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Part 1 – Flashing him

Brian

“Okay thanks, man. Are you sure it’s okay to drive this on a regular licence?”

The truck hire dude nodded and shrugged. “It’s fine. Easy as.”

I looked to my little buddy Micky. He grimaced and looked up and down at the furniture truck we were supposed to be using to pick up a new lounge sweet for his mother – take away her old one. The truck was way bigger than we expected.

The sales dude finished noting stuff about the truck on his clipboard then got me to sign it – handed over the keys and left us with it.

Me and Micky climbed up into the cabin. “Shit,” I said, looking around from up here. I’d never driven any kind of truck or even an RV or anything.

Micky was playing with the gear stick. “Just like a car,” he commented.

There were a basic 5 gears. Looked simple enough.

I started up and crept my way out of the hire place and onto a busy road. The truck was certainly easy enough to drive – just a bit wider than a car, and it was weird sitting up so high, but I soon got the hang of it.

We were stopped at traffic lights. A chick was crossing the road, sauntering along right under our birds-eye view of her, tits obviously bare beneath a tight-fitting tank top – nipples poking.

“Oh yeah,” Micky exclaimed, his eyes wide and rolled down in their sockets, his forehead virtually touching the windscreen.

I pushed his shoulder. “Yeah as fucking if!”

“What?” he defended. “She’s fucking hot, man.”

“Yeah I know, but like she’d look at an ugly fucker like you.”

I drove off. Micky turned and hung out the window looking back at the girl. He wasn’t the type to whistle or call out at all. He was hopeless with girls – had no idea.

We pulled up at his parents’ place and I nearly wiped out the letter box trying to back in, until Micky’s dad pulled me out of the driver’s seat and took over, swinging the truck into the driveway effortlessly and with only inches clearance either side between the letter box and fence.

“There you go, dipshit, easy as that,” he said, chuckling as he pushed my shoulder on the way past me. “You know how to lower the back or do you want me to show you how to do that too?”

I suddenly felt like my little buddy must, when it comes to girls for him and a truck for me. I had no clue how to open the back door, let alone lower whatever was at the back.

It turned out to be a platform that lowered hydraulically, and you just used the green button to lift it back up with a lounge or two chairs on.

Once we had the old lounge suite loaded up, we took that to the local lifeline store and dropped it off. I was starting to get better at driving the truck now, and by the time we’d picked up the new lounge suite and returned to Micky’s parents’ place with it, I was confident enough to pull out into the middle of their street and swing the truck around and back into the driveway.

“Alright, good job!” Micky’s dad said, nodding and giving me a slap on the back – making me smile with pride.

I like Micky’s dad. He always tells it like it is. Never talks shit or gives you any kind of compliment unless he’s genuinely impressed.

Me and Micky decided to do a run up the expressway in the truck. It had a 300km limit for the day and we’d only used about 30. It was only early, and we spent all day cruising and got takeaway for lunch and dinner on the way back.

I dropped my little buddy off home. At 23, he still lives with his parents. “Alright, dude, see you around eh.”

“Yeah, man, thanks.” He opened his door but looked back before climbing down.” What are you doing tomorrow, wanna go cruising again?”

“Na, man, I can’t. I’ll drop this back first thing, then Natalie wants to go to the beach I think.”

Natalie was my wife. She’d been out with girlfriends all day.

“Oh right. What beach?” Micky asked, cocking an eyebrow.

“Ha, fuck off. You’re not fucking hanging around.”

“Aw… No I didn’t mean that.”

“Yeah sure,” I scoffed. “You gotta get yourself a girlfriend if you wanna hang around with me and Nat. It’s different now we’re married and that.”

“Aw shit, man, I know. I didn’t mean nuthin. I just wanted to know which beach in case she was gonna go topless, like you said.”

“Yeah and you wanted to have a perv!”

“No!” Micky was blushing. He gulped. “Na, I mean it’s just way interesting is all. I wasn’t gonna try and come with youse or anything.”

He got out and slammed his door shut.

“See you around, dude!” I called to him, waving as I drove off.

This was typical of Micky – the way he was so curious about everything since Natalie and I got married. He’s always grilling me with questions and doesn’t seem to understand he’s over the line with them sometimes.

He’s harmless though, and I feel kind of sorry for him. And he’s right about how intriguing Natalie has become lately. I wasn’t even sure which beach she wanted to go to myself, but I wasn’t going to be surprised if it was The Point, which is fine with topless, and even fully nude if you walk around the headland and along this forested inlet.

“Fuck I wonder,” I muttered to myself and had a squeeze of my flexing cock through my jeans.


Natalie

I had not been able to get the idea of what had happened a few weekends ago out of my mind. I was incredibly horny – all over my husband every chance I got, and I created chances too. I had just ridden Brian to a shared climax in the new Jeep we’d bought with his increased salary. We were at the beach. It was late afternoon, and no other cars were nearby.

I tugged my skirt down and straightened my bikini top. “Do you still think about what we did, Brian?”

Brian folded his used condom in a napkin. “About what?”

“You know – when we went to visit your boss for that weekend.”

“Oh yeah, that reminds me. Bruno’s going to bring us a copy of the painting. He said it’s just a print. Mr Cullen’s keeping the original for his place.”

My cheeks and neck flushed. “Oh – so, he really did a painting? I thought they might have been tricking us about that.”

“No – it’s for real. Bruno just got back from overseas. That’s why we haven’t heard anything about it. I think he might even be bringing it around tonight. He said as soon as he can, and I noticed he has more meetings across state from tomorrow night.”

“Hmm – that’s interesting,” I said, squeezing Brian’s hand. “Is he bringing it to our place?”

“Yeah. I had to send him the address, so I guess so.”

I cuddled close. “What if I wore something sexy?” I kissed my husband’s lips. “What if we let him look at me again?”

“But he didn’t say anything about that this time. Last time he did.”

“No, but why didn’t he just give the picture to you at work or send it to us? Why does he want to deliver it in person? Maybe he’s hoping I wear something sexy.”

Brian shrugged and grimaced a little. “Yeah, but do we really want to let him see you dressed sexy again? I’d rather it was someone else – someone new – not him again.”

“Oh? Like who, Brian?” I smiled at my husband. “Do you want to show me off to someone else? Have you been thinking about it?”

He blushed. “I don’t know – a little bit – sort of, anyway… You’ve been extra sexy since then, and I like it.”

“Okay – so, let’s forget about your bosses and try it with someone new. I’m game,” I declared.

“Alright, but only with other old guys – not with anyone who would think they could actually get with you.”

“Oh I see. You HAVE been thinking about this.”

“Yeah, but who would we do it with, honey? I don’t know who – just that it can’t be someone our age.”

“Okay – I don’t mind if he’s older. I’ve been thinking about things I could wear. I bought this really short frock. It’s light and breezy and only just covers my bottom. It would be so easy for a guy to see up it, and if there’s any wind at all it will lift up all the time.” I bit my lip. “What if I wore it out on the balcony when Mr Taylor’s sitting outside with his paper next time?”

“Mr Taylor?”

“Uh huh. He’s old, isn’t he?”

“Yeah – he’s okay.” Brian nodded. “Yeah – Mr Taylor’s perfect. And what about that old dude we ran into shopping the other night and he invited us to go for a swim in his pool? I saw him checking you out when you weren’t looking. He’s obviously an old perv.”

“Oh him!” I felt my blush rise. “That was Roger Chino. He’s one of Mum’s old boyfriends. He always used to watch me around the house when he was staying over.”

“Yeah – so, he sounds perfect too, doesn’t he?”

“I don’t know. He’s a bit of a sleaze.” I cuddled closer. “What about this guy, Brian?”

We were parked facing a walkway along the shoreline. There were people strolling, very few, but one would pass occasionally. A man of about 40 was approaching, walking a dog.

I was thrilled by what was filling my mind – by the thought of another man looking at me while my husband was right there watching. “What if I change my top – let him see?”

Brian gulped but nodded too. “Okay, but stay in the car in case we have to take off.”

Oh my god this is crazy!

I quickly pulled off my bikini top. The guy was some distance away yet. I took my tee-shirt from the bag in the back seat and sat around again. I left the shirt on my lap and started combing my hair. “Is he looking?” I asked anxiously.

“Not yet…. Not yet…. Yep! He looked. He saw you, baby! He’s checking you out!”

I kept my head turned, thrilling inside as I continued combing my hair, completely topless and with my nipples aching they were so tight.

“He stopped with the dog but he’s watching,” Brian said, spying sideways himself.

I dared to look, and I bit down on my smile as I caught the guy’s glance. He smiled too, and I blushed and lifted my tee-shirt to cover myself.

“Oh my god that was crazy!” I said aloud to my husband that time.

Brian was glaring after where the guy had gone, strolling off along the beachfront walkway and still looking back over his shoulder at us sometimes.

We had just spent all afternoon at the beach, where I wasn’t game enough to go topless. Or I should say, neither of us were brave enough to go to the topless area, where everyone expects any women to show their boobs, and any husbands or boyfriends need to be okay with you getting checked out by lots of old pervert men.

“Damn that was freaky, baby. I can’t believe we did that,” Brian was saying, when there was a loud bang on the roof and suddenly our friend Micky was there smiling at the window.

“Dudes! Awesome car!” He leaned in and had a look at the dash, pressing buttons and checking it out. He and Brian were chatting while I still held my tee-shirt across my chest.

I waited until he was looking right at me and lowered the shirt, turning it in the right way to put on and letting him see my tits. I like Micky and he’s always trying to perv on me.

“Ooh yeah – awesome rack, Nat!”

I smiled through my blush. Brian’s eyes widened as he looked at me. I fiddled with my shirt some more, deliberately tangling it and letting our friend have a good look. “Thanks, Micky. I’m glad you approve.”

“Man that’s hot,” he said to Brian. “I didn’t know she really did topless.”

Brian just nodded – his jaw clenched. It was fun teasing him with this.

“I don’t usually, so don’t go blabbing to everyone,” I told Micky, about me going topless.

He leaned there on the window quietly watching. His bravado vanished. “I wouldn’t say anything.”

I had organized my shirt. I met Brian’s eyes briefly then decided to just lay it on my knees, and I resumed combing my hair. My tits were jiggling as I moved my arm back and forth. My nipples were still aroused.

Micky is a bit immature but really nice. We’d known him since we all went to school together. He had been the third wheel quite a lot in that time, hanging around with us. He hadn’t had many girlfriends. Probably none that were serious. Or at least none who’d told me
 anything.

“We’re playing games – flashing older men,” I explained to the guy. “Spicing up our marriage.”

“Natalie!” Brian scolded.

“Oh – Micky’s alright.”

“Yeah, I’m alright. It’s cool, man. I’ve read about stuff like this – keeping things exciting!”

“Exactly!” I declared. “See – he gets it, Brian.”

“Yeah I guess. But get in the car, man. There’s a whole bunch of women coming. We have to go.”

“Cool. Can I get a lift home?”

“Get in this side, Micky. I’ll get in the back.” I climbed between the front seats, then hunched down so the passing women wouldn’t see me while I remained topless for Micky.

He buckled up then turned in his seat to look at me. Brian drove off but looked back too. I put my tee-shirt on but left it bunched above my boobs for now.

Brian glanced at Micky. “You better not say anything, man!”

“I won’t. This is too awesome to screw up.”

I had another exciting idea. “Micky can come over for a while this afternoon if you like, Brian. I wouldn’t mind.”

Brian glanced from the road, glaring back at me. “But it’s supposed to be older guys.”

“Yeah, but that’s so they won’t get any ideas, isn’t it? It’s not like Micky will. We’ve been friends forever.”

Brian looked at Micky.

Micky looked from him to me. “I’ll do whatever you say.”

“Yeah I guess,” Brian conceded. “I suppose it’s no different, being friends and all.”

I fixed my top in place properly and sat forward. “You see me as just a friend, don’t you, Micky? I mean, I know I’m female too, but you could just enjoy looking and not touching, couldn’t you?”

“Definitely! This is awesome. I could help too. The old guy I just started work for would let you come out on the boat with us. You could go topless and let him see. If I tell him you’re going to, he’ll be in it for sure.”

I looked to Brian. “Yeah, that’s Mr Chino. That guy we saw yesterday – Roger Chino – that’s his dad. I know him really well. He was like a step-granddad to me for a few years. He used to check me out too, but he’s not sleazy like Roger.”

Brian peered over his shoulder again. “So, he’d be one old guy we could have fun with then?”

“Yeah.” I blushed even deeper at the thought of flashing some older man from my childhood. “If Micky could get him to take us on his boat… I haven’t seen him in years. I couldn’t ask him or anything.”

“I’ll ask,” Micky declared proudly. “Leave it to me. I’ll set it up.”

Brian glanced at Micky. “Do you want to come to our place for a while then?”

“Sure! Definitely!”

My face flushed with another rush of tingles when Micky looked back at me again. His gaze lowered to my legs. I stretched my tee-shirt down, my aching nipples poking at it. He smiled. I gathered my skirt and lifted it, showing him my pink panties with my thighs together. Brian looked back over his shoulder and saw. I just bit my lip when he met my eyes.

“Fuck she’s hot,” Micky said to Brian.

Brian gulped. “Yeah, I know.”


Brian

Me and Natalie live on the second floor, above the apartment of the building caretaker old Mr Taylor. It had been my home before we married two years ago. We’d been together since high school, surviving 3 years long distance when I was in college interstate. We married right after that, both aged 22. We rented but with my new income from getting promoted to management at work, we were going to buy a house soon – maybe one closer to the beach. It was a half hour drive from the apartment.

I followed my little buddy up the stairs with Natalie leading the way and smiling back at us. Micky was no threat. He and I had grown up as neighbours. Our parents were close friends and used to holiday together. Micky was short and thin and really hopeless with girls, so definitely not a threat in that way, I’d decided while driving. He was still a clown, having failed to grow up when I did. He was always around, and Natalie really liked him, so that was fine. Letting him see her boobs had been weird at first, but I was over that now and was beginning to enjoy the situation.

It had been a hell of a shock when it first happened at my boss’s bungalow a few weekends ago. I had felt intimidated when I watched the Cullen’s strip my wife naked. I had feared not only for my job but for my and Natalie’s safety. When I sobered up I felt differently. It was exciting the next morning when they did it again. The idea then grew on me. Natalie was so horny all the time, and I knew she was thinking the same way I was.

Still, I would be making sure it was only with older guys from now on. Micky was different. He was like our helper. He was always like that, and now we were playing this game he would do fine to practice with. It was obvious Natalie had decided to test ideas with him.

I came from the toilet to find my little buddy out on the balcony.

Micky smiled, his brows flickering. “Nat’s getting changed.”

I grabbed him in a headlock and ruffled his curly hair. “Try touching her and I’ll chuck you over the balcony. Got it?”

“Yeah, I got it. She’s so fucking hot, dude. I’ve always wanted to see her titties.”

“I know. Can’t blame you for that.”

Micky checked inside. “They’re big, eh? Small nips but big!” He made cups with his hands to illustrate his enthusiastic point.

“They’re only C-cups, man. I think it’s because she’s so slender, they look huge.”

Micky craned his neck to check inside again. “What’s she going to wear, man?”

“I don’t know.”

I went back to the kitchen and got three beers from the fridge. I saw Natalie pass the open doorway toward the balcony. I hurried back and found her there wearing a little frock I’d never seen before. It had a yellow and light blue floral pattern and was floating on the breeze, billowing out around her waist. It was gathered elastic at the top and without any shoulder straps.

She spun to face me and gave a big smile.  “Do you like?”

“Yeah, it’s pretty.”

She reached up to pull her hair back into a ponytail. The hem of her frock lifted to reveal see-through white panties that had a centre seam. They were almost transparent mesh fabric, her pubic hair clearly visible.

Micky was quietly watching her. He was sitting and looking directly at her crotch. She was biting her grin, her eyes alight as she peered down at him.

“It would be better if it was windy,” she said. “It still covers me quite well down there.” She smoothed the frock and stretched the skirt across her thighs, showing it covered her panties. “Go down and check what Mr Taylor will be able to see, Micky. Just walk past his rail and have a look from there.”

“Okay,” Micky said, jumping up to comply with his directive.

“Do you really like it, Brian?”

“It’s amazing, honey. I love how short it is.”

“I’ve got a new top too. I bought one that’s cut really low under my arms – so you can see my boobs from the sides. Plus I bought a new beach wrap that will be fun.”

Micky was down below looking up. Natalie stood near the rail and turned side to side, the breeze billowing her frock a little. Micky gave a thumbs up and ran back into the building. Mr Taylor’s balcony protruded from below ours. We could see down into it, and he could see us clearly if we stood at the rail. He had a lounge chair outside and sat there every morning reading the paper.

“Awesome!” Micky exclaimed, puffing. “That’s awesome. I could see your panties easy and I even saw your tits – but just the bottom part, not the nipples.” He had a drink of beer and wiped his mouth on his arm, his eyes wide and a huge grin on his face.

“I can show you how this works as a long skirt too, but not out here.”

Natalie went into the lounge. Micky followed, and I stepped in too.

