”

She rolled her eyes. “I’d better be safe is all I can say!”

I gulped and watched her. There was a thick slurp of my goo on her groin and she carefully wiped it up on her fingers. It was stringing between them, and she wiped it on the head of the rubber cock.

“Aw fuck yeah Red.” I could see what she was gonna do.

She blushed up at me, just glancing before watching carefully as she parted her pussy lips with her fingers and positioned the cockhead between. “There’s probably a lot of your sperm inside me already,” she said and squished down onto the dildo. “Mmm and even more now, if that’s what you were trying to do!”

“Aw shit Red!”

“Mmm but you definitely can’t tell anyone, Spencer!”

“No! Hell no!” I told her.

She licked her fingers then her hand, still squished all the way down on the dong. “Ew yuck,” she frowned and wiped more of my splooge from her belly and licked it off her fingers. “Mmm it’s all up inside and all over me as well, you bad boy!”

She moved back until the head of the dildo came out of her. There was some of my goo on the base of it and she carefully collected it and held her pussy lips split with her fingers while wiping it inside. There was some in her bush and she carefully wiped that up too and inserted her fingers inside of her pussy. “Mmm is there any more?” she asked, checking her tits and sides.

“Um do you want some more?” I asked. I had another boner in my pants.

Red giggled. “Hmm no, you can save that for next time thanks.”

She got up off the machine and grabbed my arm to help her stand straight. I held her around the waist. It took a few seconds for her to be alright.

“Are you okay?” I checked.

“I’m fine.” She took a big breath. “This is how the girl is supposed to be afterwards.”

“Oh right. Covered in spunk and all wonky on her legs.”

“Haha yes, pretty much.” She picked up her clothes. “Covered in it and with the taste in her mouth and with it all up inside too if she’s very lucky! And with wonky legs.”

“Are you home darling?” we suddenly heard Prescott call out, and I freaked.

“No wait, it’s okay,” Red told me. She quickly pulled on her top and skirt. “It’s okay, I’ll take him upstairs. Give me five minutes and sneak out the back okay?”

I gulped hard and nodded. Red slipped out the door and I heard her saying hello to my brother in-law. I could hear them talking and their voices went upstairs so I snuck out with my heart in my throat, through the kitchen and out the back door, up the driveway, and bolted all the way home.


Prescott

I fucking love how my wife looks after she’s been playing in her special room. She hadn’t said anything but it was obvious she’d been riding one of her machines, and I wondered what had brought that on. She was in our ensuite. I looked out our bedroom window at my neighbour giving my Monaro a wipe down, ready to take it for a drive in the city no doubt.

We had done the deal in writing. The document probably wouldn’t stand up in court, but Dominic had insisted. I had my copy in my wallet. I took it out and looked at it again, untidily hand-written as it was: A few dot points with him agreeing to install my pool and build the deck, and to pay me 80 thousand in cash. I would allow him the use of my office and free access to my house, including the upstairs bathroom next to my bedroom, if he chose to use it. I would sign over to him the Monaro for use as he saw fit until the end of next month, at which time I would pay him his 80 thousand plus twenty interest or forfeit ownership of the vehicle.

I had tried to negotiate to pay more interest rather than have him come inside my house. He had refused and made me promise that my wife would not be instructed to dress any differently than usual, or he’d tear up the agreement and keep the car.

That wasn’t in writing, but he made it clear I’d have a shit-fight on my hands to get the car back if Red wasn’t wearing her usual short skirts and dresses and letting him have a perv at her. “We both know what I mean, right?” he’d challenged me, and he was right. I knew exactly what he meant.

So yes, I had agreed to let him perv on my wife, and I’d told her that and not stopped her from going along with it. And now I get home to find she’s been so turned on by something that she needed to go and play with her toys before we’ve even had dinner.

And worse than all of that was the fact that I didn’t understand how I was feeling myself. I’d spent all day at work again distracted by the knowledge the guy down there pawing over my car was here with my wife. I’d left my house unlocked for him this morning while Red was still in bed and I hadn’t even been allowed to close my bedroom door.

At least, I’d told myself I wasn’t allowed to close it as an excuse to leave it open because the thought of the guy looking in and seeing her nude and with the sheet only up to her waist had thrilled me.

I wondered if the guy had snuck upstairs and peeped at her in bed this morning. I wondered if he had touched my wife at all yesterday or today.

I was semi-erect all through dinner thinking that and not being game to ask, in case he had and I’d have to face knowing.

“Would you like another glory hole blowjob tonight?” Red asked, cuddling behind me seated at the dining table. “I’ll swallow for you again.”

“Oh yeah, you like swallowing now, do you darling?”

“Mmm I don’t know, I’m starting to enjoy the taste, but it’s still yucky.”

“Okay that’s good. I’ve definitely got some for you,” I said. “But how about we make it even more interesting with a camera?”

“Mmm like in a porno video online?”

“Yes exactly,” I said into a kiss. My wife was on my lap now and I was fully erect beneath her.

“Oh wow you feel so ready Mr P.”

“I know. Come on,” I said and stood, taking her hand.

I’d thought about this already and had picked up a couple of basic wall-mount cameras, which I’d left on the kitchen counter. “Oh I was wondering what was in the bag,” Red said and giggled at me.

I took her into my study and set up the software on my work laptop. They were Wi-Fi cameras I’d be able to connect from anywhere. I wasn’t sure what I was thinking and didn’t explain it to my wife, although nothing much gets past her.

“Hmm so that’s interesting,” she said. “That means you can link to the camera while you’re at work, does it?”

I swallowed. “Yes, I suppose.”

“So I could text you to turn on the feed and go down there and flash you, could I?”

I nodded. “That would be nice.”

Red nodded too. “I see. And are we thinking about anything else along those lines, with you watching remotely and me down in my garden shed?” She cuddled close, peering up at me smiling. “Is me sucking you off through the glory hole going to be like an audition by any chance?”

I swallowed again. I could feel my face flushing guiltily. “I don’t know darling, have you thought about that at all since we talked last night?”

“Um it’s hard not to think about it, as thirsty as I’m feeling all of a sudden, and with all these virile young men working in my backyard.”

“Thirsty huh?” I asked into a kiss.

“Mmm nearly as thirsty as some of the girls in your Favourites folder, Mr P.”

“Oh… really?”

“Yes I had to hide your laptop so Dominic didn’t go snooping and I ended up snooping myself… It’s amazing how much cum some of those girls can swallow doing that.”

“Yes it would be nothing for some of them to have all these boys lined up one after the other.” I kissed my wife and took her hand again. “It’s just as well they don’t know this glory hole is here or they’d be lined up in 10 seconds flat,” I teased.

Red got quiet and just watched me set the wide-angled camera and test the view on my phone, adjusting it so I could see the hole in the wall and a reasonably broad view of her kneeling on the floor. I enjoy the full view of the girls online, seeing if they touch themselves at all whilst sucking.

I was satisfied with the settings and went around to the other side of the wall, put my cock through and got sucked off very nicely.

We went back to the house to watch on a bigger screen. The quality was excellent. Red hadn’t touched herself at all but had taken her top off and looked up at the camera when I was blowing.

“You should knock on the wall next time, like the guys do online.”

My wife was sitting on my lap again. I stroked her hair and met her lips. “I could do that. And we could set another camera for a close-up of your face.”

“Mmm okay. I’d like that. To see it throbbing in my mouth. That’s so hot watching when they zoom in online.”

I gulped, nodded and decided to press with this a little more. “And maybe we could get you a mask for your eyes and do some clips to upload online ourselves?”

“Hmm now you’re being bad Mr P. How about yes to the mask and maybe to the uploading online idea. I need to think about that and make sure no one would recognise me.”

“Right. Fair enough,” I agreed. I was feeling brave though now and decided to find out if I was concerned for nothing or not. “And so how’s it going with Dominic darling, has he tried to do anything with the way you’ve been flashing and teasing?”

“Um..!” my wife said and kissed me again.

“Um? Does that mean he has tried something more than just looking at you?”

My wife took a big breath and expelled. “You know what he’s like Prescott. He’s only going to be here for another few days though. They’re doing a great job, so fast!”

“Yes I know, I can see.” I swallowed at a knot in my throat. “But he has tried it on a bit, has he? I’ll admit I’d be surprised if he didn’t.”

“Well yes he has. He’s gotten a bit handsy with me and um… I’m not sure if I should say. You might rather not know and it doesn’t mean anything!”

A surge of tingles filled me. “What doesn’t mean anything darling? What did he do?”

“Um it’s just that he’s kissed me a few times… He’s gotten handsy at first, and just naturally kissed me while he was at it.”

“Right.” I swallowed hard at the knot that had now filled my chest. “Right, so he’s kissed you!”

“Yes but it really means nothing, Prescott, and I’m sure I can handle him.”

I nodded. “Right. I guess this was always going to happen too, wasn’t it darling? I’ve myself to blame for putting you in this position.”

“No, no I don’t mind, Prescott. I’m glad you did. I want my pool and deck done!”

I nodded and swallowed hard again. “Yes, and the up-front cash Dominic paid has solved my cashflow problems to the point it looks like I’ll be liquid again even sooner than I thought. I got a crucial council approval through today, which has triggered a further commitment from an investor.”

“Oh okay, that’s good yes?”

“Yes it’s good darling.” I smiled. “It’s very good for me – for us!”

“Mmm okay, and I can put up with handsy Dominic for another few days. You don’t need to worry about that Mr P.”

“Yes, not worry about it you say? I think I’d worry less about what goes on at a glory hole than another man actually kissing my wife.”

“Oh yeah, you’d prefer a close-up of something else of Dominic’s in my mouth rather than just his tongue?” Red giggled. “Like as if that would even fit in my mouth!”

I chuckled back, having to force it a little. I wasn’t ready to admit it with the comparison so fresh in my mind, but I would definitely prefer to see another man’s cock in Red’s mouth through that glory hole than him looking into her eyes and kissing her lips.

The image in mind of Dominic kissing my wife was gut-wrenching but I was fully erect less than half an hour after a release and that just didn’t happen these days.

I took my beautiful young wife to bed that night tortured by the thought of my alpha neighbour kissing her and feeling her up, but I said nothing more about it for fear of her refusing him tomorrow.

I was completely conflicted by angst and arousal and did not want to stop whatever he might decide to do with her.


Red

I was doing my housework trying to ignore the guys looking through my windows all morning. There had been banging around under the house then my water supply was cut off. I came down from scrubbing my upstairs bathroom and found Dominic on his hands and knees on my kitchen floor doing something under the sink.

“Sorry, just needed to join into your pipe for the new tap. This is the easiest access. Won’t take me long.”

“Um okay,” I said, excited to have him in my house again.

I was in an ultra-short house frock. He was lying on his back wrenching something but his eyes were on my legs. “Just got to get this new fitting tightened up,” he said.

“Oh okay,” I said and wound my hair into a ponytail, making my dress lift enough for him.

The guy was staring at my panties, his grin broadening now.

“What?” I challenged playfully. “I can’t help how short all my dresses are!”

“Hey I’m not complaining,” Dominic said. “Those are cute ones today.”

I stretched my frock down, biting my grin. “Hmm, I really don’t think you’re supposed to be looking though. I’m a married woman, don’t forget.”

Dominic nodded, he’d stopped what he was doing and was just sitting there resting back on his hands. His gaze lifted from my panties to my breasts. I looked down at him. His grin ended and his eyes intensified. I felt my face heat and flush a little.

“You always look hot baby, impossible not to notice.” He got up on his knees. “Easily the hottest woman on the street,” he went on and touched the back of my legs. Oh god, there’s that electric shock going straight to my pussy…

“Mmm thank you,” I managed to breathe out. “I’m glad you think so, Dominic. That’s quite flattering when there are some girls still in their early twenties or late teens. You don’t notice them?”

“A bit I guess, but I think you want me to notice you right now, Red. I think you came down here to tease me.”

“Um. Maybe a little,” I confessed. “I was feeling naughty here all alone with you guys again.”

“I’m feeling naughty too,” the guy said and traced his fingers up and down the back of my thighs, making me catch a breath and bite harder on my lip. He stood to tower over me.

I instinctively placed my hands against his chest. “Um. Dominic. What are you doing?”

He stroked my face with a rough hand.

“But umm...!” I uttered, tilting upward and parting my lips for him.

The guy surprised me again with the tenderness of his kiss. I immediately and involuntarily closed my eyes and melted into his powerful essence. He took me into his arms and deepened the contact, still tender as he teased my tongue and played with it inside my mouth. He kissed me one way for a while then lifted from me and turned his head, moving in again and getting more forceful as he probed deeper with his tongue.

I met my step-brother’s and the boy Wally’s eyes peeping through the open window. I held their excited gaze whilst continuing to be kissed by their boss.

Dominic’s hands started rubbing and exploring. He groped my sides beneath my frock. I could feel his cock hard against my belly. I didn’t know what I was thinking and instinctively gripped it there through his pants, squeezing and holding as he thrust into my hand.

He broke off kissing me and pulled my frock up to expose my breasts. “Aw fuck,” he groaned, looking at them.

“Take it off me,” I said loud enough for the boys to hear and lifted my arms. My frock was quickly stripped off and dropped on the floor.

“Aw fuck,” Dominic groaned again, his eyes wide as he felt a tit.

I turned and backed against him so that I was facing the window more fully. I put both hands behind my back and gripped Dominic’s erection. He groped my tits and kneaded them and tweaked my hard nipples. I rubbed my head back against his neck and shoulder. I could clearly see the boys’ eyes there peeping around the frame of the window. “Take my panties off Dominic. Strip me completely then you can finger me again if you want.”

“Yeah?” he responded easily. “You want me to let them watch?”

“Uh huh, I want them to watch,” I told the man at my back who thrust his exposed cock into my hand. His pre-cum had wet my fist enough for his erection to slide through. He pushed down my panties and parted my slit with a finger. I was wet enough for him to slide on in. He lifted one of my legs and spread me then started finger banging me deep and slow. “Uh huh yes take me,” I moaned against his face. “Finger me Dominic. I’ve been thinking about you all night.”

My words urged the guy on and he pounded me with his hand, his thick finger spearing and squelching into my slick hole. He had my leg lifted high and my thighs spread completely. He slowed his banging and carefully inserted a second finger. “Uh huh,” I moaned as I squirmed down onto them. He pulled those digits out and added another, forcing the three of them up inside of me and just beginning to work me when my orgasm hit.

“Huh huh don’t stop,” I moaned, glancing and frowning at the boys. I stopped squeezing the cock in my hand and resumed stroking it as Dominic thrust hard several times then held firm, his ropes of semen slurping up my bare back.

“Aw fuck yeah,” Dominic groaned low and deep. He took my mouth in a hard kiss again. I turned and clutched his work-shirt in front, his cum running between the cheeks of my butt and into my crotch.

“Go on back to work you pair!” he scolded then chuckled into another kiss. “You know they can’t stop talking about that glory hole and how it looks so clean and all ready for use.”

“Hmm, and what if I said it is ready for use… by my husband!”

“I’d say your husband’s a lucky fucker, that’s what I’d say.”

Our alpha neighbour had me turned around and was wiping my back with my panties.

“Sorry. Made another mess here,” he said.

“That’s okay. It feels nice with you doing that for me.”

He chuckled. “Yeah, there’s not much to them though. A tiny triangle and the rest is string.”

“Hmm it’s just how they’re made. Do they need anymore fabric?” I asked shyly.

“It’s all good. Just about got it,” he said wiping carefully. “Do you want to put ‘em back on for me?”

“Umm..!”

“It’s already dripped down. Just put them on yeah, let it all soak in!”

“Mmm but I don’t know if it’s any safer doing that than if you had cum inside me, Dominic.”

The guy had given me my panties. He had wiped up with the inside of them and the crotch was soaked with thick gooey semen.

“Go on baby,” he said and kissed me as he took my hand with my panties and pressed it against my pussy. He spread my fingers and made me open the crotch of my panties into place and press it against me. His strong fingers were between mine as he continued kissing me and rubbed it into me.”

Dominic had his back to the window where all four of his workers were watching now. I just held his hand while he rubbed into me, then I found the elastic strings and reached down to step into my panties, letting him help me pull them up and press the soggy crotch into place properly.

He kissed me again. “Better get back to it eh!”

I picked up my dress but didn’t cover my boobs yet. Dominic was picking up his toolbelt he’d unclipped and dropped on my kitchen floor with a clattering earlier. The young tradies were still watching through my window. The four faces lined up there, eyes wide and mouths open. Their boss glanced and they all quickly ducked and were gone. He chuckled and winked back at me on his way out the door. “Think about doing the glory hole for them eh, Red!”

I thought about it alright. I thought about it all the rest of the day, watching them work so hard to get my pool set properly in place and begin to build the deck and fence around it. Dominic took off in my red Monaro quite early though, and I remained hidden inside until the guys all left at 3pm.


Prescott

“Ooh yes darling, suck it nice,” I groaned, remaining pressed to the wall as best I could while my wife sucked on me.

I had just lost it and ejaculated. She had told me that Dominic had been kissing her again and I virtually dragged her down here to her garden shed and demanded she get on her knees.

I had come down here last night and fitted the second camera, focusing it in on the hole in the wall. We went back to the house and watched the feed. Red had reminded me to knock and the sound was loud and clear as I picked up a microphone today and had Red hold it this first time. The focus of the second camera was perfect, the high-definition image showing the veins in my cock pulsing when I was blowing my load. The vein in my wife’s temple was also swollen and throbbing as she looked strained and was frowning heavily.

“Oh that’s perfect darling.”

“Mmm I think so too Prescott, I really love doing it now.”

While Red cooked dinner I went back to the garden shed and installed the microphone securely. I also called into Red’s playroom and cleaned the Sybian after she had ridden it just before I got home.

We cuddled watching TV after dinner but ended up ignoring the program and talked.

“Okay so the guys watched Dominic kissing you and he didn’t do anything about it?”

“No I think he enjoyed it, kind of showing off as the alpha male like he always does. Plus he was feeling me up. And down as well,” my wife told me. “I think he was getting even more demanding because I wasn’t resisting as much – like we talked about.”

“Right.” I swallowed. Had I said she wasn’t to resist the guy? I didn’t remember saying that exactly but I let that go. “So he felt your tits and what – squeezed your butt, or more than that?”

“Um more than that,” my wife said grimacing. “It’s so hard to say no to the guy though, Prescott. He was kissing me so deeply and I was just swooning and suddenly he had his finger in me.”

I swallowed hard again. “He fingered you?”

“Yes and he did it while the guys were watching, and it was so exciting!”

“Oh hell darling, I should be angry about this. I shouldn’t be allowing any of this.”

“I know but it’s such a turn on, isn’t it? It’s the same for you as it is for me, isn’t it Prescott? You’ve been so much more demanding yourself and I can’t keep out of my playroom riding my toys every day!”

“Yes darling to be completely open here, I can’t get the idea of you doing the glory hole out of my mind. But not for Dominic! If it was just the young guys, I’ve been thinking about it non-stop and I think I’d be okay with you doing it if you wanted to?”

“Yes I do want to Prescott. I see them all out there working and I imagine their balls all full of cum from spying on me through my windows. Mmm I’d love to suck it all out for them.”

“Oh damn it darling. You would? Are you sure?”

“Uh huh, especially if I knew you were watching from work. And then we could watch it together anytime we felt like being sexy. I’d much rather you watch me do it than those look-alike girls you’ve found on the internet.”

“Oh me too darling. I’d much prefer it was really you!”

We kissed. My wife straddled me and we kissed passionately while she squirmed on my amazingly responsive cock. I couldn’t believe I was hard again.

“So I have an idea Prescott. I have an idea to make sure Dominic doesn’t try to get involved in the naughty home porno we want to make.”

“Oh yeah, and how is that darling? Is it the same way I’m thinking?”

“Umm, don’t know! You tell me first?” my wife teased into another kiss.

“I’m thinking if he’s already had a release,” I admitted. It was the obvious step forward here. I’m sure I’d been expecting it. Either dreading it happening or somewhere between there and resigning myself to the inevitability. I wasn’t sure I was over that line and actually wanting it to happen.

“Mmm yes I agree it’s the best way to calm a man down and keep him under control,” my wife said. “But how do you see me giving him a release Prescott?”

I swallowed. “Well as you say, he’s too big for your mouth.”

Red blushed, nodded a little. “And?”

“And um…” I took a breath. “I doubt he’d be overly satisfied with hand.”

Red mmmed her lips and shook her head again. “Probably not very satisfied.”

“And it’s not like it’s never happened before, right?”

My wife smiled a little now.

“And it’s probably what he’s had in mind all along, demanding to be allowed inside the house the way he did.”

“Mmm probably,” Red uttered grimacing again. “Plus I should be okay right now. My period is due soon. There would be only a tiny risk of him getting me pregnant.”

“Oh right.” I nodded and swallowed hard again. “So you wouldn’t prefer he used a condom, darling? You don’t think we should insist?”

“Um…” My wife stroked down my chest, her head lowered then lifted as she peered at me. “I’d much rather he didn’t use one, Prescott. I’d prefer it if you let him cum inside me.” She plucked at my shirt button. “Wouldn’t you want that too? For me to be full of his sperm?”

“Oh darling!” I groaned and almost ejaculated right then and there. “Are you sure about your timing though? You’re sure the risk is low right now?”