“You can leave the door open,” Natalie said. “I don’t mind if anyone can see me inside like this.”

“Oh okay.” I didn’t know what was going to happen. I checked the facing apartments and couldn’t see anyone on their balconies. I turned back to Natalie.

She was biting her grin and blushing. She looked at Micky, standing there watching her, and she tugged her frock down, her tits bouncing out the top of it as she lowered it to her waist.

“See, it works as a skirt like this. Neat, huh?”

Micky and I stared at her tits, Micky’s mouth agape, mine too probably. I was gobsmacked but fucking thrilled that Nat was doing this. She’s got fantastic tits. You should fucking see them!

She drew a breath and they shuddered, wobbling a little, her nipples jiggling. She glanced at me, and I looked up from them to meet her eyes. She turned back to our friend and watched his face as she cupped her tits and fondled the nipples. She wet her fingertips and tweaked them, then she raked her hair and reset it in the band, keeping her shoulders back and her chest forward.

Micky never blinked. He was still staring with his mouth open and his eyes wide.

“And that’s enough for now.” Natalie giggled, pulling her frock back up to cover herself.

Micky shook his head slowly, his face split with his grin. Natalie poked his belly playfully. He buckled over laughing. She grabbed him from behind, attacking his ribs and making him wriggle and squirm.

I rested back on the arm of a lounge chair watching them. Natalie was giggling, and Micky was shrieking. He ended up on the lounge with her on top of him. Then he started fighting back and making Natalie squeal and laugh. She was probably stronger than him, but he managed to hold his own. He got her on her back, and she tucked her legs up to protect her body.

“Enough! You win!” Natalie cried, puffing and holding his wrists. She wriggled her legs out from between them, her frock bunched up around her middle and her panties exposed. She was lying along the length of the lounge on her back. Micky was kneeling on the edge of the middle cushion leaning over her. She still held his wrists. “Bully!”

“You started it,” he said, and he looked over her body, his gaze settling on her panties.

She had one leg straight and the other off the edge of the lounge. Her thighs were slightly apart. The seam down the centre of her panties was open, and her pussy lips were exposed.

I craned my neck to see better. I was boning up fast. Natalie glanced at me but looked back down at herself. She then rested her head back on a cushion and watched Micky’s face.

“They’re crotch-less?” I said stupidly.

“Uh huh,” Natalie uttered.

“And see-through,” Micky added. “Can see your pubes as well as inside a little bit.” He looked to me then at Natalie’s face. He had another look at her pussy. “Looks like you’re wetting a little bit.”

Natalie’s blush deepened. “I can’t help that. It’s not THAT kind of wetting, Micky.”

“Oh! Well, what kind?”

Natalie brushed her dress down. “You’ll have to ask Brian. Don’t you even know about that with girls?”

“He’s a virgin,” I blurted, and swallowed hard.

Natalie sat up. “Oh shit – really? Still..!”

“Yeah – so far,” Micky admitted, sitting on the far end of the lounge. He had placed a cushion on his lap. “It just hasn’t happened yet.”

“Well, that’s okay. That’s sweet,” Natalie said. “I kind of thought you might be.”

Micky smiled again. “That’s why this is so awesome.”

Natalie poked the cushion he was holding with her toe. “Is something happening under there?”

“There’s nothing happening,” Micky said, gripping the cushion tighter.

I slipped back onto the seat of my chair, concealing my own erection with my arm.

My wife was smiling and flashing eyebrows. “It’s nothing to be ashamed of, Micky. It’s no different to what was happening to me.”

“With the wetting?”

“Yes – with that. It gets wet like that so—” She made a ring with her thumb and forefinger and poked her other forefinger through. “So it slips in.”

“Oh – right. That makes sense. So, when I get a girl I have to make her wet first?”

“Exactly!”

“How?”

Natalie giggled. “Try tickling her. It worked for me.”

*

I quietly watched on as my wife and my best buddy laughed and chatted. I responded when anything was directed at me but mostly just observed and soaked in the strange thrill as Natalie’s legs waved side to side and inadvertently parted to reveal her pussy sometimes.

Micky stayed for pizza then caught the bus home. Me and Natalie made love.

It was nine the next morning when my boss Bruno Cullen knocked on the door with a wrapped package under his arm. “Yes, it’s him, honey. He’s got the picture.” His older cousin – my bigger boss – had painted a portrait of Natalie a few weekends back. They had gotten her to strip and pose nude for it.

Natalie was just out of bed. “Am I okay like this?” She stretched her singlet down a bit. It didn’t reach the waistband of her white cotton panties. They were thin. I could see her camel toe. I nodded to her and opened the door to meet the smiling face of my boss.

“Morning, Brian. Hope I didn’t wake you on your weekend.”

“It’s fine, Bruno. We just got up.” I stepped back to usher my boss inside.

“Hi, Bruno,” Natalie said sweetly, wringing her hands in front.

“Ahh, there’s the pretty lady,” he replied, his gaze traveling down and up her body. He handed me the wrapped picture as Natalie approached. “Don’t you look fine first thing in the morning?” He put his big arms around her and gave a hug and a quick kiss on the lips. He then held her arms and leaned back to look her up and down again.

I saw Natalie’s lips were wet from the kiss. She mummed them, taking in the older man’s saliva.

He took hold around her waist and turned to face me. “Well, open it up. Let’s have a look. I only have a moment.”

I ripped away the paper and held up the print.

“Wow!” Natalie gushed.

“Not bad, eh?” Bruno gave her a squeeze, his big hand gripping beneath her breast as he looked down at them.

The picture’s likeness to Natalie was amazing. She was lying on the couch with one arm bent above her head, the other draped to the floor. The angle was from above and beyond her feet. One leg was bent up slightly and her thighs were a little apart. Her pussy was distinguishable through her pubic hair, but not lewdly so.

Bruno rested back on the arm of the lounge. He kept Natalie close, his hand lowering to her hip. “This is half size. The original painting is on my cousin’s living room wall. It’s life size.” He stroked her distractedly, his thick fingers tracing around the high-cut edge of her panties and down the front of her thigh then back again. “Aren’t you glad you decided to pose now, love?”

“Yes, it’s wonderful. I love it,” Natalie cried.

Bruno grinned at her, their heads level, with him sitting. “It was my idea. Do I get a little kiss as reward?”

“Um...” Natalie’s eyes widened as he pressed his lips to hers again.

I watched their mouths mash together, then they parted, and Bruno licked his lips and pressed them to Natalie’s again.

He released her and winked at me. His big hand was wrapped around my wife’s outer thigh, his fingers almost touching her little camel toe as he pulled her close again.

Damn I wanted him to touch her camel toe. I didn’t know why but I wanted that so bad.

Natalie touched his side, both arms raised there and her hands pressed gently to him. She sucked his saliva from her lips. Her eyes were glazed as she peered at his face.

“How about making your boss a coffee before I go?” Bruno said to me – dismissing me like I was in his office at work.

Natalie glanced and met my look. She gave a tiny nod, and I then hurried to the kitchen and quickly got cups and sugar ready. There was a pot of coffee already brewed.

I heard Bruno chuckle. “Just one more little one, eh?”

I spied through the servery window and saw the older man kiss my wife again. He lifted her chin and met her lips softly, then he extended his tongue and pressed to her more firmly. I watched anxiously. The kiss went on longer this time.

I quickly poured the coffees and took them on a tray.

Bruno was leaning back with his head tilted. I saw he had his finger hooked in the front of Natalie’s panties, stretching them away from her belly. He tossed a glance at me. “We’re just checking likeness.”

Natalie bit her lip as she met my eyes. She blushed a little then hooked her thumbs in her waist band and lowered her panties.

“That’s better,” Bruno groaned.

“Uh huh,” Natalie uttered. She left the tiny garment mid-thigh and lifted her top up to her neck, placing a hand on Bruno’s shoulder as he took her by the waist and looked at her. “I think it’s a very nice likeness of me,” Natalie said softly, motioning to the portrait sitting there on a lounge chair.

“Yeah – quite,” Bruno said, and he lifted his hands and felt her breasts, teasing her nipples tight. “That’s better.” He then held her shoulder with one hand and reached down her belly with the other. He winked at me again, grinning as he did that, and he felt Natalie’s pussy, rubbing back and forth through her slit then inserting his thick middle finger into her.

Natalie moaned and slumped against him. He slowly worked her with his hand, his finger sliding in and out. He took her mouth again, his tongue extending to lash and swirl around hers. She went into orgasm quickly.

“There you go, love, that’s it,” he whispered to her.

I watched him guide her back onto the lounge. I thought my boss was going to fuck my wife, but he didn’t. He just took out a big thick cock and stroked it while looking down at her. “Just like in the painting,” he said, guiding Natalie’s arm back above her head and the other one to the floor. “That’s it, love – just like that,” he groaned, stroking faster now.

I watched in amazement. This was just like what happened at the bungalow that weekend, when they got us both drunk and got Natalie to strip for the portrait. They were touching her and that then too. They could have done whatever they wanted with her for mine. I was so fascinated and fucking turned on. Bruno and his cousin could have both fucked my wife if they wanted to.

Natalie stared at the older man’s big cock with her eyes still glazed. Bruno gasped, and his fat body tensed and jerked, then thick creamy ropes of cum lashed Natalie’s belly and tits. The huge man slumped over her, gripping the back of the lounge while squeezing the last drops from his spent penis.

He bent right down and kissed Natalie again. He squeezed her face and searched her mouth with his tongue while I stood there at the back of the lounge watching intently. He gripped his penis, collecting a final dribble of cum, and he touched Natalie’s lips, putting his finger in her mouth when they parted and wiping the semen on her tongue.

Bruno quickly fixed his trousers. “Not a word of this!” he said to me.

I nodded urgently. The older man left without looking back and closed the door behind him. Natalie got up on her elbows looking down at herself.

“Shit. What was that?” I gasped. “What a whack job!”

Natalie’s eyes lifted. She giggled.

“Are you okay, honey?”

“I’m fine,” she said, shrugging. She spread the semen around a bit then sucked her fingers.

“Aw, don’t do that.”

She bit a lip, peering up again, then collected some more cum with her fingers and sucked them. “It tastes different to yours, Brian.”

I sat beside her on the edge of the lounge. I touched her belly, rubbing the gooey stuff over her skin. She just watched me do it. I rubbed it into her tits, then she took my hand and sucked my fingers.

“This is freaky,” I said.

“Uh huh. It’s freaky exciting.” My wife licked my palm and cleaned between my fingers. “I loved the way he kissed me. It was so wet. When he did it the last time, lying down, he was just dripping in my mouth,” She said. “Did you see the way he fingered me, Brian? I came so fast – I couldn’t help it.”

“How did he do that?”

“I don’t know. It was the way he rubbed me inside.” Natalie sat up. “Did you like that too, Brian – watching him with me like that?”

“Yeah, I liked it a lot. It was amazing.”

“Ooh I want more, Brian. Let’s see if Mr Taylor’s there. I’ll put my frock on. Bring the coffee, okay?”

*

The old neighbour was there reading his paper in the morning sun as usual. I sat down. Natalie picked up her coffee and took it to the balcony rail, smiling but not saying anything.

“Is he looking?” I whispered.

Natalie nodded, blushing. “He’s definitely looking,” she replied, just mouthing the words.

A gust of breeze billowed her dress and revealed to me she wasn’t wearing panties. She put down her mug and smiled as she tugged the elastic of her frock higher, folding it. When she stood, her pussy was exposed. She turned to face the rail, and she reached back, raking her hair and fiddling with it.

I craned my neck and saw the old man staring up over his glasses. There was another man across the courtyard watching from his balcony. He went inside and appeared walking from the building carrying a bucket. He was about 50 or so – another old dude. He backed his car out of his garage and parked it below our balcony. There was a community hose there, and he started washing his car.

I could see him from where he was sitting. He was continually watching Natalie. She turned back and forth, flashing the guy good and proper and just smiling at me. We couldn’t talk without being overheard. Another older man appeared leaning on a balcony rail across the courtyard.

Natalie leaned close to whisper, “There’s so many.”

“That guy down there’s checking you from behind now.”

“I know, and Mr Taylor’s just staring at me. When I look down he nods and smiles.”

There was a knock at the door. I went to check and found it was Micky. “Hey, man.”

“Hey. I spoke to my boss. He said we can go with him today if you want. He’s going across to Horton Island.”

“Shit! No kidding? We can go with him?”

“Yeah, just for the day. We’ll be back tonight.”

“Oh, it’s only you!” Natalie teased, coming into the lounge to see who was visiting.

Micky poked out his tongue. She clawed his ribs, and when he wriggled away she grabbed him and wrestled him onto the lounge. She tickled him a bit but gave in quickly when he fought back. He got her onto her back and attacked her belly. She tucked her legs up, and Micky was then tickling her underneath her frock. Natalie wriggled and squirmed until the garment was above her breasts. She then watched Micky’s face as he looked at her body. She was still panting. He slowly looked from her tits to her pussy.

Natalie gradually caught her breath. She had her arms raised, and she wound fingers in her hair. Her frock slipped a little, but she gathered it back up above her breasts and clutched it there.

Micky touched her ribs again, feeling them softly that time. He traced a line down to her belly and circled her bellybutton. Her skin quivered as he traced lower. He touched her pubic hair, feeling it softly. He flashed a glance at me, but I stood mesmerized and didn’t look away from his hand.

Micky looked closer at what he was doing. Natalie remained lying with her head turned to the side. Micky searched through her scant little bush and found her opening. Natalie moved her leg slightly, parting her thighs. Micky found her slit and spread her labia. She moaned softly.

“It’s really wet again,” Micky said.

Natalie uttered, “Uh huh.”

Micky held her labia open with his free hand and touched the inflamed tissue, testing it. He rubbed moisture between his thumb and fingers.

Natalie sat up suddenly, clutching Micky’s wrist. She pulled his hand beneath the skirt of her frock and held his gaze while doing something under there. “Uhh..hh,” she moaned softly, biting her lip.

“Oh wow,” Micky said. “Wow that’s nice.”

Natalie met my eyes. I couldn’t see what was happening. Her frock was draped over their hands. She clung to Micky’s arm. Her eyes slowly closed and opened again, her mouth opening too.

“But what should I do?” Micky asked her.

“Like that’s nice,” she told him.

“It’s so wet in there – so hot too.”

“Uh huh.”

Micky checked with me again.

I cleared my throat a bit. “I think that’s nearly enough, man.”

My buddy nodded. “Okay, but thanks for letting me.” He looked from me to Natalie.

She claimed his arm again and held him in place. She looked to me. “Just a little bit longer, okay?” She then felt in under the skirt of her frock and repositioned Micky somehow. She pulled his arm forward. “Uhh..hh,” she moaned raggedly, her eyes wide as she looked to me again.

“Is that okay? Does it hurt?” Micky asked.

“No, it doesn’t hurt. But just with two fingers, not with three. Three’s too many.”

“It’s amazing how slippery it is.” Micky checked with me again. “And you’re allowed to do this anytime you want?”

“Not exactly anytime.”

“Yeah, but you’re married, so if she says yes, you can do it.” He gulped. “Do you ever do it to her in bed?”

I met my wife’s eyes, but they were out of focus. She was cuddling Micky’s arm with her head resting on his shoulder, her legs bent up and crossed Indian style. His hand was slowly moving back and forth under her frock. I could hear the wet squelching sound of him fingering her.

She suddenly took a breath. “It helps if you kiss the girl when you’re doing this, Micky.”

“Does it?”

“Yes.” Natalie sat up and faced him. She pulled her frock down, revealing her breasts. Micky ogled them. She smiled. “Now lay me down and kiss me nicely, and keep fingering me while you do it.”

She rested back with Micky bending down to her. He closed his eyes and pressed his lips to hers.

“Open your mouth a bit, Micky. Keep doing that down there and poke your tongue in my mouth.”

I watched the kiss. Natalie was parting her lips. Micky was sticking his tongue in. His hand was still moving between her legs, easier now that he had more room, it seemed. I was behind the lounge. I leant toward the end to have a look. Natalie’s frock was crumpled and covering her and Micky’s hand. I lifted it and saw my buddy had two fingers sawing in and out of my wife’s cunt. I checked on their kissing again and saw Natalie’s eyes roll as Micky forced his tongue deep into her mouth.

“I can’t help dribbling,” he said to her.

“Uh huh. That’s okay – I like it when you dribble.”

Natalie clutched his arm and ground herself down onto his fingers. Her belly clenched, an orgasm obviously thumping through it. She pushed Micky’s hand away and closed her legs. “That’s enough now.”

She got up, leaving Micky with a cushion pressed in place again. She looked from there to me. “What if I sat on Micky’s lap for a minute – what do you think?”

I blushed. “Do you mean—?”

My wife nodded. “Just quickly?”

Micky peered worriedly from Natalie to me. “What do you mean?”

Natalie knelt on the lounge and reached for me over the backrest. She took my hand and pulled me close. “It wouldn’t be fair not to, don’t you think?”

“Not to what?” Micky asked, his face red.

I huffed a breath. “I don’t know – I suppose.”

“Just to let him finish,” Natalie said softly. She peered down at my little buddy. “Do you want to finish, Micky?”

“Finish? Do you mean..?”

“Yeah – just quickly, if I sit on your lap. Would you like to be inside me – to finish in me?”

Micky’s face reddened further. “Um... Yeah, I want to.”

Natalie looked to me again. “It would be purely physical, Brian. Just to let him experience cumming inside a woman’s pussy. He’s obviously hard, and I’m really wet. It’s seems just natural for me to submit and let him – as a female.”

My face flushed with a surge of tingles. “Okay.” I gulped and nodded, my heart thumping. “I’ll go get a condom,” I said and went to the bedroom.


Natalie

I took the cushion from Micky and straddled his lap, lifting the folds of my frock. “Take out your dick.”

Micky complied speedily. His member was stiff, a little shorter than Brian’s but considerably thicker. I gripped it. He sucked in a breath, his eyes bulging. Brian returned and handed me the condom.

I bit the packet open and rolled it on. “You have to wear one of these because I’m not on the pill, okay? Otherwise I’d let you cum inside me properly.”

Micky nodded and gulped.

I lifted and moved forward, positioning his erection and sinking down onto it. I met my husband’s eyes, catching a breath as the feel of being penetrated washed through me. I was still on edge from my orgasm. I ground hard against the base of the lovely thick cock inside of me, and it soon resurged and pulsed through my belly.

Micky had already ejaculated. He was clinging to me with his head to one side and squashed against my breasts, his thin body taut and quivering.

“There – all done,” I said softly, kissing the top of his head. “You’re not a virgin anymore, Micky.” I held the base of the condom in place and lifted from him. I giggled. “Nice effort. That’s a lot of cum.”

He grinned. “Is it?”

“Is there always that much when you do it by yourself?”

He blushed.

I smiled as I carefully removed the condom. “Well, is there?”

Micky shrugged. “I don’t know. I usually have a towel.”

I moved from his lap and lay back on the couch holding up the condom and toying with the full end. Micky was looking at my pussy. I gathered my frock higher, under my breasts, and laid the condom on my belly. I blushed up at my compliant husband and lifted the end, spilling some of the semen. It pooled in my bellybutton and I rubbed it around. “It’s good for your skin,” I explained to both guys gawking.

I bit down on my grin and blushed as I lifted the end of the condom and let the rest of the semen drip from it. I wiped the gooey mess down lower, through my little bush, and I cupped my pussy and poked a finger inside as I spread it down there. “Mmm nice,” I cooed, absolutely loving how naughty this was, and rubbing back up over my belly and under my frock. I then held the condom up and squeezed the last of the semen from it, dripping it up high, and I uncovered my breasts and rubbed it in with both hands. I massaged it in then wiped my hands over my face. “Thank you, Micky,” I said sweetly and licked and sucked my fingers, thrilling at the taste of him. I really love the taste of cum, and with the added naughtiness of doing this for Micky while Brian watched, I was beyond any kind of restraint.

I picked up the condom again and pushed my fingers through, turning it inside-out.

“Aw yeah,” Micky groaned as I pushed it into my mouth and sucked it.

I peered at him, blushing a little deeper. “You taste nice.” I met my husband’s eyes. “He tastes nice and strong, Brian.”


Brian

An hour later the three of us were climbing down a ladder to a small half-cabin cruiser. Mr Chino was a dark-skinned Italian man with curly grey hair. I had been on a boat once for a run along the river from the marina. This time we were going out to sea, which was exciting. Horton Island was about a half hour cruise directly off the mainland. It was a popular holiday spot.

“Come on, love,” Mr Chino said with a grin, waiting for Natalie to climb down.   

Natalie had put on panties and a yellow bikini top, and I’d seen her stuff the bikini bottoms in her bag. She backed onto the ladder with the breeze billowing her wrap. Standing behind Mr Chino, I saw a flash of her little white-with-pink-spots panties. Mr Chino took hold of her waist and guided her to the deck, his gnarled old hands gripping her firmly. “Thank you, Mr Chino,” she said sweetly.

Micky gathered the ropes, and Mr Chino backed the boat away from the dock and powered through the marina. I followed Natalie up to watch the old man drive.

“Come, come,” he said with a big grin. “You want to drive?” he offered me.

“I don’t know how.”

“It’s easy. We go that way. You steer.”

I took the wheel, thrilled to be driving a boat for the first time in my life.

“It’s good, yeah?”

“It’s great! I love this!”

“Enjoy. Have fun. I take over when we see the island, okay?”

Natalie squeezed in between the two seats, beside me.

“Ahh, Natalie. Pretty young lady now, huh? Last time just a girl.”

“Thank you, Mr Chino.”

“So, you’re going to—” He tugged at the front of his shirt, his grin huge. “Maybe topless, yes?”

Natalie blushed. “Yes – when we get to the island.” She squeezed my arm.

“Good, good. Very beautiful girl.” The guy tilted his head to look her over. “Very beautiful.”

She smiled through her blush, nodding her thanks for the compliment. Mr Chino went to get something from a compartment under another seat. Natalie met my gaze. I then lowered to watch her hands as she unfastened a tie holding her wrap closed in front. She raised eyebrows and grinned cheekily.

Mr Chino returned and sat on his seat. He swivelled it to the side as Natalie walked away and turned. She was far enough from the windshield for the wind to catch her hair. She reached up to hold it. The updraft lifted her wrap and folded it against her belly. She knelt with one knee on a seat and stayed there looking over the side with her panties fully on display for the old man.

Micky joined her there, sitting and grinning up at her. Mr Chino kept watching constantly. She glanced sometimes and blushed at his smile. The island came into view. Mr Chino took over driving and anchored in a pristine little cove – crystal clear water and brilliant white sand.

“You should come for a holiday. I have a good friend. Good deal on bungalow.”

“Oh really? That would be awesome,” I said, still glowing from the experience of driving the boat.

Mr Chino produced a business card from his pocket. “I’ll tell Pedro you will call. You like to fish? Great fishing!” He winked.

We moved to the back deck where Mr Chino unfolded a full-length deck chair. He held out his hands. “For you, Natalie.”

Micky dived into the water. “It’s awesome, Brian. Come in.”

“Yeah, in a minute.”

“You want to sunbathe?” Mr Chino asked, his grin returning. “I watch, yes?”

“Okay, but I want to swim first,” Natalie uttered. She looked to me. “Pass me my bikini pants, please?”

I found them in her bag and handed them to her.

Natalie removed her panties from beneath her wrap then stepped into her swimmers and pulled them up. She undid the wrap and tossed it on a chair.

“Ready?” I asked.

Natalie nodded, but she remained facing the old man and removed the band from her hair, raking it and untangling it with her bikini covered breasts moving. They were heavy enough to sway side to side, drooping just slightly and with the cups of her top holding their full roundness but only supported by tiny strings.  She allowed Mr Chino to have a good long look at them. “Okay, let’s go in,” she said, pushing me toward the ladder down the back of the boat.

The water was warm and calm. Mr Chino tossed us snorkels and flippers, and we swam in search of tropical fish. The water was only several metres deep, the white sandy bottom alive with all kinds of colourful sea creatures.

Micky stayed in the water when Natalie and I decided we’d had enough. We climbed the stairs to find the old man asleep. He stirred. Natalie had her towel clutched in front and smiled over it. I handed her the sunscreen.

Mr Chino was lying on a padded bench seat. He sat up. The deck chair he had set for Natalie was in front of him. Natalie sat down with a leg either side of the chair and started rubbing the oily lotion into her arms. Her nipples were tight from the water. They were visible through the yellow fabric. Mr Chino sat watching her tits jiggle and sway as she moved her arms about, pressing against the sides of them.

“There’s lemonade in the cooler there, son.”

I lifted a lid and found the drinks. I opened one for Natalie and offered one to the old man.”

“I’m fine. So, how is your mum these days, Natalie? It’s been a long time.”

“Mum’s great. She remarried about a year ago. She seems really happy.”

“Ahh, that’s wonderful. Always liked your mother. She was well rid of that son of mine.”

“Roger is okay,” Natalie offered politely.

“Yes, but he’s no good for a woman. Except when he used to bring you to visit.” Mr Chino grinned. “I always liked those lucky days.” He winked at me and tilted his head to look at Natalie’s tits quite blatantly. “I see you’ve developed nicely, love.”

“Thank you, Mr Chino.” Natalie plucked at the bikini string around her neck. “I used to like visiting you too. You were like a granddaddy to me.”

“Yes, I have grandchildren your age, love. I hope I treated you no differently.”

“You were always really nice.” Natalie tugged at the knot behind her neck. My heart pounded. “You used to make me laugh and you always made me feel welcome,” she said to the old guy, and she released the string and lowered her top to uncover her tits.

“Ahh – that’s nice, love. Very nice.”

Natalie untied the string behind her back and took her top away. She was blushing as she peered up at the old man. “Do you like them, Mr Chino?”

“Very much. You’ve developed so nicely, haven’t you?”

Natalie was leaning back. She arched her chest forward. “I guess.”

“Yes – five years ago you only slightly built girl. I notice when you went swimming. Those are womanly breasts now.” He looked to me. “You’re playing sexy married games, yes? Showing off your wife?”

I nodded. “We’re finding it exciting.”

The old man smiled. “And you should. This body, men will notice.”

Natalie blushed again. “I hope so.”

Mr Chino looked her over again slowly. She was sitting with her legs straight. She plucked at her bikini pants, tugging the front up. He watched her do that. “Those others were underwear?” he asked.

“Yes – panties,” Natalie replied softly. “I think men like to see them more so than swimmers – since they’re not supposed to.”

The old man chuckled. “Yes – very important difference, love.”

Natalie smiled through her blush. “I’ll put them back on later if you like.”

Mr Chino picked up the sunscreen and squirted some oil into his hand. He rubbed it over Natalie’s shin and knee. She met his glance with a smile. She hadn’t done her legs yet. He applied the sunscreen to her ankle and foot then squirted more and did her other lower leg.

Natalie rested back and turned her head to face me. I was leaning against a rail watching. I wanted this old dude to take liberties with my wife. I wanted to see his hands all over her.

Mr Chino smoothed his big old hand along Natalie’s thigh. He worked the oily lotion up over her hip, and Natalie lifted the string there and held the knot out of the way for him. He rubbed in underneath and around the elastic edge, following it toward her crotch. She lifted the fabric and stretched it away from his fingers. He squirted more oil and swept his hand up her inner thigh, rubbing back down then up again, his fingers slipping beneath the leg of her bikini pants where she was holding them and flaying over her hip again.

He squirted more oil and worked into her other thigh. When he got to her hip, he lifted the edge of her pants himself and rubbed in underneath. He flayed his fingers right over her hip with his thumb pressing into her crotch. He kept that hand there and rubbed oil over her belly with the other. His thumb was pressing quite firmly into her. It was between her pussy lips down low at her vagina. “Yes, a beautifully developed young woman now,” he said, his hand sweeping upward to slide over a breast as his other thumb wiggled against her pussy quite deliberately.

He relented and squirted more sunscreen into his hand. “It’s okay to put on the tan oil, yes?” he asked both Natalie and me. “I like to do it.” He smiled huge.

I nodded. “It’s okay.”

“Yes, you can do it, Mr Chino,” Natalie uttered.

“Ahh – very good. Very sexy game, yes?”

Natalie bit her lip. “Uh huh.”

His rough old hand closed directly over her boob that time. He rested his free hand on her thigh, his thumb returning to her crotch. I looked down at what he was doing there. The old man rubbed firmly again, this time in a circular fashion, opening Natalie’s pussy and pressing the fabric of her pants into her. He had oiled her tits and massaged one then the other, feeling her nipples.

Natalie reached down and gathered the edge of her pants. She pulled it aside and from beneath the pressure of his thumb. He then sunk into her. His thick old digit slid in easily, all the way up her cunt. “Uhh..hhh,” she moaned raggedly.

He continued massaging her tits quite roughly. His thumb was sliding in and out. “You should come stay on the island. Lots of old fishermen, yes!” He grinned at me. “Nice titties. Nice tight vagina.”

Natalie gripped his wrist and clung to it as she went into orgasm. He rubbed her neck, pulling her close. Her belly clenched and her tits shuddered with each contraction. He continued rubbing her G-spot with his thumb. He held her until she slumped in his arms then released her to lie back. She swayed one leg across the other. The crotch of her pants was still bunched aside, and she reached down and straightened it.

“Yes, the old fishermen are always watching for pretty young tourist. You call my friend Pedro. He has nice bungalow on the beach for rent. It’s quiet now – out of season for the fishing parties.”

“Okay, we sure will call him. I have holiday time next month,” I said.

Natalie sat up and had some drink. She was still tingling all over.

“Did you enjoy that, love? Not bad for old man, yes?”

“It was amazing. It seems older men know how to do that very well.”

Mr Chino chuckled. “Practice! You see, we lose other abilities and need the new tricks as we get older.”

“Oh! You mean erection problems?”

“Yes – unfortunately. I don’t like the pills. I’ll take what nature gives.” He waved his arm. “Still I can satisfy a lady!”

The old man rested back on his bench, laughing and chatting away. Natalie sunbathed on her back for a while then rolled over. He did her sunscreen again but didn’t attempt to feel her sexually that time.

Me and Micky were in and out of the water. It was getting late when we all decided we had better head back to the mainland.

Natalie took her panties and a singlet top from her bag. She put on the singlet without her bikini. It was cut very low beneath her arms and displayed the full side of her breasts. It was white with Beach Babe
 printed in fluorescent orange and green on the front. It only covered her nipples but was quite long. She removed her bikini pants from beneath it, facing away from everyone and quickly pulling her panties up. When she turned, her crotch was on display, although she could stretch the singlet down if she needed to.

Me and Micky were sharing the steering of the boat. Mr Chino looked at Natalie’s panties. She raked her hair and started combing out the knots from swimming. He watched her, mostly staring at her crotch but sometimes at her tits.

She approached and leant into his big arm. “Thank you for today. It was fun.”


Natalie

Mr Chino pulled me closer, guiding me to sit on his lap. He grinned and whispered into my ear, “Not allowed to do this with my other granddaughters.” His hand was in through the side of my singlet, his coarse fingers stroking under my tit.

I placed an arm around his shoulder and sat there watching the ocean flash by. He continued feeling me up, just softly. I kept checking back, and I met my husband’s glances with smiles. The old man’s other hand was resting upon my thigh. It started moving, stroking gently. He was looking down at my legs, so I tugged my singlet up a bit to let him see my panties properly.

His stroking down there gradually worked toward my pussy, his thick finger tracing through my slit, rubbing in a little but only lightly. He felt upward and located my clit.

I held his head close and breathed into his hair. He tugged at my panties, so I lifted for him to pull them down. He lowered them to my knees. Brian was glancing back. Micky was watching intently. The old man’s finger penetrated me, and he began fucking me with it. His calloused hand was bumping against my clit. My panties fell to my ankles, and I extracted a foot and opened my legs wider.

I clung to the old man’s head while he banged me with his finger and sucked on one of my tits. His tongue lashed my nipple. He was sucking hard when my orgasm hit.

“We’re nearly there,” Brian said.

“Okay, love – I better take over up there.”

“Uh huh,” I uttered and I was put aside.

We passed a taller boat, and I quickly stretched my singlet down to cover myself. I then retrieved my panties from the floor and scrunched them in my hand. I approached the guys where it wasn’t so exposed. We were only five minutes from the marina. Micky gave me his seat next to Mr Chino. The old man smiled and gave me a wink, looking down into my lap.

He patted my thigh and squeezed affectionately. “You okay, love?”

“Better than okay.”

He stroked back and reached under to feel my pussy, parting my slick labia and inserting his middle finger to the knuckle. I rested back in the seat and opened my legs slightly. I lifted my singlet up to my neck. Micky reached around and grabbed a tit. I smiled back at him. I reached back and held Micky’s neck while he continued feeling me up and while Mr Chino guided the boat into the marina and kept playing in my pussy.

I was in a total daze. I eventually had to get dressed but only put my panties on to walk to the car. Mr Chino reminded us to call his friend Pedro about the cheap rent bungalow on the island. He invited us on his boat anytime.

I was led from the marina to our new Jeep with my hand being held by my husband, while I was holding our friend’s hand and tugging him along. I was over all the playing and wanted some real sex now.

Micky’s lust-filled eyes were all over me! Obviously he was in need of more of what I’d allowed him a small taste of back at home on my lounge.


Part 2 – Teaching him

Brian

I dropped off my buddy Micky and took my wife home. Her eyes were glazed as she sat staring out the window of the car. I led her upstairs and to the shower, getting in with her and finding that she was still wet from her mother’s friend old Mr Chino fingering her, and I fucked her right there against the glass screen.

All that following week, we were distracted from our new extra-marital game playing. I had a crappy week at work and Natalie was away for a few days helping a backpacker friend from Germany settle into life in a country town not far from here.

Nat and I had talked about things the few nights before she left of course, but I hadn’t pushed too hard about what had happened with Micky, and the way we’d let him experience his first-time sex with her.