“Uh huh I’ve been thinking about it and I worked out when my last period was, and counting from there, I should be fine.”

“Right. Oh god I can’t believe we’re even thinking this darling. I can’t believe I’m agreeing to it. I thought I would probably have to turn a blind eye and just not ask you if it happened, but it’s hard not to ask. It’s probably better to agree to it rather than just accept it having happened.”

“Uh huh I agree Prescott. It has nearly happened a few times so far and I’m relieved we’re talking about it and I don’t have to feel guilty for being unable to resist the guy.”

“Yes I see that now darling. It’s better this way. I think he dominates us both equally. Both you and me.”

“Yes I know that’s definitely true, Prescott. If Dominic wants to fuck me that’s up to him to decide. It probably always has been and we’re just lucky he hasn’t acted on it before now.”

“Yes exactly. And now with this loan I’ve needed from him he’s decided to act on his desire for you. Hell I can’t even say I blame the man. For all his overt looks and obvious perving of you he hasn’t made a move, has he? Not until I approach him with a deal and invite him to make a move!”


Red

After a sleepless night trying to keep my hand out of my panties I waited anxiously for a chance to talk with Dominic that next day. I so wanted to be fucked by him now. My husband had gone to work this morning without recanting any of his permissions. Not as related to me sucking off the tradie guys, or to me grabbing Dominic’s cock and rubbing it against my needy tingling pussy the way I was imagining.

They were busy first thing because a concrete truck had arrived. They all pitched in and quickly levelled it out and smoothed it over. When it was done Dominic came in and approached me where I’d backed against my kitchen sink smiling my head off.

“Ah, we were wondering what you were wearing,” he said smiling back at me, then down at me as he approached close. “What’ve you got on under that?”

“I don’t know,” I lied. I was wearing one of my breezy frocks again. It was short and I had nothing at all on under it.

“Sorry I’ve been busy this morning. I would have come and seen you earlier,” he said, his voice deep and smooth, sending me weak at the knees as his warm breath brushed my ear.

I parted my lips for him. He kissed me.

“What have you been up to in here?” he asked. “Have you been watching us?”

I nodded. “Uh huh, I’ve been thinking about what you asked yesterday.”

“Oh yeah?” He kissed me again, making tingles surge all through me. “What did I ask you Red? What’ve you been thinking?” he asked into another kiss.

“About the glory hole down in my garden shed and the guys out there,” I confessed. “I’m thinking I’d like to try it with them.”

“Oh yeah, you’ll blow them all will you?”

“Mmm I’d like to try to. But I need you to help me. I need you to ask them and make sure they don’t try to do anything else with me.”

Dominic broke off kissing me. “Show me,” he said.

I lifted my frock up to my neck, showing what I was offering him today.

“Nice,” he said deep and smooth again, and he felt between my legs. “And wet too eh!”

“Uh huh, you can have full sex with me today if you want, Dominic.”

“I was going to anyway,” he said into another kiss as a voice piped up behind me.

“Err excuse me boss?”

Hal was suddenly there in the doorway.

“Sorry, the concrete supplier wants to know if he should bring the rest this afternoon or tomorrow morning.”

I had quickly pulled my frock back down and was blushing wildly. Dominic looked from his arrogant right-hand man to me. “Yeah tomorrow morning for the rest of the concrete, but just a minute!”

“Yeah boss?”

“Just hang around for a sec,” Dominic instructed. “Is the driver still here?”

“Na his depot rang, I have to call them back.”

“Oh okay good, just um…” Dominic squeezed my shoulders, presenting me forward. “Show him eh? Lift up your dress again?” he whispered to me.

“But um..!” I tried to hide my face against Dominic’s neck. I had hold of the hem of my frock holding resolutely down.

“She’s going to suck you off at lunchtime man. You and the others. Down there at her glory hole.”

“Oh fuck yeah!” Hal groaned. “Seriously?”

I looked at him. “Yes but that’s all though. Just with my mouth.”

“Awesome!” The guy was smiling broadly. “Can I go next after him when you do it?”

Dominic chuckled. “Na man, you’ll be right to go first. I’m going to be getting looked after beforehand.”

“Haha I’ll bet.”

Hal had approached close in front of me. He tilted his head to one side and looked down my body. I lifted my frock for him, up to my belly first letting him look at my pussy, then I lifted it up to my neck and showed him my tits too.

“Yeah that’s better baby. Let him have a look. Just Hal yeah, not the other boys.”

“Mmm okay then,” I agreed and sucked in a breath as the young guy felt one of my tits.

“Yeah that’s good, just let him have a bit of a feel. Just my main man Hal.”

“Uh huh huh,” I uttered raggedly, my body convulsing a little as the young tradie cupped and felt both of my tits, squeezing them fully and thumbing over my aching nipples.

“Alright man, you’re in charge of these other three when you’re lining up for headjobs. You have them ready at midday.” Dominic checked his watch. “Right on midday and that gives you five minutes each and still time to have your lunch after.”

“Yeah sure, five minutes each,” Hal echoed. “You’ve got it boss.”

“Okay good, and now give her a little kiss. Get her mouth warmed up,” the older man instructed his apprentice. Hal obeyed and kissed me, pressing firmly to my closed lips. “That’s good and give her some tongue. She loves that,” Dominic went on, and I opened and accepted this younger man probing and forcing his tongue in whilst he continued massaging my tits.

I was lifted by both men and laid on my kitchen counter. Hal was still kissing me and feeling me up. I couldn’t see what Dominic was doing but my legs were bent up and spread, and suddenly there was a whiskery face between my thighs and a mouth covering my pussy.

Ohmygod. Oh.my.god…

I reached back and held onto my tap. Hal had left off kissing my mouth and was sucking my tits.

“Alright fuck off now,” Dominic commanded. “Twenty minutes, get your crew lined up down there in the garden shed.”

Hal stood gulping and wiping his mouth on his wrist, his other hand holding his erection to one side in his shorts. “Sure thing boss. Twen’y minutes,” he echoed and backed away and out the door.

“Alright Red, you’ve been teasing the fuck out of me all week. I’m just going to empty my nuts in you this time and I’ll fuck you nice after you fix up the boys.”

“Um okay but please be careful. You’re too big for me, don’t forget.”

“I know. You’re fucking drippin’ but I’ll go slow,” the man said. He had his pants down and was fisting his huge cock, slapping me with the head and working it into me. “Want me to pull out?” he asked flatly.

I shook my head biting my lip.

He smirked. “Prescott’s had the snip hasn’t he? You wouldn’t be on any contraceptive?”

“Uh huh huh no I’m not,” I said as he entered me and inserted about as deep as my husband ever can. “Mmm that’s so huge Dominic!”

He started fucking me, slowly rocking back and forth, inching deeper into me and hurting slightly but not too much. I was bracing against the pressure letting him force it as he needed to. It was so hard to take all of him but I’d been thinking about this and I wanted to try.

“Yeah that’s good Red, nearly there.”

“Uh huh it’s nice when you’re gentle like this. I can feel it so deep but it’s nice when you go in slow like this.”

“Yeah slow fills my balls nice and full too. It’s been over a week. I’ve been saving up for you, baby.”

“Mmm lucky me.”

“Haha you’re gonna be in a few minutes. You’re so fucking tight and hot in deep. You sure you don’t want me to pull out?” He rubbed up my belly with his huge hand. “Do you want it all the way inside?”

“Uh huh as deep as you can please?” I asked excitedly. “I want sperm in my womb if I’m going to let you again like this Dominic. Yours is the last sperm I’ve had inside me and it’s been too long.”

“Ooh yeah,” the man snarled now, thumping against my butt. He picked me up and carried me to my daybed and lay down over me. “Yeah that’s it, deeper now,” he groaned and settled into rhythm thrusting and thumping against me while I clung to him and orgasmed first. The man not my husband supported himself on an elbow and used the other hand to manipulate my body, lifting me up to meet his thrusts into me.

“Oh fuck there it is!” he growled and slammed hard against me, holding firm while his horse cock throbbed. “Yeah fucking needed that baby!”

“Uh huh,” I breathed against his neck. I kept my butt up and my pussy squished as hard as I could over the base of his shaft. The head must have been so incredibly deep inside me and I wiggled excitedly on the feel of it, hoping he was enjoying getting off in me. After all the times I’ve used big dildos and my machines over the past 10 years, I just hoped I was still a good fuck for him.

“Mmm, that better?” I asked and wiggled some more, still split over the absolute base of his cock. “Do you like being in my married belly you bad man!”

He pulled back and thrust. “I liked pumping all that live sperm in your married belly, Red.”

“Uh huh I’m glad you enjoyed that Dominic… I’m not saying I want you to get me pregnant.”

He smiled and kissed me. “Wouldn’t bother me Red. I wouldn’t mind knockin’ you up, gorgeous woman like you.”

I blushed and bit my smile. The man resumed moving in me.

“You ready to suck these boys off?”

I nodded. “Okay.”


Prescott

I had heard a text message beep on my phone five minutes ago but was too busy to check it. When I finally finished dealing with the call, I found a text from my wife.

Red: Dominic is taking me to do the glory hole now. Better turn on the camera feed if you want to watch xxx

My heart sank. Dominic was taking her to do it! I nodded to my personal assistant and she closed my office door. I opened the app and got the feed up, my hands shaking as I put the buds in my ears. My world suddenly slowed down as I couldn’t get the vision up quick enough.

Red was on her knees on the floor with a cock in her mouth. Fuck!

From the wide shot camera I could see the shower stall door ajar and a tattooed arm. Dominic was inside the stall watching. Fuck!

I stared mesmerised as my beautiful wife stroked and bobbed her head on whoever’s cock this was. Then there was a loud knock on the wall and she was suddenly still and I could hear a male voice groan satisfaction.

I watched Red swallow the guy’s cum and smile up at Dominic.

He stroked her hair, remaining out of shot otherwise.

That young tradie Hal walked past the door and another stiff cock poked through the glory hole.

Red took hold of it, tugging a few times then kissing the head before sucking it into her pretty mouth.

I switched to the close-up feed and watched her eyes closed and her cheek being distorted by the cock poking on the inside. I watched mesmerised again until there was another loud knock on the wall and Red looked at the camera whilst the cock in her mouth pulsated. She held it softly in her lips until it stopped then she closed her eyes and resumed sucking it while her slender neck gulped, a little hum of pleasure escaped her throat.

I was fully erect myself as I watched her suck off the third of these young tradies. This time it was a short stubby penis and the boy didn’t last more than a minute before Red was accepting his cum in her mouth and swallowing it down as easily as any of her look-alike glory hole models I have in my Favourites list and watch all the time in my office at home.

I was relieved to see Dominic edge into view once, with his pants on and done up. I wondered if he had fucked my wife yet. He was stroking her hair quite affectionately again between blowjobs. That third young Tradie had withdrawn his spent member from the glory hole and I was a little taken aback to see Red’s young step-brother Spencer walk past the slightly open door and into the stall on the other side of the wall.

I kind of expected he wouldn’t be involved, that perhaps they sent him on an errand or something to get him out of the way. “Ah fuck,” I groaned out loud and had to squeeze against a throb of my own cock when I saw what must have been his stiff dick poke its way through the glory hole.


Spencer

I had to stay quiet. Aw fuck, aw fuck was going through my head as my step-sister sucked my cock. She was doing it just like she had for Hal and Wally and then Chan. I’d watched through the crack in the door and seen her take their loads and swallow them.

I was pressed to the wall, my face planted against it and my junk as far through the hole as I could reach. My step-sis was humming like she was really enjoying this and she was about to get a mouthful of my spunk. I’d been hard for ages and stroking through my pants while I watched the others. My nuts were fucking full as!

“Aw shit, aw fuck Red,” I cried and remembered to bang on the wall.

My load erupted and everyone cheered. I could feel the suction of my step-sister’s mouth and I felt it when she swallowed.

Aw fuck she just swallowed my spunk. My step-sister sucked my dick and ate my fucking goo like she loved it.


Red

I touched Dominic’s cock, squeezing the shaft through his shorts and caressing the head. “I need you to fuck me again,” I explained. “I just really need you to... please?”

He nodded and expelled the breath he had sucked in. “Fuck yeah you got it baby.”

I pulled him along and into my room. I couldn’t get my eyes off the bulge of his cock in his tradie pants. It was so huge and it was incredibly stiff already. I just hoped he wasn’t too primed and would give it to me good and long this time. It had been four hours since before lunch and before I sucked off the boys. I’d been watching Dominic work all afternoon and was so excited for this now.

I had both his hands pulling him along as I knelt then scooted back on the bed. He dropped his tool belt and took his pants off, his cock pointing at me and bouncing each time it throbbed.

“Come on please!” I said, opening my legs. 

He climbed over me. I didn’t need him to, but he took my lips and deepened a kiss as he moved fully on top of me, rubbing up the side of one of my legs and lifting the skirt of my dress out of our way.

I pushed my hand between us and claimed his cock. It flexed so hard in my grip, the spongy dome broad as I positioned it against my slick pussy.

The man thrust and filled me. “Ahh huhh..” I moaned at the incredible relief in that feeling, the soothing of a deep seeded ache.

“Ooh fuck yeah,” he growled into my ear and thumped into me again.

“Mmm that’s so huge, so thick and deep.”

He took my lips again. He was humping me slow and nice. “I can’t believe how hard I am again. I so fucking needed this today.”

“Mmm me too. Ahh, huhh..hh, that’s so amazing. Just slow like that, you’re going to make me cum. Aah…”

“Yeah, like that?” the man kept fucking me slow and deep, measuring strokes in and out.

I had my legs spread as wide as I could and hooked my heels around the back of his thighs. I braced as my orgasm fired through me. He must have felt me because he surged and held firmly up me, letting me grind my clit against the thick base of his cock.

“Uh huh, that’s so nice and deep like that,” I breathed into his neck, and I kissed his skin then sucked on it as I looked at the open door and saw my husband watching.

I stared at Prescott whilst our alpha neighbour resumed moving inside me. I kissed my way to his shoulder and bit on it while my orgasm reignited and my internal walls squeezed and sucked on his pistoning shaft. I could feel him nudging my cervix, he was surging so deep – my legs completely splayed open to give him the deepest possible access.

I couldn’t form a rational thought but I was spreading my legs out of the way to offer him access to my womb.

He was grunting and spearing into me now. He was humping and wildly grinding against my split open gash. I gripped his flexing butt and clamped myself to him. “Nyyaaa! Nyaa..hhaaa!” he cried out and ploughed in deep and held firm again.

I could feel his cock throbbing so powerfully. “Oh fuck that’s good,” he growled into my hair as he held my neck, resting on his elbow to give himself leverage for his pumped-up body.

I had relaxed on his cock and it was still flexing and throbbing inside me. It seemed to be going on for such a long time.

“Oh fuck that’s so amazing,” he said, kissing my temple and then forehead. “I can feel you sucking on me and I’m still blowing,” he breathed, and kissed my eyes.

He was right, my orgasm peaked again. The throbbing I could feel was both of us. The ache of need deep in my belly was dissipating and warming my entire body with satisfaction now.

The man relaxed on me, still up on his elbow but covering the bottom half of me with his substantial weight. We were both still throbbing inside of me. “Are you still ejaculating?” I asked softly.

“I’m not sure. I think it’s just the aftermath. I’m still so fucking hard though.”

“Uh huh, I can feel that. Still so deep – it feels nice.”

“Ha, think I’ve made a bit of a mess of you. Sorry!”

“Um I know, I can feel that too. It’s okay though, I don’t mind.”

He pulled back and I held his hips as he slid back into me. I arched up off the bed and impaled myself as he surged deep into me again. “Mmm, don’t stop,” I said and met the eyes of my husband who seemed to be rubbing himself down below now.

“Yeah?”

“Uh huh, you can fuck me again if you want. You can fuck me all night.”

“Alright, let me spoon you baby. Feels like I’m smothering you, you’re so fucking tiny. Let me have you from behind for a while.”

“Uh huh.” I turned as the man lifted from me. I kept hold of his cock, and when he lay on his side, I scooted down and licked the taste of semen from his shaft and nuzzled and kissed his balls. He tasted so strong, and the taboo scent of him thrilled me.

I scooted up the bed and wiggled back against him. I was so wet and open. “Uhh..hhh…” I moaned in pleasure as he filled me again. “Mmm please fuck me more,” I pleaded and arched my back, presenting myself for him.

He crushed me to him and squeezed my tit as he thumped me into the bed. I reached back and held his head at my shoulder while frigging my clit with my other hand, mashing it against the feel of his shaft searing in and out of me. “Uhh..hhh.hhh…” I cried out as I had another orgasm, and kept my body arched while it thumped through me, the man at my back continuing to fuck me deep and hard.

He quickly rolled me onto my stomach. I kept my hips flared for him as best I could then he grabbed a pillow and stuffed it under me. He fucked me for ages. I silently screamed into a pillow while he took his time and took his pleasure inside my split open vagina. It seemed like forever before he finally roared like a huge bear and ploughed into me to hold firm.

His cock throbbed powerfully again. My orgasm was back. I seemed to reach another level of mind-blowing pleasure making my brain feel like it was exploding too. My inner walls were clamped around his shaft sucking on him. He wound my sweaty hair around his fist and held it aside as he kissed the back of my neck. His cock was still throbbing. “Ooh that’s so fucking good,” he groaned. I just smiled at my man still watching there around the edge of the half-closed bedroom door.

Dominic turned and looked back at Prescott as well. “Thanks man, your wife’s a better ride than your Monaro eh!”


Epilogue

Red

I had an anxious wait over the next week until my period finally came a few days late. I leant against the door frame watching the pool man filling my pool. He’s hot, but I’m not going to start flashing him right away. There was some old painter dude who came four times to stain then re-stain my new deck. My young step-brother Spencer kept finding excuses to come around, but I wasn’t giving him any more sex and made him swear to keep what I’d already done for him a secret.

And as for Dominic, he sold my husband back our red Monaro and hasn’t tried to fuck me again.

Which is a good thing because Prescott keeps dragging me to my playroom and making me ride my toys while he watches. He has humped me senseless afterwards every night since he watched Dominic fucking me on our bed that one time he snuck home early from work. Oh, and sometimes we go and use the glory hole, just for fun.

** The end **


Aphrodisiac: Wellspring Season 2

Prologue

WELLSPRING is a whistle-stop village in the mountains traversed by Route 36. There are a number of small businesses for your convenience – fuel, snacks, takeaways, an antiques store and café, a traditional pub that is the social hub for locals, and a 5-room guest house for travellers not wanting to push on to bigger towns and the major highway. Route 36 is a link road – a picturesque short cut if you don’t mind a bit of steep, windy travel.

Yes, Wellspring is a nondescript little village on a goat-track backroad, with nothing much going for it if you just cruise on through and don’t stop to smell the roses. Well, not so much smelling the roses as tasting the natural spring water. And not so much tasting the spring water as partaking of it.

You see, it isn’t something the locals advertise, but if you looked closely at them – even did a survey – you’d see that they all look remarkably young for their age. Men and women of 80 look 60. Those in their 50s are as fit and vibrant as the average 30-year-old. A local man in his 30s, if he’s been drinking from the spring – well, it’s a good thing the mineral properties in the water have a complimentary effect on women, because he will be seriously up for it all night.

Yes, by all means pull over and book into the Wellspring Valley Inn if you’re passing through one night and feeling a little driver fatigue. But be sure to read the label on the blue glass water bottle in the fridge.

WARNING: This local spring water, though possessing excellent wellness and refreshing qualities, is known to have a physical and mind-altering effect on certain people. Management recommend indulgence with caution, particularly women.


Virgin girlfriend Hope

Hope

“Wait Adrian! Stop it I said!”

I squirmed from my boyfriend’s groping grasp. He’s so impatient these days. I was backed up against the arm of the lounge holding both of his wrists.

“It isn’t even nice when you’re being rough like that. I’d let you more often if you were more gentle.”

“Sorry babe, I can’t help it sometimes. You’re drivin’ me crazy.”

“Oh I’m driving you crazy am I?” I glared defiantly. “Are you sure it’s not your dirty thoughts driving you that way?”

“They’re not dirty. They’re clean thoughts. Clean and pure,” my boyfriend said as he tugged at my dress to pull me close again. “Just let me have one little feel hey? Just one little look?”

I rolled my eyes at him but didn’t push away for a moment. He cupped my boob through my dress and squeezed more gently this time. I couldn’t help how that made me feel but I wasn’t giving in. He used his thumb to make my nipple hard. I held my breath as he craned his neck forward, hooking open the top of my dress with a finger and having a nosey. He wiggled his finger down further and hooked it into my bra cup. Darn this stretchy dress...

He tugged my bra open and looked down it too.

“Um Adrian!” I scolded but my voice faltered. I clutched his wrist again but deliberately waited a few seconds before denying him and pushed at him harder.

I knew it was naughty but I enjoyed letting my boyfriend look at my boobs. They were only small and nothing to look at compared to some of my girlfriend’s boobs. It was thrilling to get the attention, and I loved how crazy it made Adrian. Even if I always told him not to be silly. And it’s been a whole year now since we started going out.