Natalie returned home on Friday and we were at the beach on the Saturday. Micky was there with us but was in the water surfing with his bodyboard. I lifted my head and looked at my wife. “So, like we were saying, of these old dudes it’s only been Mr Chino who’s actually touched you, right baby? You wouldn’t really say that Bruno and that touched you. That was just them looking when you were posing for the painting, eh!”

“Um…” Natalie bit a lip, grimacing a little.

“I mean, yeah, they touched your nipples and that – to get them hard. But that was all.”

Natalie nodded, still biting her lip and blushing a bit now.

“What?” I frowned my concern. “What – did something else happen?”

My wife swallowed and took a breath. She grimaced guiltily, nodding a tiny bit more. “Something did actually happen when you were asleep, Brian. But I was still really drunk and I couldn’t help it.”

My entire body flushed with tingles. My heart was suddenly thumping. “What happened, baby – what?”

“Um… well, I went out to the kitchen for a drink of water and Bruno was there.” Natalie swallowed and took a ragged breath. “And he made me suck him, and while I was doing that the old housekeeper man got down behind me and had me that way as well.”

I just stared gobsmacked, my cock poking into the towel and sand beneath me – firming fast.

“But it didn’t mean anything, and I wasn’t even sure I remembered it right in the morning. And then we started with flashing these other men and you were into that too. And then with what happened with Micky and I still hadn’t found the right time to say anything yet.”

I was nodding now. I had my jaw clenched and my head was spinning with this, but the mental picture of my wife on her knees sucking my boss off was incredibly arousing. “And that old cook dude fucked you?” I checked, trying to conjure up an image for that too. “Like from behind – doggy style?”

Natalie nodded. There was a hopeful little smile in her eyes now. “Uh huh – while I was still sucking Bruno off. At the same time.”

“Aw shit, baby, that’s messed up, right? Why the fuck does that fucking do it for me? I should be pissed or something!”

My wife was smiling for real now. “Hmm, so it does it for you, does it? That’s good, because it did it for me too.”

“Yeah? You liked it? So, they didn’t um… like they didn’t rape you or anything?”

“Um no. They got me so drunk with that homemade brandy that I couldn’t resist.” She waggled brows. “Couldn’t resist what I wanted, that is.”

“Oh yeah, and you wanted to suck Bruno off did you? And you wanted that weird old fucker to hump you?” I was fully erect now, looking at my wife’s body. She was on her back wearing a red string bikini. Her nipples were poking at it and there was a gap down the front of the pants – her belly flat of course and her little bush almost visible down there.

“Hehe and what’s the matter with you?” my wife sang teasingly. “Are you uncomfortable lying like that all of a sudden, are you?”

“Aw fuck.” I checked around. “I’m fucking boned up serious, baby.” The beach was crowded – kids everywhere. “We should have gone around to the point.”

“Um no – not doing it! I don’t want to sunburn my boobs,” Natalie said again. She’d knocked me back on the idea of topless sunbathing earlier, and we’d both shut Micky up pestering about it too.

*

That afternoon me and Natalie sat across the dining table to talk properly. I started.

“Well, I don’t have any regrets.”

“I’m glad. I was worried about telling you – about what happened that weekend at the bungalow.”

“No. I feel fine about everything. Things did go further than I thought.”

“I know! But I wasn’t planning to let anyone have sex with me or touch me like they did.”

I squeezed my wife’s hands. “That was definitely not planned. I think we both know that. Who even knows what’s going to happen now? It’s not about us together, is it? It’s just sexy fun.”

“Exactly! Our life together is completely separate. It’s not about love.”

“That’s right. That’s the difference, isn’t it, honey?”

“Uh huh. We’re in love, and we’re just playing games with this other stuff.”

There was a knock at the door. Natalie went to answer it. I went to find a beer but there were none left.

“Hey, man,” Micky said from the kitchen doorway. He was holding a six-pack.

“Cool, dude. Just what I was looking for.” I took one of the beers. “What are you doing here? I thought you were going to help your brother with his car.”

“Nah, he’s got to wait for a part or something. I knew we drank all your beer so I brought some more.”

“Oh cool. Thanks, dude.”

Natalie had turned on the television – our talk interrupted for the moment. She was sitting with her legs tucked up on the end of the lounge. I kicked back in my recliner. The other one had junk on it. Micky sat on the other end of the lounge to Natalie and put his feet up on the coffee table. We all laughed through a quite good line up of amateur comedians performing at a club.

Natalie had on a short straight skirt with a white blouse and bra. She had been out with her sister after getting home from the beach. I could see the crotch of her pink panties from behind her legs. Micky was checking them out too.

Natalie went to the kitchen and got an apple. I went and got another beer then kicked back again. Natalie finished her apple and reached to put the core on the saucer with her teacup. When she sat back Micky touched her bare foot. She glanced but he had folded his arms and was innocently watching the television. A few minutes later he did it again, earning a glare that time, which made him smile. The next time he did it, Natalie pushed his leg with her foot, smiling too. Micky then leant over on an elbow and reached to poke her ribs.

“Hey, you!” she scolded.

She was still smiling. I started to get an erection, having to shift in my seat to make room.

Micky poked Natalie’s side again but she caught his arm that time and glared. “What are you trying to do, pest?”

Micky chuckled and squeezed her knee with his other hand. She giggled and pushed him with her foot again. He got up on his knees and tickled her ribs, clutching them and making her shriek with laughter.

He eased up, and she held his wrists, panting. She looked over and I met her eyes. Micky grabbed her ribs again. She kept looking to me as she squirmed and wriggled. I was fully erect by then. I didn’t know where this was going exactly, but I wanted my little buddy to play with my wife. I wanted him touching her and making her skirt bunch up like it was.

Micky relented again. Natalie held his wrists but only lightly, and he touched her knee. He squeezed it and she flinched. He then gripped her ribs, and she flinched again, looking to me once more. She held my gaze as our immature young friend clutched both sides of her ribs and made her squirm.

“Okay, you win,” she conceded, giggling when he dug his fingers in again. “You win okay, Micky? Just wait a minute.” She undid a button on her blouse. “Just let me up a bit for a minute.”

He lifted, and she sat up. She glanced at me again as she continued undoing her blouse. “Look at WHAT he won, Brian! He keeps tickling me, so I have to give in.”

Micky grabbed her ribs again. She squealed and clamped her arms to her side. “Wait a minute, okay? I’m doing it.”

Micky remained kneeling, looking down at her. She took off her blouse and reached behind to unclip her bra. She lowered it and exposed her tits, then slipped her arms from it and dropped both garments on the floor.

She lay back and peered up at Micky. “Is that better?”

He nodded. “Yep. Much better.”

I stood and walked to the back of the lounge.

Micky glanced but looked back at Natalie. He covered her tits with his hands. She lifted her arms, resting them behind her head. He squeezed and started massaging firmly. “Uhh..hh..h,” she moaned. “It makes me wet when you do that, Micky.” He grinned and continued. He was straddling her thighs. He leaned down, and she parted her lips to meet his. She held eye contact with me. “He’s making my legs tingle, Brian. He’s getting me ready to have sex with.”

I just swallowed hard and drew a breath. It was true, my buddy was preparing my wife for sex, and I was alright with that.

Micky kissed her again, extending his tongue. She closed her eyes and went with it, allowing him control. She had to swallow once but opened for him again.

“Is this okay?” he asked her.

“Uh huh. It makes me so wet down there when you stick your tongue in my mouth. It’s the best way to get me ready for you.”

He covered her lips and forced his tongue in deep. She lay there clutching his shirt and moaning softly until she had to swallow again. He left her mouth wet and open and edged back, kissing down her neck and chest, and he latched on and sucked one of her tits.

“Use your tongue on my nipple, Micky. I like that.”

He peered up from what he was doing. “Okay.” He also reached down and felt her between her legs.

“Uhh..hh,” Natalie moaned again, her chest shuddering. “Uh huh. Pull my panties down, Micky… Strip me completely, okay?”

He left her tit wet with his saliva and tugged at her panties. She lifted her bottom and undid the zipper at the side of her skirt.

Her eyes moved to me. “Take my skirt off too, Micky. You’ve conquered me completely now. I’m yours to take.”

I was reeling but there’s no way I was stopping this. I just swallowed hard and kept watching.

Micky pulled Natalie’s skirt and panties from her legs and dropped them on the floor. He was then on his knees beside her, and he bent down to inspect her pussy. She parted her legs for him. He used his thumbs and peeled open her labia. “Yeah, it’s really wet,” he said peering up at her and me.

“Uh huh,” Natalie uttered. “Do you want to get the condoms for him, Brian?”

“Yeah, okay. Wait a minute.” I hurried to the bedroom and brought back a condom and gave it to Micky.

Micky bit it open and dropped his pants to his ankles. Natalie spread her legs. He lay on top of her, and she guided him in. She held him close. He immediately started thrusting. She then clung to him while he humped her wildly. He had picked this up quickly – how to fuck. He was pulling back and slamming against my wife, jolting her into the armrest of the lounge. He suddenly cried out and jammed himself up her hard, his buttocks clenched and quivering.

Natalie rested a hand on his back and the other arm behind her head. She kissed Micky’s hair. “Careful it doesn’t slip off when you pull out of me, okay?”

“Okay,” Micky said. “Do you want it again?”

“Uh huh,” Natalie uttered, blushing. “You can pour it over me.”

Micky lifted from her and held the base of the condom as his cock oozed from her pussy. He slipped the used sheath off and held it up. He grinned. “Are you going to taste it again too?”

“Yes,” Natalie replied, glancing at me. “I want to taste your cum again, Micky.”

He tipped the condom up and dripped some on her tits. “Aw fuck,” he groaned as she massaged it in.

“Pour it in my mouth, Micky.” Natalie opened and waited. Micky aimed carefully and his cum dripped onto her tongue. The thick gooey fluid seeped into her throat and she swallowed it down. “Mmm thank you, Micky,” she cooed.

He chuckled as he pushed his fingers through, turning the condom inside out. Natalie sucked the remains of his load from the rubber. She took it from him and stretched it out, licking it clean while me and Micky watched.

I slumped back in my recliner. Micky stood and pulled up his pants. Natalie peered over, biting her lip, her cheeks flushed and her hair messed up. She swayed her legs closed. “I’d better put dinner on soon.”

I nodded. “Should I help?”

Micky tucked in his shirt. “I should go.” He picked up his beer and had a drink.

Natalie got up and stepped into her skirt. “That was nice, Micky. You were really good.”

He smiled. “Really?”

“Yeah – except I only got one kiss this time.” Natalie buttoned her blouse and picked up her bra and panties.

“Do you want another one now?”

“No, It’s too late now. I mean before you have me. It’s nice to get kisses before.”

“Oh okay. And what about your tits – should I kiss them more too?”

Natalie giggled. “I don’t know – maybe. It’s better if the man is in charge of that.”

“Okay. I’d better run.”

“Can’t you stay for dinner?” Natalie asked sweetly.

“I’ve got to see my dad about something. I could come back.”

“Okay – about twenty minutes?”

Micky rushed off, and Natalie pulled me up to go start dinner. I cuddled her. “That was interesting again.”

Natalie giggled and kissed me with closed lips. “I know, but it’s a shame to waste his in a silly condom.” She tried to kiss me again but I turned my head in protest. “What – no kisses?” she teased.

“There’s some on your face and your lips are sticky with it.”

She giggled some more. “Well, you could have said something – maybe stopped him when he started tickling me. It was obvious what he was after again.”

I nodded resolutely. It was true of course, I could have stopped things.

“Did you cum with him?” I asked.

“No, I didn’t. But it’s fine! It’s still nice for me. I don’t always have to orgasm for it to feel nice and exciting.”

“I found the whole thing pretty exciting, baby. The way he was grabbing you like that and knowing it was going to happen.”

“I know. Even the way he brought beer. Do you think he only did that so he could try to get onto me again?”

“Yeah, probably. Any excuse to come over, I suppose.”

Natalie cuddled up. “It’s kinda hot though – how simple and obvious he is about it. And now that he’s finally tried it, he’s so excited. I don’t mind being the one he gets to practice with. He’s our best friend, after all.”

I nodded. “Yeah, I guess. I’ve always felt a bit sorry for him not being able to get with any girls.”

Natalie lifted and pressed her lips to mine. I reluctantly allowed her to kiss me. She parted her lips, moaning softly. “He’s learning to kiss too. That’s been really nice so far – wet but nice. You don’t tongue kiss me like that so much anymore, Brian. You used to when we got married.”

“You taste like his cum right now though, sweetheart.”

“Uh huh – but just a little bit? Please?” Natalie pulled my head down and probed my mouth with her tongue. I responded, grimacing at the taste, but giving in and just swallowing at it.

I soon had to put my wife aside. “What about dinner, baby? I’m hungry.”

“Okay.” Her phone was ringing. She answered excitedly.

It seemed it was her backpacker friend from Germany again. Sabine was her name. She had only been in the country a couple of weeks and was working as a fruit picker, staying in group accommodation on the job or whatever. I was looking forward to meeting the chick next week, as she was going to be staying with us for a few days. She looked fucking hot in the pictures I’d seen of her.


Natalie

“Bye, Sabine, just call me with the time for your bus when you find out. I’ll be there to pick you up. It’s going to be so great!”

I quickly changed my skirt and blouse for comfy track pants and an old tank top. We had dinner served by the time Micky got back. After dinner, I spent another hour on the phone with my new German girlfriend while the guys watched a basketball game on TV. Sabine had booked her bus ticket and would be arriving next Wednesday and staying for two nights. Mid-week wasn’t ideal, but I’d be taking her out and showing her the city anyway.

“Let’s do something more fun,” I told the guys as I hung up the phone and cuddled Brian over the back of his chair.

“Like what?”

“I don’t know but I don’t want to watch TV. Let’s play cards.”

“Okay!” Micky called over from where he was lying on the couch. “What about rummy?”

We set up on the lounge room floor, the guys having the extra beers Micky had brought when he was out and I was drinking my wine. I won the first game and Brian the second.

“You can stay over if you want,” Brian told Micky. He was yawning as he shuffled to begin the third game.

“I might go and put on my nightie,” I announced – my suddenly naughty mind ticking over. “Do you guys want anything from the kitchen?”

Brian smiled up at me. “Another beer please?”

“Micky?” I asked.

“Okay, since I don’t have to walk home, I suppose.”

“Alright – I’ll get out sheets and that for the spare bed.”

I did that and changed my pants and tank top for a sleep-tee. I took back beers for the guys and sat down to pick up my cards.

Micky immediately looked at my legs. I checked with Brian but he was looking too. I still had on panties, but I knew they were on display. I blushed a little, biting my grin.

“Nice camel toe, sweetheart.”

I met my husband’s eyes. “I thought you guys would like me better in this.”

“I do,” Micky said. “Except it’s loose up top and we can’t see much – just where your nipples are, a little bit.”

I looked down at my chest, my nipples firming right then. I shifted the way I was sitting, moving my upper leg back a bit and exposing my crotch more for the guys. We played a few hands, laughing and chatting. Brian won that game and we switched to concentration, laughing and carrying on through a couple of rounds of that.

We ended up lying on our backs on the floor just talking. “I might go to bed soon,” I announced.

“Yeah, me too,” Brian said with a yawn.

Micky lifted upon an elbow. He walked fingers up my shin and clutched my knee.

I flinched, blushing. My pussy was on fire instantly. Oh my god he’s going to have me again!


“Are you going right now?” Micky teased, and he reached and clutched my other knee.

“Hey, you!” I scolded playfully – the last thing I wanted was for him to stop.

I sat up resting back on my hands, my legs flat on the floor. Micky watched mine and Brian’s faces as he walked fingers up my shin again. He got to my knee and squeezed just above it. My skin tingled, my face heating red. “Um – Micky...”

Micky scooted closer, still on an elbow. He walked his fingers higher and clutched my upper-thigh. I scissored my legs, squirming and stifling a giggle. Micky left off doing that and used a single finger to poke my ribs. I wiggled away and gripped his wrist, looking to my husband, who was just staring blankly, his eyes filled with acquiescence.

“Do you want to get him another condom, Brian?”

Brian looked up, his eyes coming to.

Micky clutched my ribs. He was grinning huge.

I pressed my arms to my sides to stop him. “I think he might want me again, Brian.”

Micky dug his fingers in and made me laugh and double over squirming. He got on his knees behind me. “Bully!” I scolded, smiling back at him there. He gripped my shoulders and massaged. I rested back against him and he slipped one hand into the neckline of my sleep-tee and reached down to feel my breasts.

I pressed my chest forward, arching against his hand. I looked up at him, tilting my head and parting my lips as he closed his mouth over mine. He tweaked a nipple as he searched deep into me with his tongue. “Mmm, you’re going to make me wet doing that, Micky.”

“I know. I want to make you wet down there. I want to get it ready for you-know-what.”

“Uh huh, you can pinch them a little bit – not too hard.”

He laid me back across his lap and I opened my mouth as he bent to me. I held Brian’s gaze as this other young man probed deep with his tongue again, and as he stuck his hand up my shirt to get at my tits. Micky broke off the kiss to look at me. I waited with my lips still parted, maintaining eye contact with my husband.

Micky lifted my shirt up over my tits, exposing them. “Is your pussy wet enough to fuck yet?” he asked.

“Check it,” I replied, blushing deeper.

Micky slipped fingers down the front of my panties and felt into me. “Yep, it’s wet.” He smiled at Brian. “I think she’s ready for more dick, man.”

“Uhh-hhh,” I moaned uncontrollably, rolling my hips as Micky slipped a finger into me. “So, do you want to get him that condom, Brian?”

Brian grimaced. “I don’t think there’s any left. I need to buy some tomorrow.”

Micky looked up, peering from Brian to me.

“Hmm. Okay, well you’ll have to pull out of me before you cum, Micky?” I pushed my panties down from my hips. “You can have me unprotected but don’t cum inside me, okay? When you’re ready you can finish in my mouth instead.”

“Okay.” Micky pushed his pants down, his cock springing upright. I lay back on the floor and spread my legs for him. He tilted his head to look at my pussy. He then examined it more closely, parting my labia and looking inside. “Yeah, it’s wet now for sure.”

I held my husband’s gaze as I bent my knees up and spread myself wide. Micky was lowering to me, his cock in his hand. He pushed my top back up over my shuddering tits. I reached back above my head and gripped the leg of the couch. Micky sunk his cock into me. “Uhh hhh… Micky... But don’t cum inside me, okay? Say when you’re getting close.” 

Micky rested on his hands with his upper body raised. He just used his hips to rock my body, making my tits bounce. “It’s so tight in you, Nat. It’s so hot and slippery.”

“Uh huh. Are you getting close?”

“Sort of. It’s sort of starting but I can hold back a bit.”

“Okay – if you want to enjoy me for a while, just stop for a minute when you need to. I’ll keep still.”

Micky nodded, his face contorting as he held firmly up me. He grinned down at where we were coupled together, his cock imbedded in me and flexing.

“I can feel you, Micky. Are you sure you didn’t..?”

He shook his head. “I nearly had to pull out. It got really close.”

“Oh – okay...”

He rolled his pelvis and rocked my body, bumping against me and keeping my tits surging from beneath my sleep-t. He was staring at them. I watched his face and pulled my shirt up higher for him.

Micky smiled. “That’s better.”

I looked to my husband standing there with his eyes glazed. Micky gave a few short, firm thrusts and held still again. “Aw shit – nearly,” he squeaked, grimacing and pressing hard into me. “Wow that was close,” he said, grinning up at Brian.

Brian cleared his throat and gulped. “This is a bit risky, isn’t it?”

“Uh huh, but just for a bit longer. I’m getting close too now,” I said, and I closed my eyes as Micky started moving in me again. “Just like that, Micky. Nice and slow,” I encouraged, and I suddenly tensed and convulsed in orgasm, biting down on my lip and pulling Micky’s hips as I ground against him. “No – stay in me,” I said to him, his face contorting. “Mmm that’s nice.” I smiled up at Brian. I knew Micky had just ejaculated in me. “I should be okay,” I assured.

“Did he just cum?”

“I think so. It felt like he did.”

“Did you, Micky?” Brian asked.

Micky nodded. “Sorry – I couldn’t stop it.”

“I should be okay,” I assured again.

Brian’s face was red. “Are you sure?”

“I think it’s late enough in my month to be safe.” I covered my opening as I sat and extracted myself from being impaled. I lifted a leg across and moved away but Micky grabbed me from behind and cuddled me. I met his lips over my shoulder, both of us on our knees.

“That felt so great like that,” he said, feeling my tits.

“Yeah? You liked it without a condom?”

“Yep!” He kept hold of me with one arm and reached down between our bodies.

“Um – Micky!” I said. Still on my knees, I gripped the couch. Micky entered me again, surging up inside of me.

“Come on, man,” Brian warned. “That’s enough now, eh!”

Micky started thrusting, hunching up behind me and rolling his hips.

“Uhh… hhh,” I moaned uncontrollably again, and I looked up at my husband. “It’s okay – just let him.”

“It feels so great,” Micky said. He was fully over my back, holding tight and pumping me.

I remained resting over the seat of the couch and kept my hips tilted, my opening presented for servicing. I held Brian’s gaze but closed my eyes as I went back into orgasm. Micky humped me through it then jammed himself hard against my bottom and held firm.

I peered up at Brian, biting my grin and thrilling inside as I was being inseminated again.

Micky finally released me and sat up on the couch. I tugged my sleep-t down and found my panties on the floor. Micky claimed my hand, so I sat beside him. “That was amazing. I loved that,” he said.

I smiled, pushing back my sweaty hair. “I’m glad you liked it. You were so big inside me.”

“It’s great we’re like this now – us two guys and you as the girl.”

“Yes, I’m definitely the girl.” I looked to my husband. “I’m the girl alright – with the thing you guys both need, it seems.”

Micky chuckled. “You mean your pussy?”

I held Brian’s gaze. “Yes, I mean my pussy – which you BOTH obviously need – and which I don’t mind sharing.”

Brian just held my eyes.

“Do you like sharing me, Brian?”

He shrugged slightly. “I guess.”

I bit down on my grin.

“I might go have my shower,” Brian said.

“Okay. I’ll help Micky make up his bed.” I stood and tugged him by the hand. Micky cuddled behind me as we walked. I clung to his hand upon my belly, meeting Brian’s glance from the bathroom door.

I took Micky into the spare room and quickly made his bed while he watched, just grinning at me.

“Alright, I’m going to bed,” I told him and approached where he was sitting on a chair.

He took hold of the hem of my sleep-t and tugged me closer, one of his knees between mine. He looked at my chest then lifted his hands up my sides and felt my breasts. “Uhh…hh,” I moaned softly as he thumbed my sensitive nipples. “Micky!” I said, stroking his hair. He kissed my left nipple. I held my breath, biting down on my lip. He ran his hands back down then up the back of my thighs, beneath my nightie. I just leaned against him as he nibbled my nipples through the fabric. He slipped fingers under the waistband of my panties. He tugged them down a bit. “Micky, what are you doing there?”

“It just felt so amazing inside you,” he said, peering up.

I stroked his hair. “Uh huh, for me too.”

He lowered my panties to my thighs then felt my pussy. “Can I finger you a little bit?”

“Um – okay.”

“Can I kiss you while I do it? We could lie on the bed.”

I blushed and nodded. “Alright, but just for a few minutes.”

Micky led me over. I held my panties at my thighs but didn’t pull them up. He laid me back on the bed and moved over me, pressing his tongue into my mouth and immediately groping for my gooey pussy. He inserted a finger up me. “You’re really wet,” he said into my mouth.

“It’s not just me – it’s all your cum inside of me too.” I moaned as he inserted a second finger, the heel of his hand squishing my swollen clit.

“Do you like it if I go in and out?”

“Uh huh.”

He started banging me, his tongue deep and probing my throat. I pushed my panties down to my ankles and opened my legs. My orgasm hit and I clung to the guy and writhed up against his hand.

“Stop now,” I whispered to him. “You made me cum. Just softly now, okay.”

Micky lifted from me, resting on an elbow and looking at my body. He tugged my shirt and I arched off the bed so he could pull it up over my tits. He felt one with wet fingers, squeezing and wobbling it. He played with the other one too, bouncing it curiously. I lifted to my elbows to watch him explore. He sat up more and felt down over my belly. He teased my pussy lips open and inserted two fingers. “Uhh..hhh,” I moaned softly, biting my lip. He smiled, glancing at my face then looking back at what he was doing. He carefully extracted his fingers but kept my pussy lips open with them.  He leaned closer and inserted a finger from each hand and stretched me open.

I spread my legs wider for him. He inserted deeper and angled for a better look inside. “Just gently though,” I said to him. “You can examine me but don’t be too rough.”

“I can see inside you.”

“Uh huh.” I looked up to see Brian watching from the door.

“It’s all creamy in there,” Micky said.

“I’m sure it would be, Micky – thanks to you.”

I lay back on the bed and relaxed with my legs spread wide for our young trainee friend to enjoy exploring inside me. He was indeed gentle and didn’t stretch me open too wide when using his thumbs.

I let him probe and study inside of me for a few minutes then I closed my legs and got up. My panties were on the floor, and I collected them and put them on, meeting Brian’s eyes again.

We left Micky and went to bed. I cuddled to my husband’s chest. He stroked my hair.

“I hope you’re actually safe, sweetheart.”

“I’m sure I will be.”

After a few moments, Brian spoke again. “I guess he’s just really curious – looking at you spread like that.”

“Uh huh.” I blushed to myself. “He certainly IS curious. It’s all new to him though, which is exciting for me.” I peered up in the darkness. “Especially with how often he wants to screw me. It was amazing just now wasn’t it? One time after another and taking me from behind like that.”

“Yeah, he’s certainly learned to go after what he wants quick enough.”

I giggled. “No doubt about that. And obviously what he wants is right here between my legs!”


Brian

I didn’t understand why I wasn’t hard. I was pressed to my wife’s back and wanted to fuck her. She was definitely wet and I knew she’d be willing if I tried anything. It was just the issue of the condoms though. We always used them and even though Micky had just cum inside her, I was still concerned about the getting her pregnant thing.

It didn’t make any sense, but I was just too nervous about it, and I shifted up the bed and took hold of my wife’s head, lifting it and turning it enough for me to press my cockhead against her closed lips.

She opened and I stuck the head into her mouth. She moaned a slight protest but that just made me bone up properly.

I was kind of angry at her now – for the way she’d let Micky fuck her and spread her cunt open like that. She’d given it up to him so easy and she had to take my load now!

“Mnn..nnyaa,” she moaned and frowned as I held her in place and fucked her lips and teeth. I didn’t even care about the way her teeth were scraping, I just remained on my knees with her head gripped in both hands and fucked her and cum so fucking hard in her mouth.

“Fuck yeah take that, baby. Take that fucking load,” I growled, earning a glare and deeper frown. But Natalie’s eyes then closed and as I slumped over her, she continued sucking me nice.


Micky

It was weird sleeping in Brian and Nat’s spare room this time. I’d slept here plenty of times before, but this time my dick and pubes were sticky and my balls were completely drained.

Of course, I’d slept here with my balls drained plenty of times too, because I always jack off before I go to sleep, and especially when sleeping at Nat’s place – with her on the other side of the wall in a nightie or whatever.

Jeez I’ve dreamt about her so fucking bad. Ever since we were growing up, I’ve been dreaming about getting with her. And now I have!

I spun over and thumped the pillow. “Oh yeah, fucking nailed her!” I cheered under my breath, chuckling to myself and with this tickling tingle filling up my belly.

I tried to keep thinking about how great it felt inside of her but I must have been tired, because it was suddenly the morning and I could hear them out in the kitchen.

I quickly pulled on my clothes and went out. Natalie was cooking breakfast. Brian was dressed for work. He just nodded at me, looking sort of angry. I tried smiling and decided it would be best to keep my hands off Nat for now. She was still in her nightie from last night and I couldn’t keep my eyes off her legs and what I now knew was up there between them.

Nat served us all eggs. Then Brian gulped down his coffee and grabbed me and dragged me out the door with him. “Go on, fuck off home!” he said, pulling up outside my house and waiting for me to get out of the car. He’d hardly said a word on the way.

I opened my door. “Is everything cool, man? I thought you um… like, Nat didn’t mind and shit, right?”

Brian just nodded, his jaw clenched and this serious looking frown going on. “Yeah everything’s cool,” he said. “Just fuck off eh. I’ll see ya later.”

He took off and sped up the street. I went inside and got frowned at by my dad too. But he’s always pissed when I stay out on a work night.

Not that I work or anything – but he reckons I should be up by seven and ready to go looking until I find a job.


Yeah whatever
.

I edged past him reading his paper at the kitchen counter and went to shower and clean my sticky dick. The one that’s been inside Nat three times now haha!



Natalie

I had some food shopping to do before dinner time and ended up doing a huge restock. Micky saw me at the supermarket loading up the car. I offered him a ride home if he would help me lug the groceries up the stairs to the apartment. “Do you have time, Micky – honestly?” He had seemed in a hurry.

“Yeah, it’s cool. I just have to get something for my dad at the hardware. Can you wait five minutes?”

“Sure! Go on, then.”

We were soon parked at the door of my apartment building. It took one trip for me and three for Micky to get everything upstairs. Micky then parked the car in the garage and brought back the keys.

“Are you sure you don’t mind waiting for Brian? I could run you home now.”

“No, that’s fine. I got Dad’s thingy before the shop shut, so there’s no rush now.”

“Oh okay. Do you want a glass of Coke?”

“Yes, please.”

I poured us both a drink. Micky sat at my breakfast counter chatting with me while I packed my groceries away. The front door opened and closed and Brian strolled in from work.

“You again!” he joked, scuffing Micky’s hair as he passed and dropped his briefcase on the floor.

“He helped me with the shopping. I bought heaps of stuff,” I said, meeting my husband’s kiss. “Do you want to stay for dinner, Micky?”

He shrugged. “Sure. What are we having?”

I cooked up a quick bolognaise, which we ate with an old bottle of red wine that had been collecting dust for ages. We laughed and joked through the meal. Brian then took a call from Bruno at the breakfast counter phone. I was washing dishes.

Micky approached behind me and touched my ribs. I clamped my arms down and blushed. He wormed his fingers under my arms and clutched again. “Micky!” I scolded, catching Brian’s glance. Micky reached down and clutched above my knee. I wiggled and blushed deeper as I looked more directly at my husband.

Brian hung up the phone and remained sitting across the counter on a stool.

I questioned him with a look. Micky tickled my ribs again. “Um… Micky,” I whispered, squirming with my arms pressed tight, but I looked to my husband again, and he just looked back at me without saying anything. “Uhh...hh, Micky! What are you doing? That tickles,” I cried.

I took hold of his wrists, just holding onto them while he clutched my ribs again, probing with his fingers and making me giggle and squirm. “Okay – okay…” I peered back at him, relaxing my arms and letting him hold my belly.

“What did Bruno want?” I asked Brian, reaching up my back and unfastening my bra clasp as I spoke. I had on a lace trim tank top and bra, and cut-off jean shorts. My bra loosened, my breasts falling a little.

Brian watched as I folded my tank top up to expose my belly. “Bruno was just letting me know he would be away for a while – just some work instructions.”

We continued looking at each other. We both knew I was about to be fucked again. This was something I always do for my husband – to submit for sex whenever he initiates anything. I was now prepared to do that for Micky as well, and he was obviously in need of a release again.

Micky clutched my sides, digging his fingers in and making me squirm and smile back up at him. “Hey, you, I already gave in!” I scolded, and I took one of his hands and guided it beneath the front of my top. He felt under my bra cup and squeezed a tit. I parted my lips as he kissed me over my shoulder, immediately inserting his tongue into my mouth.

I opened, and he pushed it in deep while groping me and pinching a nipple. His other hand was still upon my belly. I undid my shorts, lowering the zipper. I broke off the kiss and squirmed back against him, holding my husband’s gaze as Micky wormed his fingers under the waistband of my panties and felt down through my bush to where I was available to him – where he seemed to understand he was now welcome to enter me with his hard cock and empty his balls anytime he needed or wanted to.

I smiled at my equally compliant husband. “I think I’m about to be taken again, Brian.”

Brian nodded. “I guess.”

I looked back over my shoulder again. “Do you want to take me into the lounge room, Micky?”

Micky took my hand and led me out of the kitchen and to the lounge. Brian took his usual stance behind the backrest. I lay down peering up at him and looking to Micky. I held Brian’s gaze and lifted my bottom as Micky pulled my shorts and panties from my legs. “It seems Micky’s learning how this works now.”

“It seems so,” Brian said, and Micky smiled from him to me.

Brian bent over and leaned on the backrest. Micky knelt on the floor. He felt up under my top and bra again. I bit my lip and moaned softly as the sensual tingles surged through me. Micky massaged both breasts and bent to me. I parted my lips and closed my eyes as he kissed me. He wetly inserted his tongue into my mouth again, confident and demanding now. I opened wider and he forced it in deep, swirling around my tongue. “Sorry,” he said, lifting from me to swallow.

I swallowed at the build-up of saliva in my mouth. “It’s fine, Micky. Just let it happen.”

“I can’t stop it with my mouth open and my tongue out.”

“I know, but I like it. Just let it dribble into my mouth.” I smiled up at Brian. “Seems he produces a lot of fluid – saliva AND semen!”

“Do you want more?” Micky asked.

“Uh huh. Put your tongue in really deep. Let me suck it.”

He mashed his mouth to mine and extended his tongue. I moaned as I swirled around it then sucked it softly. He kept his mouth wide open, his saliva gushing into my throat. I gagged a little and looked up at Brian as I swallowed a couple of times.

Micky pulled his shorts down, his erection standing upright. He wriggled out of them. I lifted my top and bra, tucking them up above my tits. Micky suckled a nipple. I stroked his head and guided him to the other one as well. He rubbed down over my belly and felt into my folds. “It feels wet.”

“Uh huh, I’m definitely wet,” I replied, peering up at my husband watching on.