There’s another guy at the Community Centre where I volunteer, a cleaner, who walked in on me changing my shirt and bra behind a screen in the office the other day. He caught me completely topless. I was the one in the wrong though, I shouldn’t have been getting changed there. But I was in a hurry and it’s an awful long walk to the toilets.

He’s an older man, the cleaner. It was dark outside and the window I faced acted like a mirror. I’m not sure how long he watched for. I didn’t notice him until he tilted his head, but he was already standing there in the open doorway and could have been there the whole time I had my top and bra off.

I turned and covered up the instant I noticed him, but he left and never said anything and I haven’t bumped into him since. And I’ll be petrified when I do see him next, but I do like to masturbate in bed at night. I was very excited doing it last night.

My boyfriend was kissing me now. I had my hand to my chest, keeping him from getting any more ideas for the moment. Yes we’ve been going together for a year, but he hasn’t asked me anything yet, and I don’t want to let him get too carried away until he does. Or actually until he marries me.  It’s going to have to be a short engagement because I can’t wait to try having sex either!

“I’m gonna miss you so much tomorrow, babe. I wish I didn’t have to work.”

“I know me too. It’s going to be painful doing a whole road trip with your stupid brother.”

“I know, right. What’s this shortcut you found? I couldn’t find it on the map.”

I opened Maps on my phone and showed my boyfriend a small mountain road that cut a good hour off the trip. The navigator had highlighted it. “See, it says it’s sealed so it must be okay.”

“Oh right. It looks windy, babe, and there’s a couple of hairpin bends. Are you sure it’ll be faster?”

“Yes and there’s a guesthouse halfway where I fluked a booking, but I’m saving on costs coz I’ll make Lyle sleep on the couch, if there is one. I’m not paying for two rooms.”

“No definitely! They often have fold-up beds too, they might be able to supply one of those.”

I nodded, distracted as I looked at the small town expanded on my tablet. “Wellspring! I love the name, Adrian. I’ve got a really good feeling about it. Look at that incredible garden next to the guest house. It looks so amazing. I know photos always make a place look better but even in real life it’d be lovely, I reckon.” I was swiping through the pictures. It looked like an historic little village with some gorgeous sandstone cottages and an avenue of trees shading the main street. I’d had a look before and couldn’t wait to see the place in real life, especially since it was spring and all the flowers would be blossoming.

“Um, Adrian?” My boyfriend had slipped onto the floor and was kissing and nuzzling my bare legs. It had been hot lately and I was wearing a short summer dress today. Adrian always has stubble and he was caressing my inner thighs with his face. He was exciting me and had distracted me from what I was looking at. “Adrian.” I protested and pushed against the top of his head as he nuzzled a bit too deep between my thighs now. “Adrian!” I scolded more forcefully.

“Aw babe sorry! You’re just driving me so crazy when there’s no reason we can’t do stuff. We’re both adults and there’s no one home.”

“Adrian no!” I cried and glared as I had to squirm away from him again. “I know you think it’s silly, but I want to wait. I want it to be special okay?” I softened my tone. “I’m sorry, I really want to as well, but I want our first night together to be special and I don’t want to spoil that.”

My boyfriend sat back resting on his hands. He swallowed and took a few big breaths. He nodded. “I know babe. Really… sorry! I actually made this reservation for when you get back, for Friday night and it’s formal dress, okay. Will you go out with me?”

A surge of tingles filled me. “Go out where?” I asked excitedly. “Yes of course. But where?”

“It’s a surprise where exactly. But there’s something I want to ask you, so I’ll be hoping you want to say yes.”

My eyes lit up with my smile. “Really? Finally!”

“Yeah well, enough of this waiting. I want you and I’m over just kissing and that.”

“Oh Adrian so am I. I seriously want to do stuff as much as you do! You can ask what you want to ask right now and I’ll say yes.” I was waggling my left ring finger.

“Yeah, na. I’ve got to pick something up from the jewellers tomorrow. Think I’ll wait till I’ve got that.”

“Ohmygod, ohmygod!” I cried gleefully and tackled my boyfriend back onto the loungeroom floor trying to kiss him to death.


Lyle

I rubbed at the back of my head. I couldn’t believe how short my hair was still. Grandma had given me a fucking buzz cut when I got here a month ago. I haven’t had a cut like that since I dropped out of the Army Cadets.

I was 25 and had to stop fucking up soon. I’d been getting into trouble, was lucky to get away with a good behaviour bond and skip prison time for my part in busting up a bar. I was high as fuck at the time and not thinkin’. Me and a bunch of mates got into a fight with these other dudes and apart from trashin’ the place, this one bouncer dude ended up in hospital and nearly died. Which was nothing to do with me personally, but I was there and everyone got charged and had to front up in court. Plus I’d had a few other offences, so not great really. And yeah, lucky to keep out of prison this time. A couple of my mates weren’t so lucky.

My Nan’s the responsible adult I had to stay with as part of my bond conditions, lives in this little hick town four hours’ drive from the city. I’d been takin’ my mind off that hot little barmaid by using Nan’s backyard as a gym, getting hot and bothered back there every day for a few hours. Her clothesline made a good pull-up bar, the garden bench was my step-up platform and her concrete garden gnomes made excellent dumbbells! There’s this one little dude that had a ‘fuck-you’ smirk on his face that made me pump faster so I didn’t see it haha. And Nan had a pink skipping rope she pulled out of her Shed of Goodies (seriously, you ask for somethin’ she’s bound to have it stored in some 100-year-old frickin’ metal cupboards). Anyhoo, if no one saw me usin’ a pink fucking skippin’ rope then all good. 

Then this other problem I had was my licence was suspended. So of course I couldn’t drive. And here I was waitin’ for my brother’s girlfriend to come get me. Hope was catching a flight up here after work, so she’d be here soon. She was getting an Uber from the airfield, meetin’ me at Nan’s then we’d jump into my work truck and start headin’ home. Hope said she wanted to grab a room for the night though and do the rest of the drive first thing tomorrow. She wanted to make it back in time for work.

It was pretty fucked up, puttin’ me bro’s girlfriend through shit on a week night. I felt like a bit of a loser but she reckoned she didn’t mind.

I had my bag packed and sat waitin’ on the front porch in an old wooden rocker watchin’ the driveway like a hawk. I love my Nan but jeez, I’d had about enough being straightened out by her, her and her regular lectures. Back in my day… faaaark…

This wasn’t my first time in family rehab. Nan’s a tough old chook and has always scared the shit out of me. I knew why Hope insisted on pickin’ me up on a weeknight, so she had an excuse not to hang around haha. Being only a girlfriend she’s not related to my Nan, and I can see how pleased she is about that hahaha.

Na, Hope’s always avoided comin’ here, I’ve noticed. I had to, or my old man was gonna boot me out of the fuckin’ basement haha.

Probably would’ve been easier just goin’ to prison.

Oh thank fuck, Hope’s Uber finally turned into the driveway.

“Okay Nan, thanks for puttin’ me up again! Hope’s runnin’ pretty late, she probs won’t be able to stay.”

“Oh rubbish. There’s always time for a cup of tea,” my grandmother shot back, and she followed me out and greeted my brother’s girlfriend as she got out of her car.

I strode up to her. “Hey Hope, good to see ya,” I said and gave her a hug.

I waved her off to go have tea and fruitcake with my Nan and waited outside and had a smoke, last chance before the drive.

Hope was back in fifteen minutes fighting off my grandmother, telling her she had to rush. I was waiting with the car door open. We got in and took off.

“Whew, thanks for this Hopey. I was going fuckin’ nuts.”

Hope glared.

“Er sorry, but you know..!”

Oops. She doesn’t like anyone swearing around her. Always pulls me up on it.

“So where’s Adrian? I figured he’d be up for the drive.”

“He’s working long enough hours already this week. It’s just me, I’m afraid.”

I smiled, flashed a glance over the girl. “Lookin’ good too. What ya been up to?”

A huge smile suddenly spread across her gorgeous face. “Nothing… yet!”

“Oh yeah?”

She nodded. “I think Adrian’s going to propose.”

I nodded too. “Sweet.” I forced a smile.

“Oh don’t be like that, he’s great!” the chick scolded.

“Yeah but he’s a bit fuckin… er, I mean he’s a bit square, isn’t he?”

“No squarer than me!”

“Ooh I dunno about that, Hopey. You’ve got that wild streak I can see that no one else can. Don’t forget about that.”

“Oh I have not. Don’t be silly.” I got glared at sideways. “You’re the one with the wild streak and look where it got you. Four weeks at your grandmother’s house!”

“Haha yeah you got that right. Can we go faster – get me the flock away from here!”

We were out of town and passed the 100kph speed limit sign. Hope leant on the gas and my truck gradually built up under the weight of all my tools on the back. I was probably stretching the axle limit with my huge toolboxes and my compressor and shit all bolted on.

I had a job to get back to, another part of my bond conditions. It was an opportunity I’d been waiting for and it suddenly came up, hence the need for an urgent trip home. I had a mate who was gonna drive me round for the next few months but he was already on the building site and couldn’t get away to come get me unfortunately.

Although I didn’t mind the prospect of a long country drive with me bro’s girlfriend. Hope was hot as fuck. And pretty. She had on a short dress that was kind of breezy so I took a tour from her bare thighs to the top of her dress that was gaping enough for me to see her cute black bra.

A black bra huh? Interesting!

“What?” she challenged, blushing across at me.

“Er… nuttin.”

I’d been busted perving. I turned my head away till I could wipe the smile off my dial.

“You just behave yourself!” the chick scolded.

I chuckled. “Sorry. You look fuckin’ good though,” I said and took another quick tour of her body.

She glared.

“Oh. Right. Yeah sorry. I mean ‘you look flocking good’.”

She giggled and shook her pretty head. “I do not. I just look normal.”

I nodded and shrugged a little. “Exactly Hopey. You always look good.”

I’d said that matter-of-fact coz it was true.

“Well thank you, Lyle. It’s nice of you to say.”

I met her eyes and her little pink-cheek blush. I resisted the urge to have another glance down at her cleavage and bare legs. Her blush intensified like she was reading my mind.

I’ve always behaved myself with my brother’s girlfriends. Hope’s only the second one he’s had but, and I wasn’t surprised he was gonna try to marry her, ‘though I thought they both needed to live a little first.

I had let that thought pass and was resting back with my eyes closed when Hope brought it up again.

“So what do you mean you can see a bad streak in me?” she asked.

I cocked an eyebrow. “Did I say bad?”

“Or wild. You said I have a wild streak that only you can see.”

“Oh yeah definitely. I reckon you’d go off if you partied around a bit. You’d be fun, I reckon. And you’d have a great time and get it out of your system instead of always having to wonder.”

My brother’s ultra-conservative girlfriend frowned across at me, but there was a question, a bit of doubt.

“What will I always have to wonder? What exactly are you talking about?”

I shrugged, can’t help being frank and honest. And why not: “Sex basically,” I told her.

“Sex?” I was getting frowned at some more. “And you would like to help me out with that, would you?”

“Well haha, na, not me personally. You’re with my little bro so I’m not interested. But I could take you to a party or two, introduce you to some mates.”

The chick’s mouth dropped open, her eyes widened too as she looked straight ahead at the road and didn’t respond for a long moment.

“Huh, I don’t know whether to be more offended by you wanting to introduce me to your mates or the fact you’re not interested in teaching me about sex yourself.”

She turned her head and challenged me with this unfathomable little stare then turned back to the road.

“Why exactly are you not interested in me, Lyle? I mean it’s fair enough that you’re not, but what’s wrong with me, that you wouldn’t be interested?”

“There’s nothin’ wrong with you at all Hope. If you weren’t with my bro you’d be in all sorts of trouble sitting there driving my truck in that cute little dress and black lacy bra.”

She frowned some more, tugged at her dress on her shoulder and covered her bra strap.

She glanced at me again. “I still don’t know whether to be offended or not.”

I smiled. “Don’t be Hopey. You’re hot as flock and I love my brother. I reckon you both should knock around a bit before you get married. Experience some life. That’s all I’m saying.” I added a shrug. “Though it’s none of my business and I’m a hundred percent behind you guys doing whatever you want.”

The chick took that in and drove on for another little while before speaking.

“Okay, so you’d like to have your friends teach me about sex so I won’t have to feel like I missed out on something later. And you wouldn’t imagine teaching me yourself because I’m with your brother. Is that about the size of it?”

I chuckled. This chick is always analysing shit and trying to lay it out. I should have kept my mouth shut.

I looked at her. She did a double take from the road.

“Look Hope, that all sounds too complicated and talk is always pretty cheap.” I looked down and up her body. Shrugged. “If you weren’t with my brother I’d just show you what I mean.”

She turned back to the road, her eyes wide again, her mouth closed this time. She did a little swallow. “Well, just as well I am with Adrian then by the sound of it,” she said and bit her lip and teasing little grin.

I chuckled, folded my arms and joined her looking ahead at the road. “See what I mean. A hidden wild streak.”

Her head turned, her mouth open again.

I stayed shut up and just smiled to myself.

“Ooh you’re such a bad boy, Lyle!”

“Yeah, and you’re gonna be my little sister soon, so it’s my job to steer you straight on shit sometimes, ain’t it!”

There was a turn-off highlighted on the GPS. We slowed and looked at it dubiously. “This must be our short cut,” Hope suggested. She took the turn-off and the road immediately narrowed. “Oh I hope it’s going to be okay.”

I rested back in my seat and closed my eyes. “Don’t worry, my truck’s seen worse roads than this.”


Patrick Oldfield

I thumbed through the mail as I walked from the road up to my mother’s guesthouse. I was home for two weeks leave, enjoying a relaxing break from Army bootcamp. I’d just been promoted to drill sergeant.

One of the letters was from my base. I opened it as I sat on the veranda in my seat beside my mother’s rocking chair.

“Huh!” I grinned at my fitness test results, mandatory every year for continued enlistment in the Army of course. I handed the print-out to my mother who had cocked an eyebrow, showing an interest in what I’d been reading.

Maud Oldfield, my mum, was 80 and change now, and I’d turned 50 a couple of months back. I had passed my fitness test with ease as usual. It was scaled to suit my age but needn’t have been. I could easily keep up with the young guys from the outside world who turned up at boot camp.

The outside world was, of course, a world without Wellspring water, so no comparison really haha. My mother could have passed the fitness test the Army had put me through this year.

“It’s hardly fair though, son. They shouldn’t be comparing anyone from here.”

“Na it’s no matter Mum. It’s a simple pass or fail. The worst of it is some of the officers get overweight and have to go on diets. No one looks twice at my results or judges anyone else by them.”

My mother nodded as she knitted. I kicked back and put my feet up on the rail. There was a gang of roadworkers in town resealing the main street, I noticed. I watched them across the road. It was getting on 4pm and it seemed they were knocking off for the day. I wondered if they’d been allowed any of the spring water over at the pub where they were staying. There had been a town meeting about these roadworkers and other groups of men making it uncomfortable for the local ladies.

There was a teen girl walking by and the men all stopped and watched. One of the fuckwits whistled and got her to smile at them.

“So what happened at that meeting Mum, are these roadworkers on the water?”

My mother had put down her knitting and was checking on the beep that had just come from her knitting bag.

“Oh no, they’ve been banned. It’s only for residents and genuine guests nowadays,” she explained distractedly about the roadworkers as she tapped and scrolled through screens, having only just bought a phone and found an app to help run and advertise the business online. “Oh look, we have three guests booked in for tonight now! Be a sweetheart and go check the fridges for fresh spring water for your old ma, would you darling?”

“Sure Mum, will do.”

I took the crate of blue water bottles from the cellar where Mum kept our supply of the local Wellspring aphrodisiac. It works best kept chilled and served fresh from the spring. I checked the two ground floor rooms and the three upstairs, replacing all the bottles and returning the old and unused bottles of the magic potion to my mother for use on her roses.

A little later I was out pushing the old mower around when two cars pulled up, one after the other.

The first was a rather mis-matched couple. A distinguished looking gentleman about my age and his young wife, I presume it’s his wife. Daughter maybe?... Well, she would have been early to mid-thirties, a good fifteen years younger than him. She was attractive and slender while he was ugly as sin and had a paunch poking against his tight blue business shirt.

The second couple poking around Mum’s garden whilst waiting to check in were newly-weds. They had to be, judging by the way they were stopping midway through their stroll to kiss every third step’, haha. Jeez, young love… They looked like a cute, well-matched couple though, maybe early twenties? The girl had curly pretty blond hair and full lips. The boy was a fit-looking young guy, typical of the type I train to become soldiers.

I liked the look of the young couple. Best they stay in their room with the door locked if they partake of the Springwater…

An already fit young bloke can give his new wife a night she’ll never forget once he gets a dose of that aphrodisiac into his blood-filled member. And of course the way the natural potion affects the ladies will have that young thing on her back with her ankles wrapped around her wrists in no time. Hahaha…

I chuckled to myself as I imagined the possibilities. It’s hard not to indulge in making up some fun scenarios when you see these unbeknownst passers-by being set up by my Mum. She always warns them about the blue bottles of water in their bar fridge, but I think she undersells the potential danger quite deliberately and enjoys watching what the night unfolds.

I seriously hoped the young couple might stay in their room tonight, though. But I wouldn’t mind seeing the trophy wife stroll across to the pub leaving her old-man husband behind. That way I could set up on the veranda with the husband and we could watch her stroll back across from the pub with the road gang guys on her tail.

Yes that would be fun to see. Might go say hello to Mr Collar and Tie later, I mused as I mowed around my mother’s garden and the babbling little pond where the Wellspring water dripped from the mossy rocks. It’s only a drip, not even a trickle. Just enough to keep the townsfolk young and healthy and to offer as a treat for tourists so they’ll want to come back and give us their holiday business again.

Those two couples were settled in and dusk was falling when the third of Mum’s guests arrived in a tradie truck. That was another young couple. The guy tattooed and full of muscles, the girl way too innocent looking for him. He looked like a biker, she like she’d just come home from church in her pretty white sundress.

She checked in and spent a while with my mother who showed her around the garden and pond. The guy shouldered their bags upstairs and left her to go across to the pub, giving me a wave and nod as he passed. I saw Mum had brought the fold-up cot from the office, so I wondered what was going on there. Either this pair were at odds or not an actual couple at all.

It was all very interesting, the way they fitted into my scenario for the night. Perhaps Church-mouse might like to accompany Trophy-wife on a Wellspring-laced girls night out and help personally entertain Road-gang. Tatt-man could sit up on the veranda with me and Collar-and-tie, sipping beers and watch proceedings unfold. We should keep Romeo-and-Juliette barricaded in their room and force them to ravage each other.

“What ya thinking son?” my mother asked, sidling down beside me watching Church-mouse carry the fold-up bed up the stairs to the upper-level veranda and her room. “You got a bemused look in your eye.”

“I’m not thinking anything Mum. Just mulling over the possibilities with this lot.”

“Hmm, possibilities indeed. All three of the young ladies are keen to try our spring water, it seems.”

“Oh yeah? And you told them the effects?”

“Ah, ahuh, well, more or less,” my mother said, patting then squeezing my hand. “We wouldn’t want to spoil their nice surprise completely, would we? Three healthy young ladies and all!”


Hope

“Hi Adrian, it’s me. We got here okay.”

“Oh hi babe. Good. You made good time then.”

“Yeah the road wasn’t too bad. It was a bit windy but we got here before dark, so that was lucky.”

I unpacked as I chatted with my boyfriend. It sounded like he was still driving, probably stuck in traffic on the motorway I figured.

“No, Lyle has gone across the road to a pub. He’s going to bring us back something for dinner. A burger and chips or whatever. We’re not going anywhere. We’ll get an early night and be on the road at sunrise. I want to be home before eight.”

“Okay good, and how’s the room? Is there somewhere for Lyle to sleep?”

“Yes they gave us a fold-up bed. It will be fine. It’s a big room with an old leather couch that might be better anyway.”

“Okay great. Say hello to Lyle for me. I’d better go. It’s pouring down here and traffic’s crazy.”

“Okay bye Adrian. Love you!”

“Bye babe, love you too. Take care!”

I could see Lyle coming back with a bag of food. I quickly hid my change of underwear under my pillow and closed my bag. I hadn’t noticed yet but it was actually a waterbed. There was a wave and ripples when I picked up my bag.

I sat and tried to perch on the edge but lost balance and flopped back on the bed just as the door opened. I had to very quickly push the skirt of my dress down but I hadn’t been quick enough before my boyfriend’s brother’s eyes zeroed in on my bare thighs.

I can’t believe how rattled the guy had made me, about what he’d said earlier, showing me what he meant about sex if I wasn’t with Adrian.

I already knew this, because I’d thought about it before. But there’s no way I would have made it to my wedding day as a virgin if I’d met Lyle instead of Adrian. I couldn’t imagine a man like Lyle being prepared to wait or being able to talk him out of groping at me the way I have to with Adrian sometimes.

The way Lyle looks at me is bad enough. Imagine if he took hold of me!

Ohmygod stop it, Hope. Get your mind out of the gutter... I had to stop having thoughts like that.

Lyle had brought us fish and chips. We set ourselves up at a small round dining table overlooking the street and off to town in the distance. Lyle had brought two beers but I let him have them and made myself a cup of tea instead.

“Yeah it looks like a nice enough place,” Lyle was saying about the pub. “I bumped into the other two couples staying here tonight too. They were both going over for a meal, since the old lady recommended the place.”