“Do you want to do it without a condom again?” Brian asked me, his face reddening.

I blushed too. “Um… I don’t know. Are you sure? I bought some today.”

Brian nodded. “Yeah, I want you to do it unprotected again. It’s pretty exciting.”

“Scary exciting!” I bit my lip. Micky was slobbering all over my tits and rubbing my pussy. “I just hope I’m okay right now. I’m not sure. I’m nearly due for that time of the month, so maybe it’s safe.”

“Well, do you want to?” Brian pressed.

I nodded. I definitely wanted to, and I wanted to be able to offer that to Micky – the opportunity to cum inside me and leave me full of his sperm – the way men like to leave the woman it seems.

“Alright then,” Brian said, looking at my pussy being fingered.

His gaze remained there. I spread my legs. “I think I’m ready now, Micky.” He lifted from the tit he was sucking. “We’re not going to use a condom again, okay? Just cum inside of me.”

He nodded and shrugged. “Whatever you say.”

He knelt on the lounge cushion between my legs. I reached down and guided his stiff cock as he lay down on me. He thrust once then penetrated me with his second attempt. He ground against me, fully inside. I pulled his head down and cuddled him to my shoulder, keeping eye contact with my husband as his best friend fucked me.

Micky had no control at all. He jiggled and ground and humped me fast. “Ah..ahh...ahhh…ahhh – yeah,” he cried out, jamming himself as deep into me as he could and holding firm.

I relaxed and felt his cock pulsing. I had each of the other times too. It seemed he had an extremely powerful ejaculation, both in volume and force.

“Did he?” Brian mouthed the words, a dry whisper the only sound.

I nodded. “Yeah…”

Micky surged with his pelvis and ground into me again. “It feels nicer like this.”

“Uh huh.” I kept his head pressed to my shoulder. “Don’t pull out yet, Micky.” He resumed moving inside of me, thrusting more slowly and stimulating my clit. “Keep going,” I breathed into his hair. “Nice and slow like that, and as deep in me as you can.”

I held my husband’s gaze as our sex trainee fucked me again. He firmed quickly and soon began to lose control, but my orgasm hit before he came that time. It was contracting through my belly when he ejaculated, and I opened my eyes to find Brian staring blankly down at us. I smiled. “I think he just filled me completely.”

Brian just swallowed hard and nodded. “Okay then,” he said and took a big breath and expelled.

Micky got up, his spent penis wet with creamy goo. He quickly pulled up his pants.

I got up too, holding my pussy so I didn’t drip. I tugged my top down.

Micky handed my shorts and panties. “Should I come over tomorrow?”

Brian nodded. “Yeah, but don’t expect this to happen every day, man. And bring some more beers, okay?”

“Okay. See ya, Nat.”

“Bye, Micky. That was really nice again.”

He grinned and hurried away. Brian slumped in his recliner. I edged onto the armrest, still holding my pussy. “Wow, that was fun!”

“It was amazing,” Brian said. “Do you really think it will be okay?”

“Maybe. As long as how much there is doesn’t matter. He came really hard both times.”

I felt wetness. I shifted a little, and there was a pool of semen on the leather. “See! That’s from him.” I pressed my scrunched up panties to my crotch. Brian was looking at the pool of semen. I wiped it away and dried my hand on my leg. “I need to go have a shower.”

*

I was waiting in bed an hour later when Brian came in freshly showered as well. He knelt beside me. I felt his cock, which firmed instantly. He pulled his shorts down and reached for the condoms, tearing one off and biting the wrapper.

“You’re still going to use one?”

“Yeah, it’s pretty crazy not to, huh?”

“Uh huh. Plus it’s really sexy if it’s just Micky having me unprotected. I was thinking about that while you were in the shower.”

Brian’s face reddened a little. “Yeah, I was thinking that too. I don’t know what we’ll do if he gets you pregnant. But there’s something about that idea too.”

I peered up at my husband kneeling beside me. I bit a lip. “It would be exciting if I was pregnant to someone else, wouldn’t it? Lying here together with another man’s baby in my belly?”

Brian nodded. “I don’t think I want it to really happen, but there’s actually a real chance right now, isn’t there? There’s live sperm inside you – in your belly right there!”

“Yes. There was already a lot of it in me, and the second time I was actually having an orgasm when Micky ejaculated. He was pumping his sperm directly into my womb.”

Brian squeezed his cock. It was fully erect. “Okay – so, I definitely want to keep using protection. If we want to try this – to risk it for the excitement – well, we can get Micky or some other guy to do the honours.”

“Okay. I agree,” I said quickly. “And if you want any other men to fuck me, that’s fine, Brian. Is there anyone you can think of you would like to have me unprotected? What about Bruno?”

“No – not him – not anyone I can think of right now. Just, if we decide on anyone while we’re doing this, then we could let them actually cum inside you – bareback!”

I smiled through my blush. “Bareback, huh? That’s sexy. Other men are allowed to bareback me.”

Brian nodded. “Yeah – definitely. But just sometimes, okay?”

“Okay – we should check when, exactly.”

“What do you mean?”

I grabbed my phone from my bedside table. “Let’s check about ovulation timing. I sort of know but can’t remember exactly.”

“Oh…” Brian sat beside me, still holding his condom covered dick. “What are you looking up?”

“I just searched ovulation
… Look – here it is.”

We read together. It was a chart with the timing for ovulation and best days for conception explained.

“So about 2 weeks before your period starts is when the egg is released,” Brian commented. “But how do you know when your period will start?”

“Mine’s almost exactly 28 days. I know the next one is due this Saturday – give or take a day.”

“Cool. So, it says there the egg is only around for a day, which means the last, say ten days before your period is pretty safe…. And today is only about 3 or 4 days before, which should be fine.”

“Yeah, that’s what I kind of thought.” I was still reading. “It says here sperm can live inside a woman for up to 5 days. That’s interesting. It means this sperm from Micky is going to be alive inside me until the weekend.”

Brian got into position between my legs. “Yeah, but your egg is already gone this month.”

“I know. It’s still sexy to think of his little tadpoles swimming around in me for so long.” I guided Brian’s erection. I was tacky but wet deeper inside. He worked his way in with a few thrusts then settled to screwing me slowly.

I clung to my husband’s body as he reached his peak and held firm.

Brian rolled off and lay beside me, puffing for a moment. “Anyway, as if Micky could even get a girl pregnant.”

“Uh huh.” I cuddled up. “So, did you ask about your holidays?”

“Oh yeah. Bruno said I can get a week next month. I’m going to call the guy about the bungalow tomorrow.”

“Okay – sounds good,” I agreed, yawning.

Then I pulled up the bedclothes and felt my pussy, which was completely slick, and I put my hand on my belly and smiled to myself about having Micky’s live sperm all up inside, and I closed my eyes and went to sleep.


Natalie

It was well after dinner when Micky finally showed up the next night. “Hey, dude. About time!” Brian had been waiting for him to bring the beer.

I felt my body flush at the sound of our friend’s voice. He had always been more than a friend – more so a buddy to me. I had actually known him longer than I had known Brian. I had gone to school with Micky since kindergarten, and outside of school we had been playmates as children, with Brian joining in when his parents moved into the street. We were all ten years old at that time, and Brian and Micky sort of gravitated closer, being boys, while I had girlfriends to hang out with. Micky was still a buddy to me, though. There was a warmth and ease – a kinship to our union that was simpler than friendship.  

“Sorry, man. I had to help Dad with some shit,” he explained to Brian.

They took the beer to the kitchen and came back to the lounge room where I was watching television.

“Hi, Micky.”

“Hi, Nat.”

Brian sat in his recliner. Micky sat on the far end of the lounge. We were chatting and watching television for a while before Micky reached and stroked the sole of my foot. I flinched and blushed a little, biting down on my grin.

Micky looked over at Brian, but Brian didn’t acknowledge him. He then walked his fingers up my leg and clutched my knee.

I flinched again and looked to Brian. He glanced. Micky did it again. Holding on and tickling more that time. I giggled and pushed at his hand. “Micky!” I scolded but kept watching my husband’s face.

Brian turned to look at what was happening. Micky got to his knees and grabbed my sides. I squirmed down onto my back with him on top of me. He kneaded my ribs more gently, feeling my skin beneath my sleep-tee. It was bunched up around my waist with my white cotton panties exposed. He felt my unfettered breasts.

“Do you want to fuck me again, Micky? I thought you and me were buddies.”

“Yeah, we are. But I still want to.”

Brian stood and approached behind the lounge.

I peered up at them both. “What about letting him have me in the bed this time?”

“Okay,” Brian said. “And unprotected again?”

“Uh huh, definitely,” I agreed, pushing Micky back.

I took his hand and led him to the bedroom. Brian followed and sat at my dresser. I led Micky, backing to the bed. I tossed my sleep-t and stepped out of my panties then lay between the sheets. “Undress and get in with me, Micky.”

He quickly complied. His thin body was warm against me as I pulled the sheet over us.

“Now, kiss me for a while then you can fill me up with your cum again, okay?”

*

I went to sleep that night with my belly full of our friend’s semen again. Brian took me as well but used a condom. The next evening Micky started tickling me again as soon as he arrived.

“Okay – but just like this,” I told him, and I bent over the breakfast counter and had him mount me from behind. “Yes, cum in me,” I taunted when he was on the verge of ejaculation, and he humped up hard behind me with his cock throbbing and gushing inside of me.

The next night I took him to our bed again. Brian watched from the chair by the dresser while Micky pumped two more healthy loads of his sperm into me. After the second one I slipped beneath the sheet and sucked him clean.

The final night we invited our friend for sex, I did nothing other than suck him. I did it in the lounge room kneeling on the floor and bent over his lap. It took him longer to cum, but when he finally did, I was shocked at the force of his ejaculation. It gushed against the back of my throat, making me gag a bit. Brian sat forward but I held a hand up to him and rolled my eyes, telling him to wait a minute with a single finger raised. Micky was still ejaculating, his thick semen flooding my mouth in heavy spurts.

I swallowed it down, gulping a few times at the powerful taste.

“Awesome!” Micky gasped. “Man, that was awesome!”

I wiped my mouth on the back of my hand, still struggling to lick the gooey cum from my teeth and swallow the taste of it away. “That was huge!” I scolded, slapping his leg. “I can’t believe how much you came!”

“Man, it felt extra good though. I really liked that – in your mouth and all.”

“Hmm, I’ll bet you did. All you guys love that.”

“So, how come we didn’t do the other?”

“Because I have my period today, that’s why – nosey!”

“Oh. But that’s good, isn’t it?”

“Yeah, that’s good,” Brian answered forthrightly. “And I think it’s about time you found your own girlfriend, dude. I think that will do you with Natalie.”

“Aw, shit – for real?”

“Yes,” I told him. “We talked about it. I think it’s best if we don’t have sex anymore. It was fun, but it can’t go on forever.”

Micky nodded. He was tucking his shirt in. “Yeah, I guess. I figured it was too good to be true.” He grinned. “It was so awesome though. Thanks so much for letting me.”

“You’re welcome, Micky.” I was still trying to lick my teeth clean of his spunk.

Brian and I had of course been discussing this over the past few nights, and we agreed it was time to put an end to things with Micky – that he’d had enough of a chance to learn about sex and that it was time he found a girl for himself.

Yes, sure we’d discussed it and decided that. But right then, with the taste of my husband’s best buddy in my mouth… well, I wasn’t so sure!


Part 3 – Full Service

Natalie

“Sabine! Oh my god!” I cried and rushed to hug my new German girlfriend. She had arrived on the mid-day bus after a 4 hour trip from the fruit growing area out west, too far from the city for my liking.

I had met Sabine when I was a backpacker myself, traveling around Europe, back when I was just out of high school. Her parents and my parents know each other from a holiday back before I was even born. I stayed with them when I was passing through Frankfurt. Sabine has been planning a trip down here to Australia ever since. She’d been busy picking strawberries every day so far but had a few rostered days off.

I took her to my new Jeep. We were seated and I backed out of the parking spot. She was glaring at my legs. I giggled. “Oh yeah, I figured since you made me wear all those big overcoats when I was visiting you, you can dress like me for this visit – and this is the beach and it’s hot, so..!”

“Oh my god that’s short though, Nat!”

“Hmm I know.”

“Is this what you were talking about – playing sex games with Brian?”

“Um yes. Do you wanna play? You can dress sexy and tease him if you want. He’s already been trying to get looks at your pictures all the time!”

“Oh wow, has he really?” My girlfriend was blushing.

I smiled across at her. “I don’t mind. He’s been really good with letting me play around teasing other guys lately, so I don’t mind if you want to have some fun flashing him.” I glanced smiling again. “Like you were doing in that Paris pic you’ve got on your profile.”

“What! I was not flashing!”

“Oh yes you were. That dress was even shorter than this one.”

We shared a giggle.

“Hmm okay, I guess that one was pretty short. But I didn’t bring it and I haven’t got any like that with me.”

“Oh right, so you haven’t shopped for your trip yet. We can fix that,” I said and turned into a shopping centre carpark.

Brian and I live only 10 minutes from the bus station. This was our regular shopping destination – a huge indoor/outdoor complex with at least 20 specialist stores for women’s clothing.

Sabine and I shopped excitedly. We were the same build and dress size. She had a budget and so did I. We tried a hundred things on and mixed and matched and modelled for each other. We had a late lunch and were on our way back to the car loaded up with shopping bags when I grabbed my girlfriend’s bag handle and led her down a narrow out-of-the-way lane to a classy little lingerie and adult accessory store.

“Oh! Really?” Sabine challenged playfully.

“Yep come on, you said you’ve got one at home and now I want one too!”

“One what?”

The shop was all red satin and black mesh and lace. It was mostly clothing but there was a special section right down the back I often checked out but hadn’t been game to actually buy anything yet.

“One of those!” I said, pointing to a vibrating bullet.

“But I don’t have one. I told you it was my mother’s!”

“Yeah sure it’s your mum’s. As if!”

“But it is! I wouldn’t even know what to do with one!”

I’d already picked out the one I wanted. I took that and pointed to a small vibrator as well. “What do you think?” I asked my blushing friend.

She rolled eyes at me. “I don’t know. Whatever!”

“But you’re gonna try them too, aren’t you?”

She blushed a bit deeper. Something had happened one night when I was visiting her in Germany. We were sharing a bed and kissed and touched each other. It was just experimenting and we didn’t do much. There was always that tension whenever we talked on the phone though, and it had been there the other week when I drove her to her new job and was staying in a motel room next to hers, and it was seriously buzzing between us right now.

Sabine didn’t answer my question about her trying the toys too, but I bought the vibrator as well as the bullet anyway, and we were then less giggly with each other, and I don’t think she was any more game to look across at me than I was to look across the car at her.

“Oh this is nice,” she gushed about the way I’d done up my lounge room.

I’d been cleaning the past few days. Everything was dust-free and I’d done some extra decorating with flowers and that.

I’m on the second level, and we took a cup of tea out onto my balcony. I noticed our neighbour directly below. Mr Taylor was on his first floor balcony and looking up with interest. His balcony protrudes beyond mine, so he has a good view. The dress I had on was certainly short and I had picked out pretty pink panties.

Mr Taylor knows I like it when he looks up my dresses or skirts. I was chatting with my girlfriend and just glanced down at him from where I’d backed close to our balcony rail. He tilted for a deliberate look up my dress and I just blushed to myself.

“Hey, let’s try on something!” I said and took Sabine’s hand and led her inside.

I took her into my bedroom where we’d dumped the bags on my bed. I led her to the window and showed her. “That’s Mr Taylor.”

“Oh right. He’s the old guy, is he?” Sabine asked excitedly.

“Uh huh, he just had a look up my dress right then. Do you want to put something on too?”

“Um.” Sabine blushed and gulped. “You mean..?”

“Yeah it’s fun. He’s really nice,” I encouraged while quickly slipping my panties off.

“Oh my god, Nat!”

“No it’s okay. He loves it and he’s so obvious about it. You have to try it… Please!?”

“Oh I don’t know… really? Do you think I should?”

“Yep, definitely.” I rummaged for a little beach dress we’d bought. “Here this is perfect!”

Sabine had been in shorts and a conservative button-up top. I watched excitedly as she stripped down to pretty panties and a bra. I approached behind her, quite close, my heart thumping. “Do you want to take this off,” I asked about her bra, touching the shoulder strap and running a finger beneath it, slipping it from her shoulder while she watched my finger then looked up at me.

“Um okay,” she uttered.

I slipped the other shoulder strap and she reached back and unclipped, taking her bra away and watching me as I looked at her tits in my mirror. Her nipples are more pink than mine, and a tiny bit bigger.

“Mmm that’s better,” I breathed, just holding her hips, and I hooked the waist band of her panties there and tugged down. “And these too?”

“Okay,” she agreed and swallowed.

She allowed me this time, and I stretched her panties down and held them while she lifted each foot from them. I stood and slipped my dress from my shoulders, lowering and stepping out of it. I was already braless, so we were both now fully nude. Sabine had picked up her dress but was just holding it and waiting while I pulled the tags from a similar one I’d bought.

I couldn’t contain my smile. “I’ve never been able to stop thinking about that time,” I said, and the connection in her eyes told me she knew exactly what I meant.

She just grimaced a little, smiled too.

I took a nervous breath. “I’m so wet right now. Are you?”

She nodded. “I think so.”

I was stepping into my dress. Sabine did too.

“But you’ve done this before right? I mean not…” I motioned between the two of us. “I mean you’ve flashed men before. I know you have.”

“Yeah of course.” Sabine grimaced again. “Never fully nude beneath though.”

“Oh. Well yours is pretty,” I said.

“Thanks. So’s yours.”

We were both trimmed to tiny bushes, pussies shaved bare. Sabine’s labia didn’t protrude at all – mine just a little. I already wanted to lick her. I’d kissed her there that one time in her bed with her parents in the next room – just kissed softly – too shy and scared to lick or try to narrow my tongue and slice in at all.

“Okay are you game?” I challenged her, and I took her hand and led her to the kitchen to fill wine glasses, then out onto the balcony.

We were quiet now, just looking at each other. I still had my girlfriend’s hand and I tugged her towards the rail. She tilted to look over but quickly looked back up and at me when she saw Mr Taylor there looking directly up my dress.

“Hi, Mr Taylor,” I said. “This is my friend Sabine, from Germany.”

“Oh hello there!” Mr Taylor called up to us. “Germany! Excellent. I love Germany.”

I pulled Sabine closer. “Hi,” she said down to the old man.

His eyes widened, his mouth stopped open. He tilted a little and had a look up Sabine’s dress. She plucked at the hem with the hand I wasn’t keeping a firm hold of.

“What part of Germany, love?” Mr Taylor asked easily and he leant to his side for a more direct look at Sabine’s pussy.

“Um. Frankfurt. But I was born in Leipzig.”

“Ah lovely,” the old man went on. “I passed through once. Beautiful part of the country.”

“Uh huh,” Sabine uttered. She was gone now – soft and pliable as I squeezed her shoulder – the way I always felt when doing this.

“It’s okay, just let him look,” I breathed into her hair.

The balustrade was iron bars and top and bottom rails. The short skirts of our dresses were touching the rails and there was an easy view between them. I kept Sabine facing forward and had edged close beside her. I turned to be facing more forward myself as Mr Taylor tilted for another look at my tingling pussy.

“Is that enough now?” Sabine whispered to me.

(Mr Taylor)

This blond girl’s thighs were snow white – her cunt a split peach. There was the narrowest slit that glistened red inside. Her bush was a little darker than her hair but still a shade of blond. That merely decorated her mons and beyond that I could see her flat tummy and the underside of her tits.

I was tilting back and forth. Natalie’s labia were little petals opening like a flower. She was extremely wet. I could see it from where I stood below – my favourite place in the whole world – even more so since the sweet young wife from the apartment above had become an exhibitionist.

Both girls were peering submissively down at me. I was squeezing my cock to one side – able to bone-up quite well all of a sudden. Again thanks to the young wife from upstairs.

Natalie’s head lifted and I turned and saw my Friday night euchre partner Frank Ackerman on his balcony. I gave the tiniest nod of acknowledgement and turned back to the show I was having put on for me by these two gorgeous young women – firm full tits and tight cunts – taking me back 40 years to my Navy days when I could get a hold of the likes of them.

(Natalie)

I could see a man from the facing side of the apartment building was out on his balcony watching with interest. He’d been down below where there’s a car wash area and had a look up my dress one time the other week. He must have known what was going on, and he disappeared inside, then I saw him flash past the window of his stairwell.

“Ok that’s enough now,” I answered Sabine, loud enough to make Mr Taylor smile up at us turning to leave.

We took our wines back inside but just left them on the dining table and went back to my bedroom.

“That was so bad,” Sabine said.

I just swallowed and nodded – guided her back onto the bed, shoving our bags out of the way to tumble onto the floor.

I moved over my girlfriend, our hands clasped together, fingers intertwined. I held her hands above her head and pressed my lips to hers. Her breath was warm and sweet, her lips quivering. They parted and I tasted her, daring to offer my tongue and being met with hers. “Mmm what are we doing?” she uttered into our kiss.

“I don’t know,” I told her and continued mashing to her lips and playing with her tongue.

I lay beside her, unsure of what to do exactly. I bent up a leg and rubbed hers with it. I kneed the skirt of her dress up and felt her pubic hair with the inner part of my knee. That was so strange and exciting – just the feel of her mound and bush like that.

I released one of her hands and tugged a string from her shoulder. I could feel her eyes upon me as I lowered it and uncovered a breast. Her nipple was hard – her breast all goosebumps. I shuffled down a bit and took her nipple between my teeth. “Uhh..hh…” she moaned and her chest shuddered so I bit and kept hold of her nipple.

“I want to taste you,” I said and suckled now, keeping suction and lashing with my tongue, scraping with my teeth as she moaned some more and encouraged me.

I pulled down her other shoulder string and squeezed that breast, played with the nipple, tweaking and scraping with my nails while she gripped my hair and seemed to be pushing me lower now.

I kissed my way down over her scrunched dress to her belly. I had the skirt of her dress hiked up and I kissed her quivering skin. “Uhh..hh..hh..” she moaned raggedly this time and bit her mons and drew in the strong scent of her girl sex.

The scent was just like mine and so different to what I was used to when going down like this. It was so NOT the scent of a man. It was absolutely thrilling and my entire body was alight with tingles of that as I shifted around, gripped my girlfriend’s inner thighs, opened her and sliced the tip of my tongue through her slit.

“Nyhuu..hhuuu..” she moaned wildly and gripped a handful of my hair, pulling it at the roots and clinging to me.

I used my fingers to open her. It was fascinating to see a vagina so close up like this. I parted her lips and exposed slick folds with her clear juices pooling between them. I exposed her clit, pulling back the hood and looking at it. She writhed and moaned insistence, so I touched it with the tip of my tongue and made her whimper. I had the taste and scent of her filling my senses now, and I closed my eyes and licked into her dripping folds, moaning myself and thrilling at the feel and taste of my girlfriend.

I closed my mouth over her clit and started working it with my tongue. Sabine held my head in place and ground against me. I sucked on her and lashed her swollen little button until she had an orgasm, then I relented and just cuddled and kissed her pressed-together thighs.

I left her lying there with her dress pulled down and bunched up, her tits and pussy exposed. I sat and just smiled down at her. She peeped from beneath the arm she had folded over her eyes and she giggled. So did I.

“So um, should I do you now or what?” she said. “Oh my god, Nat!”

I took a breath and expelled. “You can if you want. Or we could put the bullet in me and you could play with the remote control while I cook dinner.”


Brian

I arrived home to find two girls giggling their heads off. They were in the lounge room with wine glasses in their hands and one empty bottle and another half full on the coffee table. I recognised the German backpacker girl from her pictures. She was in a short dress and had to quickly pull the front of it down to cover herself. I’d gotten an upskirt flash from my wife and could have sworn she wasn’t even wearing panties.

Both Natalie and the hot blond German chick were braless too. I could see poking nipples on both of them. I blushed at my wife after dragging my eyes from her friend’s chest when gushing a hello.

They were too drunk to notice or care by the look of it, and just kept giggling secretively to each other while I got organized stripping off my tie and that – grabbing a beer.

I was in the kitchen and glanced over at them. “Nyuu..” Natalie kind of moaned and wriggled in her seat, stretching her hem of her dress down her thighs. She flinched and tensed, rolling her eyes back and sort of bracing, then relaxing and glaring playfully at her friend.

She had put down her wine glass, and when the German chick did too, Natalie jumped her and grabbed her ribs, tickling and making her thrash about kicking her legs and laughing hysterically.

I swallowed hard and watched. Not only was my wife sans panties, her friend was too. Natalie was straddling her waist and pinning her arms above her head, leaning right down close to her and threatening to dribble on her. The chick was panting and red faced. Her legs were bent up and I could see her bald cunt. It was smooth and barely split to reveal she was pink inside. Her dress was up around her hips but the back of Natalie’s dress was draped close to her sex and nearly covering it.

“It’s alright, don’t worry about him,” Natalie said, motioning to me leaning on the back of the lounge with my head tilted behind her. She released one of her friend’s hands and quickly smoothed the skirt of her dress beneath her bottom and out of the way.

“Aw fuck yeah,” I groaned, and I looked to the girl but she was busy reaching for something on the floor, and when Natalie claimed her wrist again, she had a small remote control in her hand.

“Don’t you dare!” Natalie warned through a giggle, then she tensed and squirmed. “Nyuu..hh..” she moaned. “Oh that’s so um…” she swallowed and relaxed but suddenly tensed again. “Uhh..hh..”

“What the..?” I stared but there was a knock at the door.

I left the girls giggling together and answered it.

“Oh hey, Mum... Pete. How’s it going?” I stepped back and invited my in-laws in. It was Natalie’s mother and her boyfriend.

There was a shriek and flash of Natalie’s girlfriend disappearing into our bedroom. Natalie was blushing her head off and tugging at her dress as she hugged her mum and let sleazy Pete have a squeeze of her too.

The German girl Sabine came back with a bra on under her dress by the looks, and there was a panty line too, I noticed when she was hugging and gushing hellos with Natalie’s mum.

The ladies settled into a three-way confab while Pete and I sat back listening and ended up out on the balcony with beers. I went to my room to get rid of my business shirt and freshen up for dinner. I was changed and face-washed and heading back out the door when I saw the small remote control on the dresser. I grabbed it: Wonder Bullet. It had a sliding selector that went from zero, where it was right then, to 3.

I frowned in thought, while what had been going on before slowly dawned on me. I peeped out around the bedroom door and could see Natalie sitting on one of the lounge chairs with her legs bent up and to one side, the skirt of her dress stretched down the back of her thighs.

She questioned me looking at her with a frown. I held up the remote, wiggling it in my fingers and grinning. Her eyes widened at first, then they narrowed and she shook her head slowly – as in don’t you dare!

I smiled bigger and moved the selector to one. Natalie did the slightest flinch and gritted her teeth, glaring from me to force a smile at her nattering mother.

Oh yeah, this is fun!

I switched off but did another short burst a few minutes later, then another and another, just to the first level and only for a few seconds at a time – earning little glares but smiles too.

Natalie’s mum was oblivious but Sabine had noticed and was glaring playfully too. Sleazy Pete always has his eyes all over Natalie and is good at doing it discretely enough that Nat’s mum doesn’t realize.

I had stopped playing around through dinner, but Pete followed Natalie into the kitchen after the meal and Sabine got me to hand over the remote control. Nat’s mum had taken a phone call from her sister into our bedroom. Sabine worked the remote and made Natalie squirm her thighs together and press a hand to her belly, almost buckling over.

Sleazy Pete took hold of her waist, seeing if she was okay. Sabine must have hit the selector again, because Nat crumpled over again and Pete grabbed her and helped her back up.

Pete was asking her what was wrong. She was blushing and glaring over at Sabine, giggling her head off under her breath. Sabine worked the selector again, and this time Natalie just clung to the counter and to Pete’s hand on her side. Her eyes rolled away and she measured breaths while the guy behind her looked down over her shoulder at her shuddering tits and nipples poking at her dress.

Sabine was staring mesmerised now, holding the remote in full view. Pete looked from Natalie obviously being stimulated somehow, to Sabine and to me with my face and neck flushing hot and my cock flexing in my pants. He was frowning confusedly but seemed to be working it out.

Sure the guy was sleazy in the way he checked out Natalie, but Nat’s mum is hard as fucking nails and treats the guy like shit. I’ve always felt sorry for him, and did for her last boyfriend too – before she dumped him cold.

Sabine was right into this now. I think she had the selector on the second level but had kept it going constantly. Natalie was still upright but was measuring deep breaths and keeping her thighs squirmed together while crushing Pete’s hand on upon her hip and clutching the edge of the counter and holding tight.

Pete lifted his free hand and closed it over Nat’s tit. “Uuhhh..hhhuu..” she moaned raggedly and squirmed back against the guy, releasing the bench to grip the hand he was then massaging and feeling her up with.

The guy looked to me and I just gulped and said nothing. He motioned to the bedroom and I glanced back over my shoulder in that direction, where I could hear my mother in-law had settled into an animated conversation with her sister. I looked back at the guy handling my wife and did a little nod to let him know I’d keep an eye out for Nat’s mum.

Sabine was rubbing herself now. She was kneeling over the back of a lounge chair with the remote in one hand and her other hand under the skirt of her dress and moving.

Pete was gently massaging Natalie’s tits while she moaned and squirmed back onto his swollen package. He tried to feel down over her belly but she gripped his wrist and glared back at him. “No, not like that,” she pled, and right then she went into orgasm, buckling over and being lifted and held up while her body quaked and she just clung to the man still feeling her tits.

Pete ripped at his pants, glaring at me for confirmation Nat’s mum was still busy talking. I gulped hard again and nodded. Natalie struggled and turned, glaring horrified at him. “No! You can’t!”

“Aw fuck, love, I’m fucking worked up here. Don’t be a fucking tease!”

Natalie looked to me and I checked back over my shoulder again and shrugged to her that all was fine, I was keeping watch.

“Okay but just in my mouth,” she said to her mum’s boyfriend. “You can’t have full sex with me like that, but I’ll suck you, okay?”

“Aw fuck yeah,” the guy groaned and pushed my wife down to her knees and fed her his cock through the fly of his pants.

Natalie took it in and held the shaft while he fucked her hand and lips. She rolled her eyes to Sabine approaching. Sabine got down onto her knees too, and Natalie guided her to join in while Pete took hold of her head and pulled her onto his cock.

I watched fucking mesmerised and fully erect while my wife and her German girlfriend took turns sucking on this guy, and I’m not sure if I was maybe a bit disappointed when he finally bucked and held Sabine’s head in place while his thick shaft pulsed and his balls clenched up tight to empty in her mouth.

In any event, Natalie’s mum was winding up and I glared over at them. Sabine was swallowing hard, her face screwed up. Natalie stood with her and they kissed – the contact deep and searching – sleazy Pete smiling proud of himself while fixing his pants and watching them share the taste of his cum.

A couple of hours later, I was in bed in the spare room while the girls were in bed together, in my room and with the door closed – moans of sexual pleasure audible every now and then if you remained silent and listened intently, the way I was – already having blown my load into a scrunched-up tee-shirt.

*

Sabine stayed through the next night as well, and I let them enjoy sleeping together. I obviously wasn’t welcome to do anything with Sabine, but I got plenty of flashes up her skirts and down the front of her tops and dresses.

By the time I said goodbye that Friday evening, I’d seen her tits a bunch of times and I knew what her cunt looked like from that first time, when my wife made sure I got a look.

I had no idea where things now stood with my wife. I was open to pretty much anything though.


Natalie

I was absolutely glowing when I woke the morning after seeing my new girlfriend off. Brian was already up. I used the bathroom and pulled on my new favorite house frock. I folded the elastic band over once above my breasts and checked in the mirror to see my panties were nicely displayed. I had chosen soft cotton ones – checkered pink and white.

I took my coffee out onto the balcony where Brian was sitting in the sun. Mr Taylor was reading his paper down below. I met his smile as I stood by the rail showing the old man my body.

“Morning, Natalie,” he called out.

I blushed and turned to look down at him. “Hi, Mr Taylor.”

“Did you get that memo about the inspections next week?”

“Yes, we got it. We’ll be ready.” I rested my mug on the balcony rail and reached up to fix my hair and give the old man a better look. I could feel the sunlight against my belly and the breeze against the underside of my breasts. Mr Taylor watched me unashamedly. He adjusted his glasses, looking up through them. I met his eyes and blushed, biting my grin.

“Is your husband home, love?”

“Yes, he’s inside,” I said. Brian was sitting back far enough to not be visible from below. “Should I get him for you?”

“No, that’s fine. I’m going to be upgrading the wash area for cars. We’re getting a pressure cleaner for residents to use. To save water use overall. I’ll let Brian know when I see him around.”

There was a man with binoculars across the courtyard on the top level. I glimpsed him in his open kitchen window. I remained out on the balcony letting Mr Taylor look while I had my coffee then went inside and opened the curtains and window in the spare bedroom, which was on that side of the building. I saw the man was still there, but I didn’t do anything for him yet, not wanting it to be too obvious.

Brian was in the kitchen. “There’s a guy with binoculars over there,” I told him. “I might undress for him – what do you think?”

“What guy?”

“The one on the top floor – left side.”

Brian peeped out. “Yeah, I see him. He’s on his balcony. He hasn’t got binoculars.”

“No, he wouldn’t do it outside. I saw him watching from his kitchen.”

“Oh… What are you going to do?”

“I don’t know. Just let him look at me, I guess.”

Brian followed and leaned in the doorway. I stripped the spare bed and kept watch until the man went inside and appeared in his kitchen window again. I turned to Brian. “Okay, he’s looking now,” I said, grinning cheekily. “Are you ready?”

Brian nodded.