“Yes, she said the food’s good. I don’t know, I guess we could have just gone over.”

I was blushing excitedly to myself. Lyle had just mentioned ‘the other two couples’ – like we were a couple!

Ohmygod stop it Hope...!

My boyfriend’s brother was sitting there in a t-shirt with his huge tattooed biceps flexing as he bent his arm to eat. I had my knees pressed together, my legs had gone all tingly, and terribly bad thoughts were swimming around in my head.

“What?” he challenged with a smile and looked at his arms.

I rolled my eyes away and tried to stop my blush. “Nothing!”

“Haha, ya wanna feel Hopey? There’s a couple of road crew over there at the pub that make me look like a runt.”

“Oh stop it, there is not!”

“Yeah there is. Bet they’d love a look at you too!”

“Oh don’t! Stop teasing me. You said you’re going to be my big brother. You’re supposed to be nice to me.”

“Ha, big brothers are the worst teasers Hopey. Wait till we’re all official, I’ll be relentless,” the guy said, and he bent his arm on the table right in front of me and flexed his muscle. “Go on, you know you want to,” he went on teasing.

Oh why not I thought, and had a feel. “Oh wow that’s um…” I swallowed and felt some more. “That’s so hard and so big. I can’t even get two hands around it hardly.”

I was trying to encompass his bicep and was only just able to. Lyle’s eyes lifted from being angled down the front of my dress, my lacy black bra trim showing a little.

I picked up our leftovers and took them to the bin, turning away to hide my confusion.

“How about we head over the road then. We could hook up with the other guests from here. They seemed friendly enough.”

“Um okay yeah lets,” I agreed, suddenly feeling the need to be somewhere else and not alone in a hotel room with my boyfriend’s bad-boy brother for any longer than necessary.

I was so thirsty after all that salty food though. There was a tall blue-glass bottle of spring water in the fridge so I poured a big glassful and drank it all down and did a little burp. “Excuse me.”

“Haha, that good was it?”

“Yes delicious actually.”

Lyle poured himself a half glass and drank that down, burping too. “Hell yeah, that is nice! Just give me a minute for a quick shower and shave. Never know your luck in a small town,” he tossed back at me with a wink.

I sat and watched the town out the window. After a few minutes I started feeling hot and flushed and arched my head back, rubbing at my neck trying to loosen the cleavage of my dress. “Oh wow,” I muttered to myself. There was a strange tickling sensation that seemed to tingle all through me and made me want to rub down my bare thighs, the tingling centred between them.

It wasn’t an uncomfortable feeling. It was amazing. I squished one hand between my thighs and plucked at the front of my dress with the other. I could hear Lyle whistling in the bathroom and I just stared at the door, trying to imagine him shirtless in there as he shaved.

Ohmygod stop it! I told myself, but I couldn’t stop it. I noticed my own breathing, deep and slow. The hand between my legs rubbed upward and when my fingernails touched my panties I think I yelped, letting out a tiny squeal at the shock of the sensation that burst through me down there.

I looked at the blue glass bottle and remembered what the old lady had said about the medicinal properties of the spring water, how it was known to make a person feel light and happy, and how it was perfect for couples and their lovemaking.

“Oh wow, this is more than that!”

The whistling had stopped. The bathroom door opened and Lyle stood there looking strangely at me. I wriggled my legs to one side and gripped the hem of my dress, trying to pull it down with one hand whilst rubbing my mouth with the other.

“Um I don’t know what’s happening Lyle!”

“I know right.” He took a big breath and shook his head. “What was in that water hey?” He strode towards me but seemed to deliberately pull himself up. “Look, let’s um… Let’s get some fresh air yeah?”

I nodded profusely. My boyfriend’s brother opened the door and ushered me out. His hand touched my waist on my way past and my legs nearly buckled. He overtook and led down the stairs, striding ahead with my wrist in his hand and me stumbling to keep up.

“I just can’t be alone with you right now Hopey. I don’t know what the fuck I’m thinking here… Um sorry, I mean…”

“It’s okay. What the flock,” I corrected him stupidly. My mind was suddenly all giddy though.

I was dragged into the pub and over to a table where two other men and women were sitting. Everyone introduced themselves and I did too. I said hello to another girl my age named Charlotte and this older lady Clair. They both seemed a bit spaced out, like I did, and I noticed there was a blue glass bottle on the table. They all had near-empty glasses of water next to them.

The men were chatting away like they were all old buddies from way back. Us ladies were just gazing at each other stupidly, and around the pub and at the men seated at the bar looking at us. There were about six guys in high-vis worker gear and dirty boots. They were all smiling at us, and I don’t know what possessed me but I just stood and zombie-walked over to them. I let them mill around me as I raised my arms and started swaying and rolling to the beat of a song playing on the juke box.


Lyle

I stared at my brother’s girlfriend a bit stunned, but ultimately a positive feeling settled in my head. The other two women at our table were gazing around, their eyes wide and both a little glazed. The husbands were chatting together and watching Hope too, as was everyone else in the bar. There must have been another dozen men or so and just a few women, probably locals.

One of the road crew got up and started dancing with Hope, then there was another one behind her. I could see what was happening here but felt no inclination to do anything about it.

Back at the room before we left I was about to throw her on the bed and fuck her myself. It wasn’t just an urge, it was a compulsion. I had to physically get out of there or I would have done it, and it wasn’t just me. She had this look in her eyes that said to fuck her.

She still had that look right now.

The other ladies at our table had started talking in low tones together. Their husbands joined in the discussion that was something to do with the age gap in a relationship being useful in that at least someone is experienced and knows what they’re doing.

“It’s not freaky, it’s just about how to touch a woman and meet her needs,” the old guy explained to the young one. “You should let my wife show you son,” he went on whilst holding his wife’s eyes. It was obvious he was asking if she wanted to. “You should let my wife take you to bed and teach you how to please young Charlotte here. And let me take Charlotte to bed and show her what to expect from a man.”

“Huh?” the husband exclaimed, his mouth still hanging open and his eyebrows almost up to his hairline.

Claire, the young woman, took a room key from her purse and put it on the table in front of her husband. He pushed it across between me and the young husband, offering her to us.

Charlotte took her room key from her handbag and put it on the table. Claire moved it across to her husband and he immediately picked it up.

“Are you going to um… with them both?” he asked her.

She nodded, biting down on her lip. “That will be for me, okay?”

The old guy nodded and stood and walked behind her chair, holding out his hand to the young wife, who looked like a deer in the headlights.

“You don’t have to do this,” her husband said to her.

Charlotte nodded and took a breath. “I know I don’t, but I think I want to.”

The old guy took her hand and started leading her away looking back at her husband. The husband got up and followed along behind me. I’d picked up the key and was leading hotwife Claire by the hand.

The old guy took the young chick away out of sight. I watched them walk out the door and when I turned back around to check on Hope I saw the road crew guys had taken her to the poolroom, the lot of them crowding around a table whilst making her play.

“Come on then man, what the fuck hey?” I said to the stunned young husband, motioning for him to follow as I led hotwife out of the pub.


Hope

“You guys can take this back to the guesthouse too!” the fat old barman called out.

I was never any good at pool anyway. I sometimes played at the community centre with the kids. This was nothing like that of course. I had a million eyes all over me and hands brushing against me inappropriately. I was all awash in my mind and floating on a sea of testosterone as I was led out of the pub by the two main alpha guys as the others followed behind obediently.

There were six of these men. One of the main ones was older, maybe 50 and a bit overweight. I didn’t know why even he excited me. The others were younger but a couple would have been in their 30s. The other three were about my age, perhaps mid-twenties at most.

I was looking for Lyle to come and save me but as we walked past all the road machines I saw him going into one of the guesthouse rooms on the ground floor. He was with the young husband I’d met with the posh-looking married lady. I also noticed the young wife letting the older gentleman into the room of the top floor veranda, at the other end from my room.

“Do you have your key, love?” the older workman walking next to me asked. “Which room are you?’

I had my handbag over my shoulder. I had no idea why I was doing this, but I fished out my room key and gave it to this roadworker boss. “That one upstairs on the end,” I told him. I think I told him. That was my voice for sure.

“Ah good girl,” he said and the other men all chuckled.

I blushed as I looked from side to side then behind me at the ones following. There was an arm around me from each side, with the two leading men virtually carrying me along. My legs seemed to be working but were very tingly and weak. Adrian popped into my thoughts but nothing made sense. My mind was whirling and kept being drawn back down to where the tingling in my legs was centred between them and in my lower belly.

The intense ache of emptiness and desire was going to be filled by these men. It was wrong in my mind, but it was right and so natural and so necessary when my mind whirled again from reality, to the robot me that kept going.

The men lifted me up the stairs and boss man opened my door. The other one beside me took me into the room and immediately pressed me back against the open door and kissed me. It was so very wrong but his tongue was suddenly in my mouth and his hands were up my dress, gripping and kneading my bare waist. Ohmygod take me, I’m yours. Do whatever you want with me, my mind screamed out.

“Do you wanna gang bang her or pull a train?” the boss man asked.

It seemed like the one kissing me was in charge. He stopped kissing me and met my eyes. Even my eyeballs felt strange. My eyes were stuck wide open and I couldn’t even blink. I just gulped at the taste of where this complete stranger had been inside my mouth with his tongue and beer breath.

He smirked. “I reckon we pull a train with this one.” He stroked hair gently from my face sending a wave of tingles through me. “She looks so innocent. Best we take turns, one at a time.” He glanced back at the boss man. “I’ll go first, you guys figure it out after me.”

I gazed around at the other men all staring at me while they massaged themselves through their pants. I was led between them and onto the waterbed. The man holding my hand sat me down and pushed me back a little. I flopped back with my arms above my head. The skirt of my dress was hiked up and my panties were fully on display. I had been swishing my skirt and flashing them whilst dancing for them back at that bar, so really, this wasn’t so bad.

I’d done that deliberately. Mindlessly but somehow deliberately!

I’d approached them at the pub because they were all looking at me and drooling their desire. For them all to have their way with me sexually was just so perfect a solution to what my body was craving for.

One of them reached from above me and gathered my dress, pulling it up and off over my head whilst the one in charge quickly undressed right in front of me.

I covered my bra with an arm and kept my knees trembling together. The man in front of me pushed down his work trousers and jocks, his penis bolt upright. It was quite small really.

It occurred to me that it was smaller than I was expecting, and definitely smaller than Adrian’s, judging by the way his bulged in his pants sometimes when I was denying him what I was about to give this man.

When I was a curious teen visiting my aunt once I’d found a vibrator and dared to try it. I had used lots of my aunt’s lubricant and worked the thing in slowly. It had hurt a little but I was curious enough to continue and ended up causing myself to bleed a little. That vibrator was bigger than this man’s penis. I was thinking I was going to be alright with this, and hopefully he would stretch me enough in case the next man was bigger. Some had rather large bulges they were massaging.

I was kissed up the bed by the naked man crawling over me. He positioned me with my head on the pillows. He snapped my bra clasp beneath my back with expert fingers and took it off me, handing it to one of the other guys crowded around the bed.

The man kissed his way down to my breasts and sucked hard on one of my nipples while I just stared at his friends. He latched onto my other nipple, leaving the first one wet and oh so hard and exposed. The man kissed his way down my belly then removed my panties as he edged backwards. I kept two handfuls of his long curly hair and caught a breath as he licked me and seemed to cover my pussy with his mouth and tongue kiss me.

“Uhh huh huh,” I moaned and arched up off the bed with my boobs bare and fully exposed to the other men waiting their turns.

“Ooh yeah so fucking wet,” the man growled into my pussy. Then he kissed his way back up my quivering belly and pressed his wet tangy mouth to mine.

I was reeling from the taste of myself and being kissed so passionately again, but I could also feel him doing something down between us and then suddenly I felt him. “Ahh! Ahh huh huh,” I cried in shock that instantly turned to rapture at the feeling of being so naturally filled.

Oh my god I needed this so bad. I’d been denying the urge for years since even before that time with Aunt’s vibrator. And now there was a man inside me and it felt so perfect and so right.

I clung to him. He was thrusting powerfully between my thighs, spearing into me and thumping hard against me. He went faster and faster then suddenly jammed himself hard against me and I felt his penis throbbing inside me.

“Ooh yeah there it is baby,” he groaned into my hair. “You like that?”

I swallowed. “Uh huh I like it.”

He chuckled. “That’s good. You ready for my man Donk go next?”

It was the boss man smiling the biggest. He already had his pants off and his much bigger penis was sitting stiff in his hand.

I swallowed again and nodded. “Okay,” I agreed.

The man on top of me curled his pelvis and kept me impaled. He was still pulsating inside me. He grinned at the older one. “Just a sec man, still fucking blowing here.”

I relaxed split over him. Being filled with sperm felt so right to me here and now. I wanted every drop from him, the idea of pregnancy and not being on the pill yet was in the numbness at the back of my mind. Falling pregnant would be perfectly natural, and I was feeling entirely natural with all these virile men standing around the bed. With me being naked like this and with them all being erect in their pants and needing me to lie here for them.

The one who had just finished in me got up, leaving my legs spread and my poor pussy all wet and open. The older man knelt between my bent-up knees and lowered, still with his penis in his hand. I glared down at him touching my pussy with it, wiping the huge head through me then poking in a little. Then he lay down on top of me and thrust.

“Ahh!” I cried. “Ahh huh huh,” I cried some more, but an explosion of the most magical feeling burst all inside of me and suddenly my belly and pussy came alive with such sensitivity, and I could feel every tiny movement down there.

The heavy older man was thrusting into me and the tingling ecstasy was thumping through my belly and my wet open pussy was clamped tight around this man and trying to suck on him.

Oh, I was in absolute heaven as he fucked me, and I had to bite hard on his thick hairy shoulder to stop from screaming when he finally surged all the way up me and held firm with his cock pulsating in unison with my pussy still gripping it and trying to suck.

He held still and I did too. It was just his penis flexing and my pussy contracting around it.

“That’s it love, milk my balls.”

“Uh huh I want to milk them. I want you all to fill me up like this,” I said, not even knowing myself now.

The older man did another little thrust and I arched up and wiggled back into place on him. I could feel pressure from the head of his cock so deep and imagined the spurts of his semen all the way inside me there.

He eventually stopped throbbing and got up off me, and was immediately replaced by one of the young ones. I lay there stunned and stared up at the ceiling while I was fucked again. I wasn’t being made love to. They were just servicing me, mating with me. Just having turns fucking me.

My mind drifted out the window and all the way home to my loyal boyfriend, imagining him having finally gotten home from working so hard to set us up for a future together.

The roadworker guy on top of me groaned his pleasure and remained thrust hard into me while his cock throbbed. I was feeling so awfully guilty now but my pussy was suctioned tight to this man’s penis and that tingling in my belly was back and clenching in waves of utter delight.

I relaxed on the feel of being impaled as deeply as the older man had been inside me. I kept still and imagined how the contents of another set of balls was being injected into my womb. I was relaxing myself so he could force his cock in deeper, just naturally wanting this fit younger man’s sperm to compete with the old guy’s and get to my egg first. In my drunken mind, this was the man in the room I’d prefer to be pregnant to.

He started kissing my lips and moving inside me again. He was still hard and it felt so nice with him going slow and being more sensual with me. “Come on dude, once each,” one of the others complained though, and the guy was virtually dragged off me. As soon as he was out of the way another of them got between my legs and filled my empty pussy with his stiff cock.

I was determined to just lie here and take it now. It was so wrong of me to enjoy this. I wasn’t going to deny this man or the other two waiting, but I had to stop my naughty pussy from liking it so much. This was dirty filthy sex with complete strangers. Oh my god Hope, why are you letting them?!

“Ugh fuck that’s tight,” the man on top of me snarled into my ear and made me blush at his crude language. They were laughing together and virtually cheering each other on though.

I was so embarrassed by that too but I was keeping my legs open nice and wide for this fourth guy starting to lose control and pound into me.

“Nya fuck yeah!” he growled and his powerful body tensed up and absolutely thrilled me. I just relaxed under him and waited, being so bad and smiling to myself while his penis throbbed and gushed inside of me.


Lyle

What the fuck is going on here?

I stood watching through the open door and could see the cum leaking out of my brother’s virgin girlfriend. That guy got up off her and high-fived his mate kneeling on the bed between her legs.

I knew this was fucked up but I’d just blown my load in this other dude’s wife and was boning up again whilst watching Hope being nailed.

This next guy was a skinny greyhound of a fucker and had his legs open wide enough that you could see his balls slapping her arse. They were slapping the goo leaking out of her, that is. There was a puddle of it on the sheet too. I guessed these guys probably had a dose of the spring water. I couldn’t believe how hard I’d cum in the trophy wife a minute ago.

I’d left the young husband back there in the room at the other end of the veranda fucking her. I’d seen the old husband take the pretty young wife into their room and the guy I’d seen on the lawnmower earlier had gone in there too. So that young newly-wed bride, as she had said, was probably being shared between two old fuckers right now.

I watched this skinny roadworker dude plough into my future sister-in-law and hold firm balls deep as he pulsated. They all fucking cheered and Hope blushed and smiled then pulled a pillow over her face.

That skinny fucker got up off her and she tried to close her legs but a fatter one got in between them and lay down on her, feeding his equally fat little cock into her.

He hooked her legs over his arms and remained on his knees, bending her up to him and pounded into her like that. Cum was now trickling from her arse and around to her back. I could only imagine how much they’d pumped into her. She lay there completely submissive with the pillow still covering her face. Her tits jolted against it.

The short fat dude let out a roar and pulled back, releasing Hope’s legs, letting her slump to the bed, then lurched over her and blew his load all over her belly and tits. As he did that another of them took the pillow off her and got his cock into her mouth just before letting out a howl and keeping her head in place.

The rest of them were all zipped up. It looked like they were about done with her. I was so boned up again and so fucking hard but I didn’t want to fuck Hope, so I turned away and strode back to the room to have another go on the trophy wife.


Hope

I was left lying there on the waterbed naked and covered in semen, my hair a knotted mess. I had just swallowed two huge mouthfuls from the main guy and one of the younger ones who had wanted a second time with me.

I wrapped a sheet around me and walked on jelly legs to the door they’d left open. They were walking back across the road to the pub, laughing and jostling each other. My front and butt were sticky. Their semen was dripping down my inner thighs as far as my knees.

My poor pussy was throbbing but deep in my belly those amazing tingles of ecstasy continued.

I stumbled back to the waterbed and flopped onto it, keeping my naughty body wrapped in the sheet and soon fell asleep still smiling and blushing guiltily to myself.

I didn’t hear Lyle come in at all through the night, but he was dressed and packed waiting for me outside on the steps when I awoke in the morning.

I quickly showered the crustiness from my skin and scrubbed my teeth to remove the strong aftertaste of the men’s semen.

I dressed and took my bag downstairs where Lyle was now waiting for me in his truck. We were actually a bit late. According to our plan we should have been on the road by six.

I sat for a moment holding the steering wheel and looked directly ahead at the driveway and the road that would lead me home to my virgin boyfriend.

Lyle sat silently staring directly ahead too.

He took a breath. “What the flock, hey Hopey!”

I swallowed and turned on the ignition. “Uh huh.”

***


30 something wife Claire

Claire

I did a final check of myself in the bathroom mirror. The hotel suite had full length mirrors everywhere, unlike back home. I’d had my bikini waxed a few days ago so I’m all smooth down there. It feels nice to touch actually, and it’s surprising how I want to keep touching my uninhibited, bald skin. 

I bathed in the hot tub and shaved my legs and applied my 24hr stay-on lippy – such a brilliant invention. Although when I’m sucking my man’s cock for ages it can sometimes transfer onto my hand and I end up getting this half ring of lippy on my thumb and pointer finger. Haha…

My red lips around my husband’s cock when he looks down at me sends him crazy, he says.

That’s Angus’s thing. Works every time to get him going I find.

I really needed him to get going tonight. Oh my god I needed it after the stage show we’d just watched.

We were on our final night of a two-week vacation in the city and had finished our romantic sojourn with a bang. We had just visited a risqué adults-only cabaret with a mix of scantily-clad male and female performers. The young men in their tights were amazing, and we’d had front row seats.

Oh those yummy packages! I could not keep my eyes off them. I was so ready for sex tonight.

I re-applied more lippie making it brighter and redder.

Angus had put on some music in the bedroom. I pulled open the bathroom door and struck a seductive pose. But when I saw my man already in bed with the covers pulled up I felt suddenly disappointed and rejected. He had rolled on his side and faced the wall. I moved around the bed and checked his face. Sure enough he was sound asleep! And as I glared at him, willing him to wake up, his mouth gaped open and he started snoring.

“Oh Angus!” I muttered under my breath.

I was tempted to pull the sheet back and get my red lips around his member anyway. But I suddenly felt too neglected and angry to do anything about it. Best if I take a bottle of red out onto the balcony and watch the moonlit waves, think about all those other couples in bedrooms behind the empty balconies having some horizontal fun without me.

I guess I couldn’t really complain. My husband is almost 20 years older than me. He’s pushing 50 and we’d had sex more in the past two weeks than we’d had in the past year. The poor guy was probably exhausted after watching those fit young men dance and summersault around the stage tonight.

I wedged my satin robe between my legs with one hand and huffed at my rejection as I had another sip of wine.


Angus

As we drove I pondered our last two weeks away. Jeez I’d spent some money. And that gold and sapphire ring I’d bought Claire for our anniversary was clearly a hit.

But two weeks away from the office was not enough, and way too long at the same time. We’d be home soon enough and I could only imagine what I was going to find.

I had promised Claire I wouldn’t check my emails during our vacation. I’d been true to my word and not even brought my laptop, only a phone. And I hate trying to do work on a phone screen. I don’t even have a link open or a password to my office email account.

I was sure there would be any number of issues awaiting me. I’d informed all my clients and told my personal assistant to contact me in an emergency. Claire, who was once my PA, had also told my current PA what constituted an emergency. Being in corporate law there was never really any life or death situations at stake.

Claire was rather quiet over in the passenger seat.

“You okay love? What time did you come to bed last night?”

“Um late.”

“Oh. Did you get enough sleep?”

“More than enough Angus.”

My wife didn’t often have a short tone to her voice, but she had one right now. I looked to her a few times but she closed her eyes so I let her be. We were driving home via Claire’s sister’s house in the country. That was always a tough visit for me because I don’t have anything in common with my brother-in-law, not a damn thing.

Tough for both he and I as a matter of fact... I’m sure he has to make an effort to spend even a lousy ten minutes with me as well.

They’re farmers, everything they do is environmentally friendly and organic. I know as little about their lifestyle as they know or care about corporate law.

It was a three-hour drive so we’d be there for lunch, probably a few home-grown lettuce leaves and a tomato. Then we’d be home later tonight after another four-hour drive. And maybe a big, juicy burger.

Sunday we’d have a free day in readiness to psyche ourselves up for work on Monday. Claire worked in television, in production. Her current project was on one of the latest reality dating shows. I wasn’t up to speed on all the details as I have a bad habit of not listening and now that I think about it, Claire doesn’t really say much about her work anymore.

I mulled that over as I drove and she snoozed. I really needed to get over myself and take more interest in my wife. I guess our age gap has always meant our interests are a bit out of alignment, being from different generations and all. That and the fact that Claire is more flamboyant and creative while I’m a total square, always have been, and been told plenty of times, as I was told to leave my work at home and have fun on this vacation, haha.

I hope I did that well enough. It seemed Claire had a good time.

She stirred from her nap and stretched and yawned.

“Better?” I asked.

She smiled, nodded.

After a moment she went on. “You know you missed out last night. I wanted to suck you off.”

I gulped and looked at her. I did a double take from the road. “You wanted to… er..?”

She shrugged a little and glanced down and up from my crotch. “Wasted fresh lipstick on my wine glass as it turned out.”

“Oh… Sorry.” I frowned. Hang on, I was the one to miss out, right? I looked at my wife again. “You said you wanted to? It was something you wanted!”

“Uh huh. After watching those men in tights, making my mouth water.”

I glanced from the road again. This was different. I frowned.

“I’m just saying,” my wife added less assertively. She looked at me. “I don’t mean anything by that Angus. It was just that… Well, you must have enjoyed the rather scantily-dress young ladies? It’s what it’s all about going to a show like that, right?”

I took that in. Had to agree. I certainly had enjoyed watching the young ladies with their barely there outfits threatening to slip at any stage.

I was weighing up an argument. As I do.

“I don’t see anything wrong with it, either way,” Claire went on. It seemed she already had an argument to present.

I glanced again and nodded. “Yes?”

“Well, it’s perfectly natural to be attracted to those of the opposite sex, and especially when they’re performing for you and doing their best to excite you. And I also think the age gap thing is fine. If not actually ideal.”

I frowned some more. “The age gap thing?” I motioned between the two of us.

“Well yes, but not what I meant exactly. I mean, I’m younger than you but I’m not a teen anymore, not an inexperienced girl. I might only be thirty but I’m a grown woman. And you’re obviously a mature man. So we’re kind of the same in that way, and our age gap isn’t as relevant as it once was, in my opinion.”

I took that in, processing on full steam to keep up. “Okay, I’ll give you that. Makes sense. We’re both fully fledged adults now, whereas when we met you were less mature than you are now.”

“Ha! That’s putting it mildly Angus. When we met I was 19 and you were 37. I wasn’t a child, but I know a lot more now than I knew then, I can tell you.”

I tried a smile. “Oh yeah… in regard to?”

Claire looked at me over her sunglasses. She just looked at me.

I swallowed. “You mean in regard to sex?”

She pushed her sunnies back up with a red painted fingernail. She turned forward again. “Yes I mean in regard to sex Angus. And what I mean about the age gap thing being of benefit is that a girl needs a mature man who’s patient and knows how to please her, while a young guy needs a mature woman to teach him how to become that experienced lover.”

My wife settled back and folded her arms. “I think an age gap in that sense is brilliant. Otherwise you have young couples with no idea and older couples with no challenge to help keep things new and exciting, and ending up in a sexual rut together.”

A-HA!... a rut… I’d taken that in and processed it quickly. The sexual rut reference was us of course, but that was not the main point my wife was making.

I looked to her with a smile again. “I could teach a girl about sex, patiently seeing to her needs.”

My wife looked at me, not over her glasses this time. I couldn’t see what was in her eyes when she smiled back at me.

I shrugged and glanced again. “Just sayin’.”

“I know. And you’re right Angus. You would be a wonderful lover for a girl just starting out. You’re generous and definitely patient, and you know what you’re doing.” I got another over-the-glasses glance again. “Of course you don’t have the stamina of a fit young guy but…” She smiled. “Well, that’s my point, I suppose.”

“Yes exactly. Your point is that a mature woman, in her prime, probably needs more than an older man like me can get up for.” I took a breath and expelled. “Which is fine. I know what it’s like to pass your peak as a man. Under 25 it’s a question of how many times a day. After 30 missing a day here and there is okay. Pushing 50 it’s getting to be necessary to miss a day or three.”

“Which is fine!” my wife said quickly, and she squeezed my hand.

I chuckled. “I actually had big ideas last night but I can’t remember even lying down.”

“I know, you were still dressed when I came to bed. You must have just pulled the covers over.”

I squeezed back and held my wife’s hand as I drove on mulling over what she had said. It wasn’t a new field of thought for me to contemplate how men Claire’s age would be better suited to her needs in certain ways than I am. She must find them physically attractive still, at least. I often see her absently gazing at a younger man.

I expelled another big breath after a while and met her glance again. She was blushing a little and offered a tiny smile. “It doesn’t matter or anything, Angus. I love you and I’m very happy.”

I nodded. Swallowed. “Never tempted then?”

Her blush deepened. “No.”

She remained looking resolutely ahead. “Not seriously anyway.”

Butterflies filled me. I suddenly felt on high alert. “Anyone I know?”

My wife’s head turned, her mouth was open and that over-the-glasses glare was thrown back at me.

I grinned. “Just wondering.”

“Huh! Anyone you know! Try just about every hot guy under 30. Everyone at my gym for starters.”

My wife shook her head, rolling her eyes away and smiling. “Anyone you know!”

I chuckled. “Well it’s going to be easy with you, love. Pull up at any college bus stop and open the back door and you’d have three horny young men in the back seat in no time. I don’t know how we’re going to find me an innocent young virgin to teach though.”

We shared a laugh. “True that,” Claire agreed. “College age guys have very low standards, virtually none at all. The princesses not so much!”

“I don’t know if they’d require low standards love.” I squeezed my wife’s bare thigh. She was wearing black fishnet stockings and a short black skirt. She always dresses sexily. I guess I take her for granted in that regard. I was giving a good long squeeze and stroking with my thumb.

“Mmm you’re just turning me on doing that, Angus, and we’re going to be at Hills’s place soon.”

Hillary is Claire’s elder sister we were visiting.

I felt upward for the elastic top of Claire’s stockings and found her soft bare skin. She was gripping my wrist and pushing against me a little but she had her head turned to the window and was biting her smile.

“Um Angus!”

“Oh!” I exclaimed, shocked to feel she had no underwear on. “Oh wow,” I said and rubbed a little, her thighs relaxing slightly open. “Where are your panties, sweetheart?”

“Mmm I don’t know. They’re in my handbag. I need to put them on before we get there.”

“Right. So you’ve been in stockings and no panties all morning? Even when room service were delivering our breakfast?”

“Uh huh.”

“The young man from room service!” I pressed and wasn’t sure how I felt about this as I found slick inner folds and worked a fingertip in.

Claire sucked in a big breath. “Yes but it wasn’t so much about him. I just felt so horny after that show last night and wanted to tease myself.”

My heart sank a bit at another thought. “And this isn’t for that young guy renting your sister’s spare room? Chad, is it?”

Claire blushed deeper than she already was. “No, if it’s for anyone, it’s for you Angus. It’s for my husband of course!”

“Ah okay. Nice,” I said and smoothed her pussy closed, having to concentrate on driving as we entered the small town that was to be our destination for a few hours.

Claire was looking in her handbag. She extracted black panties and quickly pulled them on, glaring defiantly at my smile.

“Are you sure you weren’t trying to be sexy for your brother-in-law or the young houseguest?”

“No it was for me, I told you. And for you, you silly old man.”

I turned down the street Hillary lives on. “Well, I say if you were sans panties for me, sweetheart, then we should find a motel for the night and do something about it.” I pulled up out front of the house.

Claire just looked at me over her sunnies again.

I shrugged. “What do you say?”

“You want to find a motel and fuck?” Claire pointed to the house. “After um..?”

“We’re only staying a few hours, aren’t we?”

She nodded. “Yes.”

“Okay then. Hold that thought, sweetheart, and once we’re done here I’ll take you to a cheap roadside motel and make you cum on my tongue. For starters.”

Claire giggled. “Oooh for starters huh?”

I held her gaze steadily then flashed a glance down at her fishnets and back up again. “You have to keep those on though. That’s my one condition.”

She was biting her lip and gave me the tiniest of nods. Her sister and the kids were on their way from the house. The husband Troy hung back but gave us a smile and a half-arsed wave when I raised a hand and nodded.

The kids were all over their aunt, squealing excitedly. I gave my skin-and-bone sister-in-law a hug. “Hi Hillary, how have you been?”

“Angus, how are you?”

“Fine, it’s a lovely day isn’t it!”

Small talk was all I had. As much as I respected and thought well of Claire’s sister and her husband, I understood nothing of their lives. Hillary was five years Claire’s senior but her husband was eight years younger! All weird tattoo shit of his kids on his arms and his face full of hair. Faaark, have a decent shave, why don’t you. I wonder if he likes to keep her pussy smell on that… 

The husband gave me a homemade lemonade and excitedly showed me around his new irrigation system, well he seemed excited. I noticed his fingernails were filthy and he wore the daggiest green trousers that looked five inches too short. But it made sense, what he was saying, well what I managed to take in at least. The bloody beard kept distracting me. God the guy’s an ape, even his hair’s pulled up into a top-knot and his skinny ankles were covered in hair…

The house was a small country cottage full of plants and paintings. The backyard was a maze of fruits and vegetables being grown in vertical towers using a closed hydroponic system.

I understood hydroponics of course, just knew nothing about them and preferred to buy my food from the store down the road from home. Or push the trolley and cart the bags for Claire I should say. But I work six days and most evenings. And if it was necessary to grow our own food, it would be more economical to employ someone to do it and not reduce my hours in the office.

I wouldn’t dare suggest that to Troy. It was a rather nice lemonade, I must say. I just sipped, nodded and smiled, hoping there wasn’t going to be a test at the end of this.

I had been separated from Claire. I saw her through a window in animated conversation with her sister. She waved, frowning acknowledgment of my dilemma. I raised my glass and smiled back. It was nice that she was catching up with her sister.

“So how does this fertiliser thing work, Troy. It would appear to defy gravity?”


Claire

“Yes, but grey isn’t unattractive with men,” I challenged. “He’s still got a bit of colour going on. It’s mostly just the sides and just that tiny bit of thinning on top.”

“A tiny bit of thinning?” my sister shot back doubtfully.

The men had just walked below the window we were looking out. Philip had a huge mop of hair tied back and a bushy full-face beard. It’s all dark of course and not a hint of grey. But he’s younger than me, so probably has another ten years before he has to worry.

“Anyway at least he hasn’t ever mentioned trying to colour it,” I said about Angus’s hair situation. “Going grey and bald gracefully.”

“Yes that’s good at least. I have something here you can take and try on him. I’ve been researching and we’ve made him something. It’s all natural of course.”

I took the jar my sister gave me. I unscrewed the lid and sniffed at the grey paste. “Oh, peppermint!”

“Yes, aloe vera, gingko biloba, coconut oil and a few other secret ingredients. Peppermint too!”

“Okay thank you, that’s so nice of you, Hills.”

My dear sister had hand-written instructions and put the jar and note in a gift bag. It was probably something Angus would appreciate and want to try, come to think of it. I was looking along a shelf of all sorts of potions in jars. This was her thing. “Do you have anything for libido, Hills?”

“For you or him?” my sister shot back casually.

“Um, him I suppose.”

“Do you mean libido as in sexual desire, or are you talking about performance?”

“Um…” I was blushing now. “I think drive.”

My sister stroked my hair and watched me read one of her jar labels, an anti-aging night cream. “Has he lost interest, sweetie?”

“Well, no, not exactly. It’s just sort of slowed down.”

“Right. Naturally at his age though.”

“Ah yes, but his age isn’t my age, is it.”

“Oh I see. Well this was always going to happen, as we knew.”

“I know right, I should have gone down your path and married younger not older.”

“Haha true! When it comes to sex at least. Although he took some training, I can tell you.”

“Hmm yes, we were just talking about that on the way here.”

“About Troy?” my sister asked, alarmed.

“Oh no, not about you guys! Just about age gaps in general and how mature men can suit young women and mature women can suit young men. In terms of experience and, well, sex drive I suppose!”

“Ah indeed. Although I do have the solution to tackle libido if you pardon the pun. Or I should say a natural booster. It works better on women than men actually, but it does enough for the man.”

My sister had climbed up onto a step and taken a blue glass bottle from her top shelf.

“Out of reach of children I see.”

“Oh it does nothing harmful to kids. Apparently it keeps them healthy and younger for longer, but no, let’s not waste this magic potion on the young.”

I took the bottle. The label was a picture of a ramshackle looking hotel: Wellspring Mineral Water. And there was fine print:

WARNING: This local spring water, though possessing excellent wellness and refreshing qualities, is known to have a physical and mind-altering effect on certain people. Management recommend indulgence with caution, particularly women.

I looked to my sister, back and forth to the bottle. “But it’s empty.”

“Well yes, we used it all and it’s not for sale unfortunately. It’s only offered to guests.”

“You used it? Who used it, not you or Troy!”

“Um…” my sister grimaced guiltily. “I’d say indulging in it. It’s not like we needed any help in that way, but once you have a sip of this… well, you’ll see!”

“Oh I’ll see, will I? And where do I get some of this wellness water?”

“From the guesthouse at Wellspring of course. You said you and Angus were going to stop for the night somewhere. Why not there? It’s on your way, about an hour and a half from here. You just have to take the back road.”

My sister had reclaimed the bottle. She took off the cap, licked her little finger, ran it around the inside of the cap and licked it. I just glared amusingly, watching this little performance with utter bemusement and laughed.

“Oh you wait and see, sweetie. You just wait and see!”

“Hmm speaking of waiting to see, where’s Tino today?”

“Oh!” My sister tilted to look at my fishnets. “Those are for him then?”

I shrugged guiltily. “It’s always nice to be looked over the way he does.”

“I know right! But be careful what you wish for and the possibility of it getting out of hand.”

I glared. “Out of hand?”

My sister waved to the blue glass bottle. “I tell you honey, when you have some of this tonight, you and Angus lock yourselves in your room and stay there!”

“Oh my god, what happened? Did you do something bad? With Tino? Tell me the gories!”

“Um, well, it wasn’t only me. Troy was actively involved.” My sister quickly checked around to ensure the kids couldn’t hear us. She looked back to me and took a breath lowering her voice conspiratorially. “They double-teamed me. That’s what they called it. ‘Do you wanna double team her?’ my husband asked his mate.”

I think my mouth was hanging open. I picked it up off the floor, swallowed and closed it. “Oh. My. God, Hills!”


Angus

It turned out to be more interesting than I could have imagined. Troy was actually making money out of this gardening lark. His vertical arrangement multiplied his production tenfold. He had purchased more property out of town and was expanding further. Who knew?... His friend Tino returned from working down the back shed in time to join us for a late lunch. It was getting on in the afternoon by the time we were waved off and were back on the road.

Claire had been kind of clingy during lunch. I wasn’t sure what to make of that. Strapping young Tino had appeared in a torn t-shirt, as if spray-painted on over his chest and shoulder muscles, as usual. He was all huge white-teeth smiles and eyes all over Claire in her flimsy little dress and stockings. But rather than playing up to his attention she had clung to me. Interesting!

“So where is this guesthouse exactly, love? Should we put it in the GPS?”

“No I remember the turn-off. I always wondered where it went every time we’d drive past on our visits. It’s about 15 minutes along. It says Wellspring on the sign.”

“Oh okay. And you’ve booked us in?”

“Yes, there was a website and form. There were several room vacancies. They were all the same price, just upstairs or down. I got us a downstairs one with a view out into the gardens. It looks nice.”

We soon came upon the turn-off, which was a smaller road into the forest. The road became windy as it climbed the mountain. It was slow going, probably a good hour to this little village halfway up. The scenery was nice though, amazingly tall trees and the occasional view through them to forested mountains in the distance. I’d wondered about this whole area on the map during past trips, since we’d been driving out here to visit Claire’s sister three or four times a year. We’d always stuck to the highway, never daring to try this apparent shortcut before.

“Oh damn!” I cried and had to swerve to avoid a dead kangaroo in the middle of the narrow road. “Oh shit!” I had run over something shiny and there was a loud thump and now the car was pulling severely to the left.

I stopped and got out to find the left front tyre was torn open. “Oh wow. Do we have a spare?” Claire asked, lining up beside me. “Should we call the auto club?”

“No it’s okay, we have a spare.”

Another car had swerved to miss the dead animal and pulled off the road too. It was a burly old farmer and his wife by the looks. Claire chatted with the woman whilst the man used a rope and dragged the dead animal into the scrub. He also picked up the thing I’d run over, which was a mangled piece of steel.

“Nice ride,” he offered about my car as he approached.

“Thanks. Not really built for country roads though.”

“Na, this would’ve shredded anyone’s tyre,” the guy said and tossed the twisted piece of steel into the forest.

I had the car jacked up. He helped me with the spare and the ladies joined us. We all shared a friendly chat and were soon on our way again. Apparently my spare would be fine to get us home, the farmer had suggested.

“They were lovely, weren’t they!” Claire enthused.

I smiled and gave her thigh a squeeze, my hand was already resting there. “One look at you standing on the roadside like that love, and he was going to stop and help for sure!”

“Oh rubbish, your mind’s in the gutter Angus.”

I squeezed further back and touched the crotch of my wife’s panties with my little finger. She was right, my mind was definitely in the gutter. I think I was feeling extra rugged and manly after changing my first tyre ever.

Claire’s phone beeped with a text message. She opened it and I glanced and saw it was from her work colleague and was lengthy. Her frown deepened as she read. She typed a response, also lengthy.

“Everything alright, love?”

She nodded stiffly. “Yeah. One of the cast has tested positive with Covid and management want to review our set design.” She was reading another text. “It looks like there are new protocols and we might have to jump through some hoops.”

I drove on and left my wife to deal with her work issue. The texting went back and forth for quite some time. I just enjoyed my new Mercedes’s handling of the road. It hugged the windy terrain and powered up then cruised down the mountain we were traversing.

We had passed the ‘10km to Wellspring’ sign by the time Claire finally put her phone away.

She huffed a breath. “And I was worried about your work intruding on our holiday.”

I glanced and smiled. “You can make it up to me shortly.”

She looked at me over her sunglasses, her mouth open.

I just smiled and drove on into the rustic little township and turned into the driveway of the Wellspring Guesthouse. We pulled up just as another car followed us and pulled in too.

They were a young couple. A pretty brunette girl and clean-cut young man. We nodded and smiled hello as we were greeted by a woman at the top of the steps to the office.

“You checking in too?” I asked the young fellow.

“Yeah but you go ahead,” he offered. His young lady partner was already headed for a lush and colourful-looking garden that filled the corner lot beside the guesthouse.

I’d seen more than enough garden for one day thank you very much. I was pleased to get checked in quickly and was sent on ahead with our overnight bags whilst Claire was claimed in conversation by the elderly guesthouse keeper.

“You run along young sir, I won’t keep your pretty wife long,” she told me.

I wasn’t sure how young I was exactly, compared to her. She looked about 60 or so. She mentioned the man pushing a mower around the garden was her son though, and he looked about my age.

I was up on the 2nd level balcony admiring the view across the rooftops of the small village when he suddenly stopped the mower nearby and took a swig from his metal drink bottle. “How’s the food?” I asked the guy, motioning across the road to a pub.

“It’s good. Try the rump and vegetables!”

I waved a thank you. “I’m Angus. It’s a lovely looking little town you have here.”

“Angus! I’m Patrick Oldfield. Welcome! I hope you enjoy your stay. I’m done with this racket now.” And he took another swig and wiped his brow.

Apart from a cluster of road work machinery parked in front of the pub, it had beautifully peaceful ambience to the place. It was silent. You could hear birds and crickets chirping, and there was a lovely floral aroma hanging in the air.

“Join me on the balcony there for a whisky after dinner if you’re not busy?” the man called up to me in parting and returned to his work.

I took our bags inside to a quaint older-style hotel room on the lower level. The bed was a surprise. Waves! “Ooh this is going to be fun.” I couldn’t remember the last time I’d slept in a waterbed, or whether I’d ever had sex in one before.

My mind had not strayed far from the idea of having sex with my lovely young wife tonight. She came into the room all smiles and flung her arms around my neck. I met her kiss and we dropped to the bed together sharing a laugh as the waves rocked us.

“Ooh you’re in trouble tonight, husband!”

“Yes and so are you my gorgeous wife!”

“Ooh wait, wait,” she said and got up and went to a small bar fridge on the counter. She took out a tall, blue glass bottle. “Are you thirsty?”

I sat up with difficulty. “I guess. I was thinking of a nice cold beer across at that pub before dinner.”

“Um okay, but we have to try the spring water first. The lady said it’s good for enhancing your lovemaking. Special mineral qualities apparently. “Mmm yummy,” Claire enthused, trying hers then handing me a glass too.

I took a drink. It was sort of crisp and had a hint of the forest. It was a lovely drop actually. I ended up drinking a full glass, as did Claire.

“Okay, I’m quite hungry after our organic lunch. Are you ready to eat or do you need to shower and dress? You look fine as is!”

Claire rolled her eyes. “Organic lunch huh?” She giggled. “I saw there’s a bunch of young road workers across the road. I might just stay in my fishnets,” she teased back over her shoulder and left me to use the bathroom, taking her toiletries and makeup bag with her.

I was pleased about her staying in the fishnets and short dress. I was hoping for some bright red lipstick as I sat at a small wooden table waiting for her. I wasn’t disappointed, but it was more than her lips filling my mind. I wanted to rip her clothes off, the way I used to when we first met. I’d take her to a hotel room on our lunch break from the office.

I found myself intrigued with the idea of sex as I watched her fuss around the room, the way her dress was nearly lifting high enough in back to flash her black panties. If she still had them on. Then just as we were about to leave she was pulling up her stockings and my eyes rolled up the front of her skirt to try and see.

My wife glared playfully and led the way out the door, only to bump into the young couple on their way across to the pub too. We introduced ourselves and all decided to eat together. My eyes were drifting from my wife to this other young woman now. She was just staring blankly back at me, letting me look at her.

Her husband was chatty. He seemed drunk or something. My mind was kind of numb like I’d had one too many myself. I wondered what that was about. Unless there had been something in the water? Course not…

We also bumped into another guest on our way across to the pub, a well-built young man who had a good look over my wife, although it was the look in her eyes absolutely inviting him to. We continued on and agreed this other guest and his companion would perhaps join us after we ate. He’d already bought takeaway for them.

I found myself more chatty and relaxed than usual in this situation. I know I can be stuck up and all superior when socialising with non-professional people. Here we were having dinner with a random couple of strangers who were barely old enough to be out of school, let alone professionally educated.

The food was served speedily, which was good because I was famished. The other young man at the table tucked into his meal as heartily as I did, then we both started picking at the women’s plates. They both appeared to be a little spaced out or something, and were gazing around at the locals and the group of boisterous road workers.

The fit young guy joined us after dinner and introduced his rather attractive female companion. I didn’t get why she registered in my brain as female – a sexual being – above all else. It was just the weird funky mindset I was experiencing. And I know I was looking inappropriately at her tits and took too long to look up from them more than once in the short time she remained at the table.

Then that female was off to the bar and was surrounded by roadworkers whilst the other two females at the table watched her intently and began whispering together.

“You should go with my husband and let him teach you. And I should take your husband and show him how it’s done for you,” I heard Claire tell this young wife.

The husband was staring blankly, he’d obviously heard too.

“Does he know how to make love to you yet Charlotte? No young man does until he’s shown,” Claire went on explaining.

“But I do know how to make love,” the young husband complained.

“Does he?” Claire pressed.

The young wife shook her head. “No he doesn’t know yet,” she said. “Sorry Paul but she’s right and I never know what to say.”

“No, no, this is perfectly normal,” Claire went on. She was including me more openly now in the conversation whilst the other man seated with us continued watching his female. Well, not his it turns out. It was his brother’s girlfriend and she was up dancing, the surrounding pack of he-men forming a tighter circle. “This is nothing to be embarrassed about, is it Angus. No young man has much of an idea when it comes to sex, do they? How could they really?”

“Huh, hardly!” I agreed. “I wasted my prime not knowing what I was doing. It’s too bad we men are often in our thirties or forties and well past our prime before we understand how to use it. How to please our women!”

“Yeah but if that’s true, what are we supposed to do about it?” the young husband defended. “I don’t know about any freaky stuff and that. I don’t even know what I’m supposed to know about.”

“It’s not freaky, it’s just about how to touch a woman and know what she needs,” I explained to him whilst staring into my wife’s eyes. This was so in tune with what we’d been discussing on the drive this morning. How weird…

“You should let my wife show you son,” I encouraged the young husband, whilst still holding Claire’s eyes. “You should let my wife take you to bed and teach you how to please young Charlotte here. Let me take her to bed and show her what to expect from a man.”

“Huh?” the husband exclaimed, his mouth still hanging open.

The fit young guy was watching too now. Claire took a room key from her purse and put it on the table in front of me. I knew instantly what she meant by that so I pushed it across between the two other men at the table, offering her to them both. In the hazy funk of my mind right now I was willing to let them have sex with her.

The young wife then took her room key from her handbag and put it on the table. Claire moved it across in front of me and I immediately picked it up.

“Are you going to um… with them both?” I asked Claire.

She nodded, biting down on her lip. “That will be for me, okay?”

I nodded and took a big breath, accepting that my wife was entitled to this. I stood and walked behind her chair, holding out my hand to the compliant young wife who, like her husband, appeared for the taking.

“You don’t have to do this,” her husband said to her.

She nodded and took a deep breath. “I know I don’t, but I think I want to.”

I claimed her small hand and led her away as she looked back at her husband. Her husband also got up and followed along behind Claire and the other young man.


Claire

Ohmygod I wanted this so badly. This tattooed bad boy was built, his muscular arm flexed beneath the squeeze I had on it. And young husband Paul was cute too. I was guessing Lyle wasn’t much younger than me whilst Paul would have been maybe 23, if that.

They would both have stamina. That was the main thing. I needed to be fucked through multiple orgasms please!

Lyle led me up the stairs with Paul following close behind. He turned the key and pulled me through the open door and virtually flung me onto the waterbed.

I lay there propped on my elbows with my knees crossed but my feet apart while he stripped.

“This is the first thing man, you’ve got to show the woman who’s in charge. She gets to say yes or no. After that you’re the boss. Got it?”

Young Paul nodded vigorously. He was backed against the closed door with a full erection in his pants by the look of it.

Lyle’s cock sprung bolt upright when he kicked off his pants.

Ohmygod this is so perfect!

“Next you’ve gotta kiss them and strip them slow,” the dominant of the two men explained to the other whilst kneeling and crawling over me, kissing my mouth and working me down onto my back with my arms useless above my head.

The fact that Angus had a vasectomy occurred to me about now. I was somewhere around the middle of my cycle, probably at risk of falling pregnant. That idea mixed with whatever were these minerals coursing through my veins did nothing other than turn me on even more.

The alpha on top of me must have read my mind. He had kissed my mouth, tonguing me deep for a moment but moved to my ear. “Do we need to use condoms for this? I have some in my room.”

“Um, would you like to do this without one?”

“Fuck yeah, much prefer it that way.”

“Mmm okay, you feel so hard, I just want it.”

“Okay let’s get rid of this then,” he said and pulled up my dress, pushing it and my bra off over my head and leaving them bunched around my wrists. “Are you sure?” he breathed into another kiss. “Once I’m inside you I won’t be able to pull out till I’ve emptied my nuts. And damn they’re feeling full and heavy.”

He was pushing down my panties.

“Mmm you won’t need to pull out until you’ve finished,” I breathed. “You can both cum in me and fill me up.”

“Okay good.” He removed my panties from my feet and offered them to the young husband. “Here have a sniff of those. That’s a woman’s arousal right there. You need to get your wife wet like that before you fuck her. Lots of kissing and some rubbing.” He lifted a little to show the other guy my tits. “You like those?”

Young Paul nodded energetically.

“Yeah me too,” Lyle said and sucked on one, making me writhe my hips up off the bed and try to squirm for his cock.

He sucked one tit hard and let it pop out of his mouth then did the same with the other.

“So man, you can do that for longer but when they’re up off the mattress like this and moaning for it, it’s best just to get to it and give them a good hard fuck.”

Lyle stroked hair from my face. “You’re ready yeah?” he teased.

I nodded, biting down on my smile.

“Alright man, I’m going first, you can have what’s left of her when I’m done.”

“Aw god,” the young guy groaned, crushing his erection in his pants.

I braced as this powerful alpha male worked the head of his cock into me. I was his to take now, his to offer to the young man watching on after he’d finished with me himself.

“Uh huh huh,” I moaned as he filled me.

“Yeah that’s nice,” he groaned into my hair, keeping me crushed to him as he started flicking his hips and fucking me.

I bit on his shoulder and watched the young husband’s face. It felt so intense that I wondered if I was already in orgasm, but that feeling deep in my belly intensified more and more until it exploded all through me and had my pussy clamped to this man’s cock, throbbing like crazy.

“Yeah that’s it man, she’s cumming now.” He held firmly up me and waited. “You want to hold back yourself and get them off first yeah. That way when you unload in them, they’re already primed for it and you can feel them going off even more and it’s like their cunt’s sucking on your boner.”

He resumed moving in me. “Okay she’s coming down a bit now, kind of plateaued and ready for more.” He smoothed some hair from my face again and held my eyes. “I’m just gonna pump this first load into her, then you can have a turn on her okay, man.”

I felt myself blushing wildly but I couldn’t get my legs open wide enough for the guy. I couldn’t pull him any deeper inside me than I already was with my heels pressed against his tight little butt.

He crushed me to him and fucked me steadily, his cock that perfect size and so hard, I just loved it. The speed and sharpness of his thrusts were building with the way his upper-body muscles were tensing. I was about to be cummed inside of by this virile young stranger, so much younger than my husband and no doubt able to get me pregnant. I bit down hard on his shoulder as my orgasm reignited at the thought of that. It was clenching my belly when the guy powered up into me and held firm.

He was quivering taut, every muscle in his body. I could feel him throbbing so powerfully inside me. “Aw fuck yeah that’s huge,” he groaned. “So fucking huge.”

He was still throbbing in me. I relaxed my legs wide open and just waited. “Are you still..?”

He swallowed hard. “Yeah that’s um… I don’t know what was in that water, I’ve never cum this hard before.”

“Uh huh.” I stroked the ridges of muscle up his back. “You still feel so hard. Just stay in me. Just enjoy it.”

“Yeah I know.” He pulled back and rolled his pelvis, surging deep again. “Yeah that’s done now, balls emptied,” he said into a kiss.

“Mmm thank you,” I said to the guy. “I feel so wet from you.”

“Yeah I don’t know what was in that water but my brain’s starting to work now I got my load off. I’d better go check on the chick I’m with, see what’s going on with all those roadworker dudes, make sure she’s alright.”

“Um okay, you’d better go check on her. That water seriously affects a girl too. My brain’s only just starting to function again now.”

We both looked to the young husband still standing there holding his erection.

“Think he’s still in his mind-fuck until he gets his load off too hey!”

“Uh huh, looks like it,” I agreed, blushing to myself again.

“Are you gonna let him… What was your name again?”

“Um Claire.”

The guy kissed me softly, still incredibly erect inside of me though. “Are you gonna let the young guy get his nuts off too, Claire? Bet they’re as full as mine are getting to be again.”

I swallowed. “Okay I’ll still let him, but um...?”

“Yeah I’ll just go check on my bro’s girlfriend. Fuck I don’t know what she must be thinking. I’ll just go see she’s okay then I’ll come back and fuck you some more, yeah?”

“Uh huh, yes please!”

The guy chuckled, got up off me and quickly pulled on his pants. “Go on man, get to it,” he told the gawking young husband. He kissed me again and took off out the door.

I was lying there completely naked and I could feel how wet I was between the legs. “It’s okay, I want you to,” I said to the young trainee husband. He was definitely only a trainee.

He approached the side of the bed. I helped him with his jeans, undoing the buttons then moving to his shirt while he pushed his jeans and jocks down. “Ooh my, that’s impressive,” I said honestly about his cock.

“Thanks,” he answered.

It was oversized and obviously too heavy to be bolt upright like the alpha man’s was. He stepped out of his jeans and shoes. I pushed his shirt from his slender shoulders as he knelt and crawled on top of me and between my legs.

He didn’t try to kiss me. He definitely needed lessons but I was more interested in how it was going to feel to be… “Uhh huh huh,” I moaned as he thrust through my hand and filled me. “Oh wow that’s so huge Paul.”

“Yeah, do you like that?” he asked. “Aw fuck it feels so different. I can’t believe how much I can feel this in my nuts like that other guy said.”

“Uh huh just um… uh. Huh. Huh,” I moaned as the boy pulled such a long way out and thrust so deep into me. “Uh huh like that Paul, nice long strokes.”

“Yeah but it’s starting already. Feels too good lady!” He started pounding me. The long sensual strokes were gone and he was all the way up me and probing my tingling belly. I just clung to his boyish body and relaxed my legs open wide for him. “Ah fuck! Ah fuck!” he cried out urgently and ploughed all the way up me and held firm.

He was jammed hard against my crotch and his sinuous body was flexed taut and quivering. The only meaty bit of him was the absolute log of flesh he was keeping firmly buried inside me. And that was throbbing powerfully, even more so than the alpha male’s cock had done.

My belly was clenched tight around it and the waves of my orgasm pulsed through me. My brain was working again alright but my mind was blown and I just stared at the ceiling until I met the eyes and smirk of the alpha standing in the open doorway watching me being serviced again.

“Aw god aw jeez!” the young husband groaned, his cock still flexing inside me. “Aw jeez lady, that was like shooting a whole cupful in you!”

I took a breath and expelled. “Uh huh, it’s nice Paul. I can still feel you.”


Angus

I zipped up and nodded to the lawnmower guy Patrick. He had already fucked the young wife, taking her first. It looked like he was going to fuck her again. Incredibly, I still felt up for more too, but I needed to check on Claire, now that my brain funk had cleared a little.

I was in the room above ours. I saw the young husband come out of our room and I approached him on the stairs. No doubt he was going to check on his wife too. Had we all lost our minds with this? I gripped his arms and gave him some kind of apologetic shake as I passed him. It seemed he had snapped out of whatever we were all drunken with, his eyes open wide and kind of crazy scared. He blubbered something incoherent. I left him and went to the open door of my room.

Claire was on her hands and knees on the bed. The fit young tattooed guy was naked on her back thumping into her, a handful of her hair in his fist and her tits surging with each of his thrusts.

Whatever the chemical was that had boiled my blood just before reignited and my worn-out old cock flexed bolt upright in my pants.

Claire smiled over at me.

I just gripped my cock and watched her being fucked like a filthy bitch on heat. She was holding the bedhead with one hand and the guy’s flexing little butt with the other, gyrating back onto each of his squelching thrusts.

I walked into the room and slumped in a kitchen chair, watching from behind now and seeing the cum dripping from this young alpha’s balls, the bed cover sopping with a huge wet spot between my wife’s spread-eagled knees.

The young buck let out a roar and jammed himself hard against Claire’s arse, his firm little butt quivering and his powerful thighs flexing in time with the pulsing of his huge balls. And when he’d finished unloading and got up off my trembling mess of a woman he grabbed his clothing and left. Well, I dropped my pants and took his place, fisting my raging young-again boner and surging into my wife’s gooey open hole.

*

That next morning Claire and I took turns to shower after sleeping in the puddle of cum leaking out of her and waking up all sticky from it. We hadn’t said much, eating our served breakfasts separately. She was blow-drying her hair and doing her makeup while I whistled happily and checked the online news of the day.

We threw our packed bags in the boot of the Mercedes and both waved to the Alpha and the girl he was with sitting there in their truck looking stunned. The car belonging to the young married couple had sped off up the street an hour ago, I’d seen from the window.

I smiled across at Claire. Her smile had been fixed all morning like the wind had changed and stuck it to her face permanently. I waggled my brows. “I think we need to come this way again next time we visit your sister, darling.”

My wife bit down on her smile and raised her brows too, lifting a full blue glass water bottle from her shoulder bag at her feet.

“The nice old lady gave it to me and said to come back anytime!”

***


Young wife Charlotte

Charlotte

My husband Paul and I were a bit old for youth group now but we were still heavily involved. We were at our regular Friday night practice session with the band we had been in since our teens. Maybe it was more a case of us hanging around too long and probably needed replacing. Paul played lead guitar and I was lead vocalist. We regularly played in church and did the odd private function for friends too.

There was a younger girl who was a very good singer and more than ready to replace me, I felt sure. I watched her and the three other girls in the band glued to the window giggling excitedly together. They were watching Steve King as he rushed off in a hurry when practice was over.

Steve was 19 and the resident bad boy. You could see the tattoo on his chest when he undid one of his shirt buttons, which he had just done before rushing out of the hall to his car. No doubt he was off to a night club. The four girls fawning at the window were all still underage, thankfully.

I rolled my eyes across at my husband packing away his guitar. We shared a laugh.

“Are you ready? Who’s sweeping up tonight?”

“Kristen and Joey. Yes I’m ready.”

Paul and I left them to finish packing and tidying up the hall. The church caretaker would come and lock up when the lights were turned off. It was already after nine, so he’d be at the front window of his house across the street watching.

“That was a good practice tonight. Steve was more with it than he has been lately.”

“Yes he was, but he should think about stepping down soon too. We should have when we turned 18 and he’s too mature for these younger kids now. He’s a bad influence on them, don’t you think?”

Paul and I rehashed the rumours about Steve King and his family as we drove home. Steve’s father was a philanderer and his mother was a sl** (I don’t like using that word, but you know what I mean!)

They both slept around and caused all sorts of problems for others in church, leading otherwise perfectly loyal men and women to stray from their marriages. Talk about home wreckers! And now Steve was hanging around bad types at pubs and night clubs all the time. He used to be such a nice boy.

“Anyway, he should seriously think about leaving the group, and we should too Paul. We’re probably the oldest kids the youth group band has ever had. Plus we’re married now, so hardly what you’d call kids!”

“Yeah I guess,” Paul agreed but we’d said all this before. We pulled into our driveway. We had saved hard for a small deposit and applied for the government’s first home buyers scheme to build a house. We had literally just moved in and it was all still new, not even finished actually. We couldn’t afford to furnish the spare bedroom or turf the front yard. And maybe one day we’ll even have a proper letterbox haha…

I was over traipsing dirt through the house and saw a new trail of it from where Paul had brought the washing in after work. 

It was nine-thirty on a Friday night, which wasn’t late for us of course. We usually stayed up watching TV or went out with friends to a movie or dinner sometimes. Paul is 22 and I’m 21. We’ve been married only three months, and not long been back from our oceanside resort honeymoon.

Paul works for his father’s architectural firm in accounts. I’m in my 2nd year of Uni studying for a social work degree. I also work part-time as Teacher’s Assistant in the kindy room at the local school. Apart from church on Sunday we have our weekends free. We love to go hang out with our friends or go to social events the church runs. But this weekend we were going on an antiques hunt, leaving at sunrise and driving all day. Hence nine-thirty was pretty much bedtime.

“Um Paul! Really? We have to get up early, don’t forget.”

We had gotten into bed. Paul was cuddled up behind and had put his hand on my boob. I could feel his huge penis hard against my back.

“Aw come on baby, don’t you want to?”

I rolled my eyes in the dark. Admittedly we usually had sex on Friday nights. “Really Paul! Can’t you wait until tomorrow?”

“What, and have to do it in some strange guesthouse bedroom with someone listening on the other side of the wall?”

“Oh!” Actually that made sense. Better to get this done now, I reconsidered. It was one of my duties as a wife after all. “Okay then, but you have to get that new gel I bought. It’s in the bathroom cabinet.”

Paul went immediately to the bathroom. I took off my pyjama bottoms and panties. He came back all eager as usual and pushed down his pyjama pants and kicked them off as he crawled back onto the bed, tossing his t-shirt on the floor as well.

I didn’t want to take off my pyjama top, as I’m not used to being fully nude yet, but I undid the buttons and opened it so my husband could see and touch my breasts if he wanted to. Not that he ever seems to want to very much.

He was up on his knees waiting. I squeezed some of the new gel onto my fingertips. This one was oily rather than water based. The water one never lasted long enough and with Paul’s penis being too big for me, I always ended up quite saw after sex.

I applied a liberal amount of the gel to my opening, blushing embarrassingly as my husband watched. I lay back and accepted him into position on top of me, taking hold of him and guiding him in. “Ahh!” I cried as he entered me. “Ahh Paul, slow down please! Ahh. Ahh!”

“Aw shit sorry,” he groaned and pulled back then surged again.

“Ahh!” I squealed but just bit down on my next cry and accepted the pain of being stretched and probed deeper and deeper as my husband forced the full length of his penis into me.

“Aw hell baby, that feels so good,” he breathed into my hair.

I just lay there and stared at the ceiling for the minute or so it always takes him. Then I just held him close while he finished, his penis throbbing inside of me and gradually softening then slipping out as he rolled off.

I reached for my tissues and scrunched a few between my legs – my wifely duty performed for another week. Well, we usually do it on one other night, a Monday or Tuesday. Mum had advised me that young men need it at least twice a week.

I lay there quietly with my husband cuddled behind again. He had pulled his PJs back on and sounded like he was sleeping already, judging by his rhythmic breathing, as he usually does within a few minutes of having sex.

I wasn’t really tired anymore. It felt more like I was ready to start something rather than having just finished something. I curiously touched myself. I’d done it before of course, just occasionally rubbing in bed at night as a teen and up until I got married. I didn’t do that anymore though as it was different now, being a married woman.

I felt into myself, still in my pyjama top and no PJ bottoms or panties. It was so interesting how open and wet I was down there as usual, and like I always find myself exploring when Paul goes to sleep. It’s interesting to feel how slippery I am like this, and how super-sensitive my little button is after sex. It definitely feels like there should be something more to this.


Paul

“You ready, baby?” I called out.

“Yes I’m ready. Are the bags in the car? Did you get my water bottle?”

The car was parked in our garage and I’d put our bags in the back seat and Charlotte’s water bottle in the holder in her door. She’d finished up in the bathroom and came to the kitchen. “Did you pack a phone charger?”

“Yes, yours and mine. I’ve got everything. Are you ready?”

“Yes, come on then,” Charlotte said excitedly and pushed me towards the garage door off our kitchen. It was cool to have access to our garage from the kitchen, and a remote for the garage door. I loved that you could do everything without even getting out of the car.

We buckled up. I clicked the remote and the door wound up. It was really quiet too. I’d made them demonstrate at the showroom and picked this one because of how quiet it was.

“You can just drive you know. It closes on its own.”

I had stopped to watch the door close fully. “Oh right.” It always feels weird leaving our new house unattended. I guess I’m a bit anal about it, but there was a break-in along the street last week, and we would be away overnight for the first time with this weekend drive.

I soon got over the worry and started to enjoy being out on the open road instead of stuck in traffic, like I am every rush hour going to and from work. Until my old man wakes up in the 21st century and lets me work from home that is. Duh! Why even rent office space these days, you older generation dinosaurs… Ah, don’t start me!

“What?” Charlotte asked, looking across at me amusingly.

“Nothing. Just something I’m trying to talk Dad into. Let’s not talk about work though.”

“I agree. Let’s talk about how much we have to spend on that buffet. Oh I hope it’s going to fit!”

“It will. The guy told us the measurements. It will fit fine.”

We have a small SUV but there’s plenty of room with the back seats down. We had picked out an antique round glass front buffet from a shop in a small town five hours’ drive away. On the way we had found another three antiques shops online to check out. We had a budget. The price on the buffet was negotiable, so if we could get it cheap enough there would be more to spend on maybe a little something else.

We left the main coast highway and headed inland and up into the forested hills. Our first antiques shop was also a café, so we had our breakfast there. It was only eight o’clock. We’d managed to get away at 6.30am and planned to have breakfast somewhere on the road.

We didn’t buy anything yet. There was lots of interesting stuff but Charlotte was in charge and decided not to use any of our budget here. It was a great view from the café area though, a sweeping panorama of the coast and city in the distance.

The next part of our adventure took us over the mountains and into farming country with fields of red and yellow and ramshackle towns that looked like the whole damn place was an antiques shop. We picked up an ornate teapot at one shop and later in the morning we spent an hour drooling over a pile of old framed photographs that I would love to have spent our entire budget on. I was eventually allowed to pick one so I chose James Dean in his 1955 Porsche Spyder. Oh yeah!

“Oh my gosh it’s so beautiful,” Charlotte gushed over the glass front buffet when we finally got to see it in real life. “Oh we have to have it, Paul!”

I mean yeah, but don’t tell him that, I was thinking whilst smiling supportively and eyeballing the old guy standing there rubbing his hands together.

Charlotte turned to the guy, flushing radiantly with her pretty blond hair tied back and her cheeks pink, her eyes sparkling. “Oh please, mister. We can’t afford a cent over three hundred and twenty! Please can you come down a bit?”

The price tag was three ninety-nine.

“Please!?” My wife implored of the man, holding both of his hands and making him flush red in the face too.

The man’s eyes flashed down to Charlotte’s cleavage for a second too long, I noticed. She was in a pretty floral dress that wasn’t low cut or anything, but it was loose and gaped a bit at the top and showed her lacy white bra. I’d been enjoying sneaky peeps whilst driving and now this old dude was having a good old perv too.

“Three-twenty you say?”

“Oh please! Please?” Charlotte went on excitedly.

The old guy nodded and she flung her arms around him. She does that though. She’s always hugging people. The old guy hugged her back and I swear I could see something in his eyes that was more than just innocence. Then he kept an arm around Charlotte while she gushed over the buffet some more and told me to go back the car in.

There was an open roller door at the back of the shop. I didn’t want to leave my wife with this sleazy old timer, but what was I going to do, right? Charlotte has no idea what guys think sometimes and always brushes stuff off as innocent. It gets to me all the time but there was nothing I could do about it and left her still gushing and all handsy and cuddly with this old dude who definitely had his eyes down her cleavage now.

We got the buffet loaded up and Charlotte gave the guy his money and another damned hug. Aaw shit, he’s a sleaze, baby!... We drove off with her hanging out her window waving back at the guy.

My eyes were down her cleavage when she sat around absolutely bouncing out of her seat. I craned my neck and ogled more obviously. “That dress shows a bit, baby!”

She looked down and plucked at the neckline. “Oh it does not, does it?”

“Yeah that guy was getting an eyeful.”

Charlottes mouth hung open. She pointed back. “That man?”

“Yeah, he was checking you out big time.”

“Oh he was not… Was he?” She plucked at her dress some more. “Are you sure?”

I nodded. “Oh yeah!” I had another ogle. “Can see your bra pretty easy, baby. That dress always shows a lot.”

“So why haven’t you ever told me, Paul? I didn’t realise. I don’t look down myself to check these things.”

“No it’s okay.” I swallowed. “I mean that guy was an old sleaze, but usually I don’t mind so much.”

My wife’s mouth hung open again, her eyes wide too. “Oh you don’t mind?”

I felt my face flushing. “Well, yeah, I don’t know. You’re really pretty and I don’t mind guys noticing, baby. It’s not like I own you or anything, just because we’re married. You’re still you!”

Charlotte frowned in thought for a moment. “I’m still me?”

“Well yeah.” I looked over her body. “They’re still your boobs and that. They’re not mine to own. I’m just lucky enough to be allowed to see and touch when you let me, that’s all.”

“Oh!” My wife was nodding, biting a smile.

“But that doesn’t stop other guys looking and thinking whatever they want. The way guys always do!”

“Oh yeah, and how is that Paul? How do guys always think exactly?”

“Of dirty stuff. Like being a pervert and imagining what they want to do with girls.” I squeezed my wife’s hand in her lap. “Like that old guy was no doubt.”

“Oh.” She took a breath. “And what would he have been imagining, do you think?”

I flushed hot in the face again. I could easily guess what the old sleaze would have been imagining, but did I want to say that out loud to my wife? I glanced from the road and saw she was just staring at me, still with a smile in her pretty eyes, her mouth open a bit.

I swallowed. I felt something inside like a tingling all through me. “He was probably imagining having sex with you, baby. He was probably imagining undressing you and having you in his bed.”

I glanced from the road again. Charlotte’s face hadn’t changed, still her eyes were wide and her mouth was open a bit. There was more red in her cheeks and the hint of a smile had become more like surprise or shock or whatever.

I gulped and dared to go on. “I see guys looking at you and probably thinking that all the time, baby. You’re really hot you know.”

“Oh I am not! I’m sure guys don’t think that at all, Paul.”

“Ooh yes they do.” I looked my wife over again. “You don’t even know, baby. I see guys checking you out all the time. Guys our age, even at church, and old dudes too, and I’m not even going to say who!”

“Who?!” my wife demanded instantly.

“No, it doesn’t matter. All guys look at girls and imagine stuff. We’re just like that. I don’t blame any of them for thinking that about you.”

“Hmm, all men huh! And what about Minister Grant?”

I flushed hot in the face again. “Aw shit, I don’t know. Not obviously, but you never know. He’s still a man, right?”

“Yes I suppose. But he’s nearly 70. That guy back there would only have been 50, if that. He wasn’t that old Paul, and he felt really strong.”

“Oh right.” I gulped again, having to swallow the totally innocent way my wife accepts guys hugging her back. Like as if they’re that innocent!

“And you think he would have wanted to undress me and take me to bed, do you?”

I glanced from the road again, nodded. “Probably.”

“But he could have children our age. He could have a daughter my age!”

“Yeah well that wouldn’t stop him from imagining, baby.”

“Yes but imagining what exactly, Paul?”

Charlotte had asked that quietly whilst facing forward. I glanced but she didn’t look back at me.

I swallowed. “You mean, what would he imagine doing with you in bed?” There was tingling in my pants as I asked that, like to check if Charlotte wanted me to imagine it myself.

She didn’t answer, just kept looking straight ahead and biting her lip, her eyes wide and kind of dreamy.

I gulped again. “I guess he’d probably imagine doing it with you, baby. Having sex with you.”

My member definitely flexed when I said that. It was so weird.

“Mmm really? Like full sex?” Charlotte asked, but it wasn’t really a question I didn’t think.

She looked at me. “You know Aunt Audrey told me once that we should have waited and had sex with some other people before we got married. She said we both should have. You and me!”

“Oh right. Did she?”

“Uh huh, more than once actually. She used to say it all the time and Mum used to go off at her. But Aunt Audrey’s different of course. She stopped going to church when she was our age.”

“Oh right, she used to go then?”

“Yes of course, as a kid. Then she got married and her first husband was in the army and they used to be pretty wild apparently. And now she’s been married three times and says it’s all about variety and experiencing new things. Especially when you’re young and learning about life.”

“Huh! Learning about sex you mean!”

“Um yes, I think that’s what she means. But Mum doesn’t agree.”

I took that in and pondered it for a moment. “Right, so Aunt Audrey says everyone should try different sex partners before they get married?”

“Yes and even afterwards, if you believe what she does rather than what she says. I’m quite sure she cheated on her husbands when she was still married to them. Or at least Mum thinks she did. And I’ve overheard her scolding Aunty about it when they’ve been having a wine or three like they do.”

“Oh shit. And she still does? She cheats on Uncle Pete?”

“Oh I don’t know. But it’s interesting isn’t it? The whole idea of experiencing different sex partners. Do you ever wish you did, Paul?”

I flushed hot in the face for real now. “Who me?!”

“Yes. Be honest. I won’t be upset if you ever thought of that. I can honestly say I have, after listening to Aunty!”

I was freaking out even thinking about this, let alone talking about it. The picture in my mind of some other dude having sex with Charlotte wasn’t that bad. I didn’t know what I thought of it, and I was busting for a leak anyway and there was a rest stop up ahead.

“I don’t know baby, I’ve gotta go to the gents. We can talk about this more in a minute, okay?”

“Oh okay, me too. Does it look like it will be clean?”

The amenities were eco-friendly, up on a platform with a long drop below. Sometimes you got lucky and found this kind to be well maintained. But who knew out here in the sticks, right?

There were two other cars parked. I pulled in between them. The one on my side was empty. There was a guy with a moustache in the other one, sitting in the driver’s seat but reaching into the back and doing something. Then someone else sat up in the back but it was two people. A man and a woman. And they had nothing on up top, his chest bare, her boobs out.

“What the..!” I muttered.

“Are they..?” Charlotte started too. “Are they having sex?” she went on, gawking over at them. “Oh my gosh Paul!”

“Shit! Are they?” I was trying to see. The two in back were definitely cuddling and the man kissed the woman then pushed her back down. The moustache guy in front then got up on his knees and pushed his pants down, his dick sticking straight out!

“Oh my gosh!” Charlotte squealed. “Paul! Quick!”

She was urging me to go. I was stunned and took a few seconds to get my brain to work. The moustache man was looking over at us again, smiling! I reefed the gearstick, crunching it a few times before I got it into reverse and sped backwards. I spun the wheels flooring the gas pedal to get the hell out of there.

It was a gravel driveway. We bounced over a rut and back onto the road. I kept my foot down and sped through to top gear and was over the speed limit before I even looked at my equally stunned wife.

I gulped hard. “Shit eh! That was freaky huh?”

Charlotte nodded. “There was two of them. That poor woman.”

I glanced. Glanced again. “She looked like she was into it, baby.”

Charlotte blinked.

“She did. She was way into whatever they were doing.”

My wife nodded a little. “I guess.”

I eased off, checking behind. Like as if they’d be chasing us!

I looked to Charlotte again. “Well, like you were just saying, with Aunty and that.”

Charlotte blinked again then took a breath and expelled. “Yeah I guess.” She giggled. “Oh my gosh Paul!”

“I know right!” I checked back again. “I wonder which one was the husband.”

“Um, depends if they were exhibitionists or swingers. According to Aunty, that is.” Charlotte grimaced. “It was either a husband watching some other man with his wife or a husband and wife wanting to be watched while they have sex.”

“Oh yeah?” I glanced once and then again. “Either way it was awesome.”

Charlotte glared, her mouth open, her eyes wide again.

“No, I mean for them that is!”

I actually hadn’t thought that through. I didn’t get why I found it interesting and really exciting that there was an extra dude. It was sort of what we’d just been talking about but different.

“It’s like what we were saying, if they got married and were still curious and wanted to try stuff anyway. It kind of just made sense to see it like that,” I tried to explain.

“Oh!” Charlotte’s blush rose as she looked ahead again. “And would you rather be the man in back as the husband or the one in the front seat watching?”

“Um…” Gosh. I didn’t know how to answer that one.

“No, don’t think about it!” my wife said and turned to me clutching my hand. “What was the first thought in your head Paul? I know when you’re being really honest and I love that about you.”

I gulped and took a big breath. “The one in the front seat watching.”

Charlotte’s mouth opened again, her eyes intense.

“I mean, if I was being honest about what popped into my head that is. Like to be the husband watching and letting the wife experience some other dude with sex. If she hadn’t ever before that is!”

My wife’s mouth changed, the corners lifted. Her teeth raked her bottom lip and she looked back. “I wonder if they’re still there.”

I frowned. “But what about you! That’s not fair. You’ve got to say which one you’d rather be the husband too.”

“Mmm let me see then… Yes that’s easy. The one in front.”

I glared curiously. “Oh yeah?”

“Yes, well the way I see it, the man watching was the active player. He was the one the woman was giving everything to. The one having sex with her was just a nobody, just a bull or whatever. The one she was really connecting with was the one she was putting on a show for, and I wouldn’t want to do that for just anyone!”

“Oh right.” I looked back and forth from the road, confused and still a bit aroused or something. There was no denying my jocks were being stretched a little right now. I had a mental picture of Charlotte in that back seat.

She was looking around past the buffet. “Should we go back and have another look?” she asked, grimacing at me.

“Um.” I swallowed and checked the rear-view at the open road behind us. There had been no other cars in either direction.

“Just back to the top of that hill we went up. Just to see if they’re still there or if we scared them off?” Charlotte asked. “Aren’t you curious at least?”

I nodded. “Okay then, just to check.” I slowed and did a U-turn. Five minutes later we were crawling over the top of a rise until we saw the raised amenities building, then I don’t know if I was relieved or disappointed to see the parking area empty.

“I bet that’s them.” Charlotte pointed out two cars in the distance, headed towards a town we passed not far back. It certainly looked like the same two cars. We waited until they had disappeared and were gone for a good few minutes before rolling down the hill and using the amenities. We were both busting by now. We took it in turns going in so one could keep watch for more swinger freaks! Or exhibitionists!

I mulled over the difference as we drove on to our next antiques shop marked on the GPS. I mulled over swinging and exhibitionism and what Charlotte’s super-cool Aunty had advised her as well. I really liked Aunt Audrey. I was sure she meant everything with the best intentions to keep us together.


Charlotte

I think I was in a state of shock. I’d always been conflicted. I’m the first one to call Steve King’s mother a sl** for sleeping with other men, but I’ve never been that critical of Aunt Audrey. I thought differently about her because she made a point of removing herself from church, so as not to appear hypocritical about it at least.

But now after seeing someone doing it in real life like that – well I was excited. I had been so intrigued after the initial shock wore off. I had been quite disappointed they were gone when we went back. I really wanted it to still be happening for that woman, for her to be enjoying sex in front of her husband like that.

Oh my gosh, I really wanted the man in the front seat to be the husband!

Paul and I must both have had the same idea. Pondering this stuff in silence. Each in our own thoughts. I felt there was something in all of this we should talk about but I wanted to think about it first, and I was sure he did too.

We said nothing more during our last two antiques shop visits for the day, and when we arrived at the guesthouse the garden looked so gorgeous it lured me to it before heading to the office to check in. We strolled around the beautiful gardens holding hands and kissing amongst the colourful flowers. We sat at a cute little bench where we watched spring water drip from mossy rocks into a tiny pond. Ohmygoodness this place is so alive, the garden is gorgeous, the colours are amazing…

“Look at the bougainvilleas, Paul. They’re amazing. Those red flowers are stunning aren’t they? I love that colour. And the flowering purple poinciana trees bordering the property make a beautiful background to these colours. And those roses! I wonder if the lady will let me pick some and put them in our room?” I asked waiting for a response. I just got a grunt in return of course. When Paul’s out of his depth he tends to forget how to use words.

“And the grapevines, they’re so well established and trained over those trellis’s they make fantastic little outdoor rooms don’t they!” Gosh. I wish I could have such an amazing garden like this one day. Everything’s looking so healthy. Perhaps our whole front yard can be turned into garden. Well, it’s not that huge so we certainly couldn’t do anything on this scale… I’m sure it’s too early for grapes yet, but they’re absolutely prolific on the vines.

There were ornate wrought iron garden benches and seats dotted around in various shady spots inviting you in, colour-framing your view from any angle and offering scent-infused air near the roses and climbing jasmine.

An elderly woman was checking in a couple who had arrived just ahead of us then she strolled over to us in the garden, giving Paul our room key and sending him off to get our bags. She took a seat beside me.

She sat silently for a moment gazing at the pond. It was late afternoon but still sunny with the hazy lazy warmth of early summer.

“Are you and the young fellow married, dear?”

“Yes. Nearly three months.”

“Ah newlyweds. Lovely.”

“Thanks. Are you married, ma’am?”

“Ooh I was dear. For fifty-one years before I lost my husband to a car accident unfortunately. But that was long ago now. Life moves on.”

I thought about that, calculating in my head. “But you’re not old enough. How young were you when you got married? I thought I was too young at 21.”

“Haha not old enough! Well thank you for that sweetheart. Have a guess at my age. This is always a fun game with my guests.”

“Hmm I wouldn’t like to say. I didn’t think you could possibly be over 60, but it you were married for 50 years and that was long ago..?”

“Indeed. I’m not just over 60 dear, try over 80. And yes, married at 21 as well as a matter of fact.”

I glared. “No way! Oh my gosh what’s your secret?”

The woman motioned to the pond. “That right there is my secret, although it’s no secret here at Wellspring. The town’s named after this little pond, and the minerals in this water are all about wellness. And anti-aging. And another little thing that promotes life and happiness.”

There had been a man pushing an old-fashioned manual lawn mower along the roadside and around a patch of lawn there. He came strolling along with his sweaty arms and big muscles glistening and making me blush a little to myself. I was certainly off kilter today, after what I’d seen and what Paul and I were yet to fully discuss.

“Afternoon miss,” he said giving me a firm stare with a nod and a smile.

“Hi,” I said and couldn’t help smiling back and watching his butt as he walked past.

The woman chuckled. “Ha, and with an innocent young lass like you our water has an affect just sitting by it and soaking in the minerals from the air.”

“Oh is that it? I feel kind of giddy all of a sudden.”

“Yes that is it, dear. A steamy afternoon like this. You’ll need to be careful if you indulge in a drink from the spring. There’s no telling how strongly the affect will be for you.”

“The affect? What affect? Surely any anti-aging would be gradual over a long period of time.”

“Oh yes of course. It will mean nothing to you in that regard, and why would it when you’re still so young and vibrant. All it does for the children here is give them a boost of energy their parents regret if it’s after dinner when they’re supposed to be getting ready for bed.” The old lady squeezed my hand on my knee, her grip unusually strong.

“No dear,” she went on. “The mineral properties at work on a mature, potentially fertile young woman… Hmm now let’s just say it will definitely enhance your bedtime activities with your young husband there. Especially if you give him a sip or two from the blue glass bottle in your bar fridge too,” she ended with a wink. Then she got up and left me to watch the gardener man chopping wood with an axe, his back and shoulder muscles flexing and quivering. I shook my head and broke out of my trance to go on up to the room where I could see my husband had been watching me from. 

I wasn’t sure how much of that information I wanted to share with Paul. This was interesting though. It wouldn’t be like taking a drug or anything. That was a perfectly natural spring. And if these townspeople have been drinking it all their lives and it helps keep them healthy and vibrant? Well, what harm could it do us to at least try it?

The idea of it having a beneficial effect on us sexually was intriguing too of course. Imagine if it could make Paul last longer! Imagine if it heightened sensitivity for me and made me reach a fabled big ‘O’ before he finished for once!

There was no two ways about it, I had to at least try this spring water. I decided that as we settled into our room. Paul had gone to the bathroom. I found the blue glass bottle in the fridge and poured us both a tall glass. I had a sip of mine to check and it was delicious. I had another sip and felt something already, like a tingling of my skin. Probably just my imagination I thought.

“Um Paul, come here please.” I was going to have to tell him what the old lady said. At least some of what she said.

“Ah sweet. Thanks baby,” he said and had a big gulp of the water before I could get a word out. “Ooh that’s nice.” He had another big gulp and picked up the bottle and read the label:

WARNING: This local spring water, though possessing excellent wellness and refreshing qualities, is known to have a physical and mind-altering effect on certain people. Management recommend indulgence with caution, particularly women.

“I was trying to say,” I explained. “The lady told me we should be careful drinking this.”

“Ha, it says for women to be careful,” Paul snorted then finished the rest of his glass. “Wow that’s nice mineral water. Have you tried it?”

I nodded. My glass was half empty. I didn’t know whether I should drink more but I wanted to. It was amazing how nice it was and there was something about the taste that made you want more.

“Okay so are you ready? We need to get an early night so best go have dinner.”

“Okay one minute,” I said and dared to finish my glass of water before rushing to fix my lipstick and check my hair. I redid my eyeliner too and hurried to meet my husband waiting on the stairs chatting with the other couple we’d arrived with.

The tingling of my skin hadn’t stopped. It had intensified and gotten warm. It seemed to fill me up inside and made me want to smile.

I was led along by my husband, who was chatting way more than he usually does and seemed like when you see drunk people at parties.

The woman Claire was smiling like I was. I kept catching her gaze. Her husband Angus was way older and I loved how deep his voice was, how refined he looked. He kept glancing at me too and even that was thrilling me for some strange reason. He was old enough to be my father but it seemed we were going to be joining them for dinner. We were all just adults here right?

We bumped into another customer from the guesthouse and the three men all said hi and us women were introduced. Both me and the other lady said nothing, just smiled our heads off. This other man Lyle looked bad. Oh my, he was like Steve King 10 years older and literally on steroids. His muscles were huge and his arms were covered in tattoos. His eyes went down and up my body a couple of times and my legs nearly gave way.

I rubbed at my neck. I was so hot. My dress was done up too tight. The other lady was rubbing at her neck and touching her cleavage too.

The tattooed man left us saying he’d see us later. We went into the pub and all the eyes of the locals and this noisy group of roadworkers were upon us as we sat and the men talked. Paul was chatting like crazy and this older man was like he was drunk too, and his eyes were continually drifting to my chest where I’d accidentally fiddled a button undone and didn’t feel inclined to do it back up.

“You’re feeling it too aren’t you?” the other lady Claire asked me. “Did you drink the water?”

I nodded and swallowed. “Yes I did, and yes I do feel it too.”

The men had ordered for us women as soon as we sat down. It seemed they were both like ravenous wild men, as if they were going to need lots of energy for us tonight.

Ooh I hoped so!

The meal was served quickly. I picked at mine, as did Claire. Our husbands devoured theirs and started picking off our leftovers as well. They had served us more spring water too and we all had a fresh glass. Clair and I drank ours but the men were too busy eating and jabbering away to each other.

The tattooed man was back with his partner, but no sooner did she sit down than she was back up again. She wandered over to the bar where the noisy workmen gathered around her. Then Claire and I were just watching the guys getting her to dance for them. My brain was too numb to work out what was going on.

“It must be the water doing that to her too,” Claire whispered to me. “It’s making me feel crazy too. How about you?”

I looked at her lips as she talked. They were wet. Wonder what it’s like to kiss a girl …

I nodded and swallowed hard again. “I don’t know what I’m thinking. I’ve never felt anything like this before.”

“It’s all good though right?” the older man asked. Everyone haltingly agreed and chuckled about how it was affecting them too.

“I kind of feel like I’m drunk. I don’t really care about anything right now,” the tattooed man said and looked over at the other girl. We found out she was apparently his brother’s girlfriend, not his actual partner.

It pleased me that he was not with a woman tonight. I don’t know why it did, but I liked the way he looked at me sometimes, although he was looking at Claire equally too.

“I’m feeling all pagan,” the older husband said. “I know what you mean about feeling carefree Lyle. Perhaps we should all go back to the guesthouse and have a party of our own.

Pagans were bad. They were very bad. I knew exactly what that meant and it was no better than what we’d seen the three people in that car doing today.

“Yeah I could be a pagan,” Paul joked. “Feels just like that, doesn’t it?”

“Yes it does to me too,” Claire agreed, and she was looking right at tattooed Lyle when she said it.

She leant towards me and whispered in my ear. I could feel her warm breath caressing my face and ear sending an electric shock straight between my legs. “This could be exactly what you and I both need, you know?”

“Huh? How?” I wanted to ask what she meant would be good for us, but I think we were all talking about a group sex party. I’d figured that out at least. And the idea made me tingle even more all inside.

“You should go with my husband and let him teach you. And I should take your husband and show him how it’s done for you.”

Paul stared at us. He’d heard whilst the other two men hadn’t.

“Does he know how to make love to you yet Charlotte? No young man does until he’s shown.”

“But I do know how to make love,” my husband complained, keeping his voice down so the other men didn’t hear him.

“Does he?” Claire pressed, including him now.

I shook my head. I couldn’t help being honest. “No he doesn’t know yet,” I said. “Sorry Paul but she’s right and I never know what to say.”

“No, no, this is perfectly normal,” Claire went on. She included her husband now whilst the other man continued watching worriedly over at his brother’s girlfriend being danced with now. “This is nothing to be embarrassed about, is it Angus? No young man has much of an idea when it comes to sex, do they?”

“Huh, hardly!” Angus agreed. “I wasted my prime not knowing what I was doing. It’s too bad we men are often in our thirties or forties and well past our prime before we understand how to use it. How to please our women!”

“Yeah but if that’s true, what are we supposed to do about it?” Paul defended. “I don’t know about any freaky stuff and that. I don’t even know what I’m supposed to know about.”

“It’s not freaky, it’s just about how to touch a woman and what she needs,” Angus said while staring into Claire’s eyes, like they were connecting privately about this too.

Oh it was amazing how clear and nuanced everything seemed to me, while being so far removed from reality at the same time.

“You should let my wife show you son,” the older man said to my husband. He was still holding Claire’s eyes. “You should let my wife take you to bed and teach you how to please young Charlotte here… Let me take her to bed and show her what to expect from a man.”

“Huh!” my husband exclaimed, but his mouth just hung open.

The tattooed man was watching now too. Claire took a room key from her purse and put it on the table in front of her husband. He pushed it across between Lyle and Paul, Claire was looking at both of them.

She looked to me, at where my room key was sitting in the top of my open handbag. I took it out like a zombie and put it on the table. Claire moved it across in front of her husband who immediately picked it up.

“Are you going to um… with them both?” Angus asked Claire.

She nodded, biting down on her lip. “That will be for me, okay?”

Angus nodded and took a big breath. He stood and walked behind Claire’s chair, holding out his hand to me.

My brain wouldn’t work. I just stood. I knew what this meant. I was going to be taken back to our room by this older man while Paul was going with this other woman. We were both going to have sex with other people. It made no sense, other than the silly reasoning Claire had suggested. I should not be agreeing to this at all but ..!

“You don’t have to do this,” Paul pleaded with me.

I nodded and took a breath. “I know I don’t, but I think I want to.”

My hand was claimed by this older man and I was led away looking back at my husband while he got up and followed along behind Claire and Lyle.

This was completely crazy. Was this really happening? Is this me walking along holding another man’s hand? My belly was tingling wildly and so was my pussy. I could not even imagine what this experienced older man was going to do to me.

He led me across the road and up the stairs to my room. I looked back and saw the Lyle and Claire approaching the stairs to the lower veranda, my husband following behind. I lost sight of them as I was taken inside.

The old guy pulled me to him and gripped me by the back of the neck, holding me tight while he pressed his mouth over mine. He was kissing me and I just squeezed my eyes shut tight and opened my teeth, allowing him to insert his tongue. The feel of him in my mouth invading my personal space was such an incredible rush that my legs gave way and he had to hold me up. He caught me around the waist and had me crushed to his fat stomach. He kept me crushed in place with one powerful arm and I felt his other hand go down over my hip and rub around and between my legs.

He continued kissing me and rubbed me with his fingers. I relaxed into the amazing feeling, my brain doing somersaults. Suddenly the door flung open and the gardener man from earlier was standing there. He grabbed the old guy by the arm and pulled him off me, keeping hold of him whilst helping me stand by clutching my arm too.

“Are you alright love? Where’s your husband?”

I couldn’t speak. The gardener guy looked at the fat business guy. “Where’s her husband, man?”

The business guy gulped and pointed. “He, he’s with my wife. No one’s forcing anyone here.”

“Right.” Muscly gardener man looked to me again. “That right, miss?”

I nodded. “No one’s forcing me. I want to do this,” I told him. I knew I needed to otherwise he was going to hurt the business guy, and that wouldn’t have been right.

“I see,” muscly gardener man said. He motioned to the lounge. “Sit down then, man. I’ll take over here.”

Business man sat down. I was surprised at his submission. Muscly gardener man turned back to me. He grabbed the front of my dress, virtually holding me up with it. I thought I was seriously ready to melt into a puddle on the floor. “So love, you’re alright with me joining in here, yes?”

I gulped and nodded. “Yes. Okay,” I squeaked.

“Alright, good. I’ve been watching and wondering how this was going to play out tonight.” He lifted his elbows. He still had a hold on the front of my dress with both hands. Suddenly he ripped my dress completely away. It sheared off in two pieces.

I squealed and tensed, covering my breasts with my arms, but then I was collapsing again and he caught me around the waist.

“There now that’s better,” the man said and carried me to the bed.

He placed me down and pulled off his t-shirt then pushed down his pants and kicked out of them. His penis was thick and curved and pointing straight out at me as he crawled over me.

He took me in a kiss and I swooned. He reached beneath my back and snapped my bra clasp, pulling it from me and tossing it away. He left me with my mouth wet and open. He lowered to suck on one of my breasts whilst rubbing down my quivering belly with his huge hand.

I felt his fingers beneath the elastic on my belly then around at my hip. Again he suddenly pulled at my panties and ripped them clean off me. Oh my gosh I don’t want this to end…

He ran his fingers across my skin, brushing my pubic hair with the back of them, all the while nibbling then sucking my nipple. He caressed my skin lightly down the outside of my leg to my knee then back up via the sensitive skin on the inside of my thigh.

One of my breasts had been kissed and mauled all the while, then he moved to my other breast and squeezed then sucked hard on that aching nipple too. He continued caressing me with his hand and felt down over my belly again whilst continuing to suckle and gently nibble and scrape my nipple. I wanted so badly to be touched between my legs now, aching for it. But he just squeezed and rubbed up and down my inner thighs and made me spread my legs open.

I could see the businessman’s eyes glued to my privates. The man was feeling himself and massaging through his trousers. He was clearly fully erect in his pants.

The man ravaging me finally abandoned my boobs and kissed his way down my belly. I gripped his buzz cut head and pushed him lower, afraid he might stop and not do what I needed him to do. I was spreading my legs willingly now, desperately, achingly. He kissed over my little bush and snuffled and sort of growled, his deep voice reverberating through me. My belly clenched in some kind of intensely thrilling spasm as his mouth closed over my pussy and he kissed me down there. Ohmygoodness. Ohmygoodness. Ohmygoodness. Breathe…

“Ooh yeah that’s fucking sweet,” he groaned and I felt his tongue slice through my labia and swirl over and around my sensitive button.

Ohmygoodness. What’s happening. There’s a strange man between my legs and I don’t even have panties on. Ohmygoodness that’s … phew … oooh that’s nice…

“Huh. Huh huh,” I moaned raggedly and dug my nails into his scalp as that strange sensation in my belly intensified even more then exploded all through me. I heard a girl scream. Oh that was me…

“Ooh yeah that’s fucking nice. Go on sweetie, let it go,” the man said and lifted to his knees. He positioned his penis and sunk into me.

“Uh huh huh hhuh,” I moaned wildly now. I couldn’t help myself bucking and gyrating on him impaling me.

“Oh yeah that’s fucking beautiful,” the man said and started moving in and out of me. My legs were pinned up over his arms and my butt was up off the bed. The bed was sloshing madly and moving in time with each thrust, making my chest rise up with each crest. Muscle man was looking down at our coupling, watching his cock moving in and out as he had sex with me. I was moaning then biting down hard and tossing my head side to side, still sloshing up, down

Up … down … in … out … oooh there’s that delicious feeling again building up…

I was in such ecstasy. My whole body tingled wildly and my brain was on fire. He was thrusting slow then fast, then he stopped and held all the way up me. That strange sensation gripped me again and made my entire body convulse.

“Oh that’s fucking tight,” the man groaned, snarling now as he resumed moving inside me. He was using his hips to thrust, going fast then slow, then fast until his face screwed up too much, then slow again while whatever that was passed.

The feeling inside me was still there but the intensity had diminished a little, like it was building up deep inside ready to burst again. It was building and building, then it suddenly clenched my lower belly again and resumed thumping through me. As soon as it stopped making me convulse again, the muscly gardener man pulled out of my girl bits and suddenly lurched up over me and forced the head of his penis into my mouth.

“Ah fuck yeah!” he growled demandingly.

I knew what was about to happen. I closed my eyes and my throat. Then a burst of his semen gushed and hit the back of my mouth and I couldn’t help my eyes from shooting open. He was holding my head up with my hair in his fist. I was pressing against his thighs and dug my nails in as his penis started throbbing and spurting hot gooey semen against the back of my throat and filling my mouth.

I relaxed and placed one of my hands over his that held his penis. I propped myself up with my other elbow and decided to do it. I don’t even do this for my husband, but my mouth was so full and I just grimaced at the taste and did a big swallow.

“Ooh yeah there’s a good girl,” the man encouraged me.

I peered up at him smiling down at me. He had spurted more and was still pulsing in my mouth.

I swallowed again, another large gulp of his strong-tasting semen.

“That’s it love, swallow it all down,” he said and I just blushed and couldn’t help wanting to suck him a little.

I have another man’s cock in my mouth and I’m enjoying it…

He was still hard. He had released his penis to me and I squeezed and stroked it whilst sucking on the swollen head wanting him to get excited again.

I wanted him back inside me and for him to make me feel like that again. I was suddenly relieved he hadn’t finished inside me because my husband and I aren’t being careful at all. We’re just letting nature take its course.

I was still stroking and sucking on this dominant older man when he motioned to the one still watching. I felt weight on the end of the bed and the water sloshed me upwards onto a crest and I felt my legs being prized open again. Then I felt fingers, probing, something warm and suddenly I was filled again down there.

The man I was sucking took his penis from me and moved away. The fat business man lay down on me and started thrusting. He was squashing me into the waterbed and spearing into me almost as deep as my husband does. He was so thick and so hard inside me. He was propped up on one elbow and his free hand had made its way to my nipple. He was squeezing it hard making the sensation in my belly quickly build again. Then explode. It was clenching and thumping through my belly and the waves of that delicious pleasure were flooding through me again.

I clung to the man on top of me and bit on his fat shoulder. He was still humping me and suddenly he thrust hard against me down there and held firm.

“Ugh fuck yeah!” he growled, and I felt his penis jump then begin to pulsate inside me.

He was crushing me to him and squashing me into the waterbed while he was ejaculating deep inside of me.

“Oh wow that’s so amazing. That’s huge,” he breathed. “I’ve never had it like this before. Never!” he told us. His erection still pulsated inside of me.

The other man was standing next to the bed. He touched my hair and gently stroked a little from my face. “Are you okay, love? Are you on birth control?”

I shook my head, biting down on my lip.

“Right. Okay… Too late to worry about that now though, right? There’s always the Morning After pill.”

He was still holding his penis, which was still fully erect.

I swallowed greedily and peered up from it. “Do you want to with me again?”

He nodded. “I didn’t want to pull out before, and now that he’s cum in you..!”

I just nodded. “Uh huh, I don’t mind if you want to as well.”

The fat business man was still inside me. He lifted and took a big breath. I could feel his heart thumping like crazy. “Wow, I’ve never cum that hard before. Never in my life.”

The muscly gardener man nodded. “Yeah man, it’s the spring water. It does this to women and increases the volume of our loads, makes us fucking crazy in need of getting off.”

“Yeah I could go again. I can feel it building already.”

“I know man. Two, even three times in a night. Even at our age!”

“Oh right. I see,” the man still inside me said, and he pulled back and sunk in again while we all watched. “Oh that’s so beautiful. So tight,” he groaned.

“Yeah man but how about saving your next load for your wife, hey? Do you want to um..?”

“Oh of course.” The business man got up off me and the other strange man, the powerful gardener, knelt on the bed and moved between my legs again. He quickly sunk his face into my pussy and bit my little glans. An electric shock zapped through me. He kept nibbling on me until I could feel that delicious feeling again. As I slowly breathed in, the feeling built up, I arched my back sticking my chest out and in one quick movement he was over me and thrust just as my orgasm hit.

Ohmygoodness. Ohmygoodness. Ohmygoodness. AAAH… I let out another scream. Amazingly this orgasm seemed to send me even higher than before.

The man was still, then started thrusting quickly as he growled into my hair.

“Aah, huuuh,” I moaned. I wrapped my legs around and hooked my heels behind the stranger’s  flexing thighs. He was thumping against me and spearing me so nice and full. I bit down hard on his shoulder. I saw my husband there in the doorway watching. I smiled at him.

The older business man dude had gone. Paul stood there watching with his hand over his mouth and his other hand in his pants squeezing his erection.

What I now know to be an orgasm built quickly again. With the pressure from a huge cock stimulating my vagina it exploded through me again on that same level I’d felt the last time.

How many times was that now? I thought we were only supposed to have one…

The warm tingly waves of ecstasy flooded and lapped through me. My orgasm was still clenching my belly making my pussy throb when the man on top jammed himself hard against my spread thighs and pulsated oh so powerfully inside me.

“Uh huh,” I breathed into his neck.

“Yeah love that’s it,” he groaned and held me hard against him with one powerful hand on my lower back, keeping me up off the bed and pressed to him while he ground slowly and stirred around inside me. “Ooh yeah that’s a massive fucking load right there, sweetie.”

“Uh huh, I can feel you so strong,” I uttered and just relaxed over the shaft splitting me.

The man released my lower back and cupped my face with both hands, taking my lips while I stared at my husband watching. I opened for the man’s tongue. He inserted it into my mouth and played with mine. He was still inside me and still felt so hard. He kissed me for a while and gradually resumed thrusting. I kept my legs spread for him and let him fuck me.

My orgasm built and built again. It thumped through my belly and had my pussy contracting in time with the next series of pulsations of this older man’s cock. He had his hand beneath my lower back holding me to him again but I had my feet planted and was holding myself up too, wanting more of his sperm in my belly as I watched my husband’s blank gaze, his head tilted to watch from the end of the bed and underneath where I was being serviced, this huge older man’s powerful thighs apart, and I could imagine Paul would be able to see my vagina stretched around his cock. A show I was so excited to be putting on for my husband, like the people in the car, I was thinking right then.


Paul

The next morning I woke up beside my naked wife. I had fucked her after the old guys had gone, after I’d fucked the business guy’s wife.

I lay there in bed. It wasn’t even properly light yet. I lay on my back and turned to see Charlotte staring, unblinking, at the ceiling.

I looked at her for a moment then turned my head to stare at the ceiling too.

Her arm was beside mine. I sought her hand and squeezed it.

She squeezed back.

I took a breath and expelled.

“Um…”

I took another breath and swallowed at the dryness of my mouth.

“Um, baby…?

“I know Paul. I’ve been lying here awake for an hour trying to understand what happened.”

I looked at her again. She looked at me.

I gulped and took another breath. “Should we just get the hell out of here?”

“Uh huh. Can we please? I think I need to get that morning after pill. They both came inside me so hard before you did.”

I nodded. “Okay, let’s go huh? We can be home in three hours and the chemist will be open by then.”

We both leapt out of bed, pulled our clothes on and stuffed everything in our bags. I took the bags and as I waited for Charlotte to lead the way I noticed her dress from yesterday still in a bunch on the floor.

I went back and picked it up. It was in two pieces, ripped completely in half. I was holding the two pieces trying to imagine.

Charlotte snatched them off me and stuffed the dress into her shoulder bag. “Don’t even ask!” she said, and I literally had to jog to keep up with her as she raced down the stairs and over to our car. Once I’d thrown our bags in the back next to the antique buffet, we jumped in and floored it the hell out of whistle stop Wellspring!

** The end **
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