I took a comb from the dresser and tugged my frock down to my waist baring my tits. I smiled one last time at my husband and faced the open window. I was in the sunlight and would have been perfectly visible. I could see the binoculars. I started combing my hair and letting this man from the facing building enjoy watching my tits wobble about, keeping my arms up and out of the way so he would have a full front-on view of them.

Brian groaned. “Damn that’s sexy, baby.”

I remained there at the window for a good while. I got on my exercise bike, still in the sun, facing the window. I peddled there topless for the man spying, my frock discarded on the bed. I strolled around the apartment in panties most of the morning and saw him watching constantly.

Our friend Micky knocked on the door, prompting me to get dressed. We went to the theatre to watch a movie that afternoon, the three of us laughing together as buddies. I walked between the guys, taking a hand from each and swinging them as we strolled along window shopping on the way. We found a suitable film playing, the original Emmanuelle from the 70s.

"At least that one's adults only," I said, cuddling up to my husband's arm.

"Okay, I'll get the tickets," Micky offered quickly and left us to go to the counter.

I giggled. "He's keen, isn't he?"

"Yeah, I can imagine why." Brian checked around. "Though it doesn't look like it will be too crowded inside."

"I hope not. I hope we can get a spot that's secluded a little bit."

"I've only seen guys go in so far."

"Hmm. Well that's better than other women. I won't mind if men see... I mean, if Micky tries to touch me... Do you think he will?"

"He'll probably try if it's dark enough. Like if you sit between us and lean on me. He might try down below if you're sitting sideways."

I squeezed my husband's arm excitedly. "Mmm, I know we told him he can’t anymore, but I hope he tries something and fingers me at least."

"Me too, baby." Brian kissed the top of my head. "We'll find a secluded spot so he can play around with you… I know what we said, but let’s just do it again okay?”

“Okay,” I agreed with my husband. “I don’t see the harm in letting him practice with me some more.”

“Yep definitely, baby… To practice with you some more… That’s all it is, right?”

Micky returned with our tickets, claiming my spare hand again and squeezing. The theatre was already dark, with previews playing. We stopped and looked around for options of where to sit. There were some couples and quite a few men spread out, no one sitting near anyone else.

“I think up the back is best,” Micky said.

“Maybe over the far side where there’s only those couple of men,” I whispered to my husband.

Brian led the way. I kept hold of Micky’s hand as well and pulled him along. There were three banks of seats in quite a large theatre. We climbed the stairs on the far side and edged along one of the rows, four from the back, and with only the one older man a couple of rows behind us and another one row in front but next to the aisle. We took seats in the middle of the row of ten places. A few other men turned to watch us. The two nearby were looking when I glanced at each of them.

I settled between my husband and our trainee sex buddy, reclaiming a hand from each.

“We’re really just like buddies, aren’t we?” Micky whispered enthusiastically.

“Yes we are! Good buddies,” I agreed, smiling to myself at him having just read my mind, and I snapped a quick kiss to his lips.

There were arm rests between the seats but they lifted out of the way. I folded both of them up and tucked my legs up to one side, leaning against Brian. The movie was starting. I reached back and squeezed Micky’s hand again. “Is it okay with my feet there?”

“Yep.” He placed his hand on my ankle.

I smiled at him then snuggled up to my husband but kept pressing my toes against Micky’s thigh as we watched the opening scenes. Brian had an arm around my shoulders. I stretched my upper leg across Micky’s lap for a moment then tucked my foot against his thigh again. His hand them moved to my calf and he started stroking softly, making me smile through my blush.

The first of the sex scenes was on screen. I massaged Micky’s thigh with my toes. “That’s so sexy,” I whispered to both him and Brian.

“It’s damned sexy,” Brian agreed.

“Super hot,” Micky whispered. “Like you, Nat.”

“Thank you, Micky. I’m glad you think so.” I sat up and raked back my hair. Brian moved his arm from around me but I cuddled up to it when I settled again. Micky resumed stroking my calf and up to my knee. I looked back at him. “That’s nice, Micky. I like you doing it here like this. It’s exciting.”

I caught sight of the man behind out of the corner of my eye. He had his head raised, craning his neck to look down at us. I didn’t dare look up at him. The movie rolled on into more sex scenes. Micky finally stroked up to my thigh. He moved his hand around the back and felt between my legs. “Um – Micky…” I uttered softly, looking back at him smiling there.

The man two rows back shifted across a few seats to be directly behind me. He leaned forward. I glanced and caught his gaze but quickly averted mine. Micky stroked up the back of my thigh, his fingers flaying beneath my little cotton skirt and brushing the crotch of my panties. He immediately returned to my crotch and rubbed me a little. I lifted and squirmed against his fingers, gripping my husband’s arm.

The man in the row in front was looking over his shoulder at us. He got up and edged along four seats to be directly in front of Micky. He nodded to Brian and placed a hand upon my lower leg. Micky stopped feeling me, and that man reached in behind my thighs and touched my panties. He rubbed my bottom and felt up over my hip, searching for the waist band there. The man from behind stepped over one seat and sat down, looking directly over my shoulder now.

Both strangers would have been around fifty or so, slender and plain looking. The one in front tugged my panties from my hip and stretched them over my bottom. I lifted so he could get them from beneath my other hip. He pulled them down to my knees, and Micky watched him feel my pussy bare. He rubbed into my folds, drawing moisture, then he inserted a finger.

I met the eyes of the man behind me. He touched my hair, stroking down to my neck and shoulder. He reached down my front and cupped a breast. I moved my arm back out of the way for him. The other man’s fingers were sliding in and out of me, Micky holding up the back of my skirt and watching. I kissed my husband, moaning into his mouth. The man behind wormed his hand into my top and felt me bare while I came softly on the other one’s fingers.

That man must have felt me orgasm because he stopped probing into me and just rubbed me gently. I peered up at the man behind. He touched my face again, turning my head and pressing his lips to mine.

“I see she’s wearing a ring,” the man in front said. “Which of you is she married to?”

“To me,” Brian answered. “She’s my wife.”

“Nice,” the guy said, nodding. “She’s hot, man.”

I swallowed the build-up of saliva from being kissed. It tasted of cigar smoke but I kept my eyes closed and let the man explore my mouth with his tongue. Another guy appeared next to him. He was checking around. “It’s cool. No one’s watching,” he said to the others. I was released from being kissed. I looked back at Brian. He wiped my mouth and kissed me with closed lips. The new guy reached down and lifted the front of my skirt, all three men and Micky looking at my pussy. The man in front tugged my panties from my ankles and released them to Micky.

“They can take off my skirt if they want,” I whispered to my husband.

“Yeah – take it off her,” the new guy said.

The one in front searched for the clasp. “There’s a zipper at the back,” I said to him. He reached beneath me and found it, and I lifted so he could tug my skirt down.

I ended up lying back against Brian and sitting on the edge of my seat, completely naked below the waist. The new guy caressed down over my belly and felt my slit. “Are we allowed to fuck her?”

Brian shook his head. “No, I think this is enough.”

“Can you just look at me and cum by yourself?” I asked. “You can use my skirt, and when you’ve all finished, I’ll put it back on and sit in your cum.”

“Fuck yeah, I’m almost there,” the guy in front said.

They gave him my skirt. He sorted it to find the inside front and covered his cock. He then stroked himself and felt my crotch with his other hand. He inserted his middle finger into me but quickly lost control and ejaculated. He squeezed himself off in my skirt then carefully lifted it and handed it to the men behind me.

“There’s the wet bit there,” one of them said to the other, chuckling. They were both stroking their exposed cocks.

“Okay, just hold it, eh? I’ll do the back.”

One of them sorted the inside back of the skirt and covered his cock with it. The other one stroked off bare. They were both staring down at me. I peered up at them, watching their faces. I stifled a moan as the other stranger inserted a thick finger into me and started banging me again.

The man stroking off into my skirt groaned his release. The other one quickly found a dry spot and covered his cock with the fabric before bucking and gasping as he ejaculated too. He finished himself off and carefully lifted the skirt. “Yeah, that’s fucking creamed,” he said, chuckling. “Mine’s down a bit lower in front.”

I squirmed away from the guy still fingering me. “I’m too sensitive down there now. Let me put my skirt back on.” I sat on the edge of my seat and carefully stepped into it, immediately feeling the wetness against my legs. I peered around at everyone, blushing in the dim light. I then tugged my skirt up into place and sat in a wad of cum. “Eww, it’s all gooey.”

“Is that good?” one of the men behind asked teasingly.

“Yeah, it’s wetting me beneath and in front too.” I smoothed my skirt down my thighs and pressed my hands between. “But I’m already wet, so….” I added, biting my smile.

Everyone chuckled but settled quietly when an attendant strolled up the aisle with a flashlight. After he’d gone, we all continued watching the movie, me fiddling with my skirt as it became sticky. The man from in front left the theatre, then one of the men from behind squeezed my shoulder and smiled a goodbye.

When the movie ended we waited until everyone had gone then the other man from behind leaned over my shoulder. “Would you guys like to come out for a drink?” he asked.

“No, I think we’ll call it a night,” Brian replied.

“Okay. Well, thank you for that, Natalie. That Emmanuelle has nothing on you.”

I blushed. “Thank you.”

The guy squeezed my shoulder. He looked down at my body and massaged both of my shoulders. He moved his hands lower and felt my breasts. “Yeah – she has nothing on you at all,” he went on.

“Uh huh,” I uttered, arching up and pressing against his hands.

“Can I have a look at these before you go? Just quickly with it light enough to see?” He tugged and gathered my top. “Just a quick look, okay?” he said and uncovered my breasts. “Yeah, that’s it. You’re so hot, baby. These are nice, aren’t they?” He squeezed me bare and felt his cock with his other hand.

Brian checked around but there was no one left in the theatre. Micky was feeling my leg, rubbing the front of my skirt, and he worked his way to press it against my pussy.

“Yeah, man, rub it into her. Is it still wet from our loads?”

“Yeah, it feels wet,” Micky said.

“Aw fuck, I need to blow again,” the guy groaned, releasing his cock.

I turned and opened for him. “Do it in my mouth.”

He lunged forward and just got the head of his cock in before it started gushing cum. I grabbed his shaft and moaned as I sucked on the throbbing glans. “Aw fuck yeah,” the man groaned and held my head while thrusting against my fist. I swallowed his semen and kept sucking on him. He stroked my hair and I peered up to meet his eyes. I took him out of my mouth and squeezed. A drop of cum oozed from the broad slit so I sucked the head in again and probed with the tip of my tongue.

“Come on, we’d better go,” Brian said.

I swallowed again and smiled up at the older man. “It was nice tasting you,” I uttered sweetly.

The guy grabbed me and kissed me hard. Brian claimed my hand and pulled me away. Micky followed, and I was dragged along peering back at the stranger, still swallowing at the taste of his cum.


Natalie

“You still look sexy – even though we’re not doing that anymore,” Micky said.

We were home eating pizza and drinking beer over the breakfast counter.

“Thanks, Micky. I’m glad you think so.” I was conservatively dressed in my cut-off jean shorts and a bra and baggy tee-shirt tied at my hip. “Do you have a girlfriend yet?”

“No, but it’s only been a week, don’t forget.”

We had spoken about it. Now that he was no longer a virgin he was supposed to have enough confidence to find someone.

Brian roughed up Micky’s hair. “You’re still too ugly, dude.”

“Oh, he is not!” I scolded. “Micky’s cute.”

“I’d rather be big and tough,” he said, with more than a tinge of seriousness in his tone.

I spoke warmly, “Big and tough is overrated, Micky. Genuine is what counts. Being honest and kind – and that’s you for sure.”

“Aw, poor little Micky,” Brian teased, scuffing his hair again and laughing. Micky laughed too and I joined in.

We ended up watching television in our usual spots. I had a bath and came back dressed in my favorite old singlet. It was long but didn’t quite cover my panties. I had my legs tucked up to the side. Both guys were checking out my bottom, I noticed.

Micky’s hand was on the vacant cushion between us. At first he just touched my little toe with his pinky finger, pressing lightly. I bit my lip and blushed a little.

We were watching a replay of the surf carnival from the previous weekend. Micky traced a fingertip along the sole of my foot. I couldn’t help flinching slightly. I glanced at my husband.

Micky looked at Brian too. They held each other’s gaze for a while. I just waited, blushing. Brian then turned back to the television. They hadn’t spoken a word. Micky leaned over on an elbow, and after a moment he touched my knee, clutching it and making me squirm my legs together.

“Um, Micky, that tickles.” I pushed him with a foot. He was looking at my panties. I fiddled with the waist band, smoothing it across my belly.

“Those are pretty,” Micky said.

“Thanks,” I uttered.

“I like how they shape to your pussy. I can see your slit really well.”

“Uh huh. They’re just soft cotton underwear for bed. They’re not supposed to be sexy or anything.” I tugged my singlet up under my breasts, revealing my panties fully. I had edged around to be facing Micky with my feet against his thigh, my toes pressing into him.

He stroked my inner calf up to my knee, still looking at my crotch. I parted my legs a little more.

He kneaded my thigh, tickling again. I grabbed his wrist, pushing as he reached for my other knee. He was smiling, his eyes alight. “Micky!” I scolded, glaring as he gripped further along my thighs. He was up on his knees. I slipped lower as I squirmed, ending up on my back.

“Uhh..hh,” I moaned raggedly as he gripped my waist. I held his wrists as he probed higher and felt my ribs. He squeezed me there, and I released him and lifted up my singlet to show him my bare tits. “There! Is that what you want?”

I looked over at my husband, holding his gaze as our friend felt my tits with both hands. He leaned down and kissed me softly on the lips. “Um… What are you doing, Micky?” He pressed to my lips again. I moaned as he extended his tongue, searching deep into my mouth. “Uhh..hh….” I moaned again, but he cut me off with another kiss. I rolled my eyes to look at my husband as Micky forced his tongue all the way into my mouth. He slipped a finger under the waistband of my panties, stretching them from my hip. I lifted my bottom so he could pull them down. He relented from kissing my mouth and sucked on a nipple.

I stroked his hair while he suckled on me. “I love sucking these,” he said. He pushed my panties down past my knees as he continued sucking from one nipple to the other, lashing softly with his tongue. He felt my pussy, testing my folds and working me open. He inserted a finger but immediately pulled it out. He wiped his finger on my tit, smearing my juices. “You taste so good, Nat.” He sucked that tit into his mouth.

“Uhh..hhh..hh,” I moaned, shuddering at the intense stimulation. I looked to my husband again. “He’s getting me ready, Brian. He’s preparing me for you-know-what.”

Micky edged back and looked at my pussy. I peered down at him. He touched my inner thighs, and I opened my legs for him.

“Now he’s checking if I’m ready yet,” I said. “He knows exactly what to do now, Brian. He knows what to do when he wants to fuck me.”

“We’ve been together for so long though.” Brian had finally found his voice. “We’ve been hanging out together ever since we were kids… Somehow it doesn’t seem wrong.”

“It seems right to me,” Micky said. He sat down on the end of the lounge, keeping my legs upon his lap.

I sat up a bit. Micky had tugged my panties above my knees. He was fiddling with them. I tucked my singlet under itself, keeping it above my tits. Micky felt one of them, thumbing the nipple, then he rested his hand on my belly and started tracing his fingertip up and down my inner thighs. He inspected my pussy again, parting my labia and looking closely.

My eyes rolled, and I caught a breath as the arousing sensation caused by his soft touch shuddered through me. “Yes, we have been together since we were kids… I don’t feel any different being the girl. I’ve always felt totally relaxed around both of you, and especially when we’re together.”

“Exactly! You and I being married doesn’t seem to matter between the three of us. We go back further than that,” Brian said, sitting forward in his chair.

Micky spoke without his silly grin. “I think it’s awesome that there’s us two guys and a girl. It’s much better that you’re female, Natalie.”

I blushed. “Female, huh?”

“Yep – you’re definitely female.” Micky inserted his thumb into my pussy. “Definitely!” he added, feeling around inside of me.

Brian was craning his neck to see. I stared down at Micky’s hand, my chest shuddering as I tried to breathe.

“It’s better that one of us has a nice wet spot like this,” Micky went on, his grin returning. “It feels awesome poking it.”

I struggled for composure. I just braced. Micky was forcing his thumb all the way in, swirling it around inside of me, and the arch of his hand was squashing my swollen clit. I resisted the urge to grind down against the exquisite pressure. With Brian suddenly vocal, I wanted to talk about what was happening.

“Yeah, it is better that one of us is female,” he agreed with Micky. “Three guys would be totally boring, eh?”

“Like at the movies today with Natalie in the middle. That was fun,” Micky added. “Then walking around holding hands after. We couldn’t do that with three guys.”

“Yes, that was nice,” I said. “Uhh..hhh… Careful, Micky, I’m going to cum in a minute if you keep doing that.”

He pulled his thumb out of me and sucked it. I relaxed from the verge of my climax. I took a few steadying breaths, still sitting and with my tits heaving. I tugged my singlet back up a bit to keep them exposed. My panties had slipped below my knees, my legs still across Micky’s lap.   

Brian approached and knelt beside me. He leaned close and kissed me softly. “Do you want to let him have another fuck tonight, honey?” He blushed as he asked me that.

“Um – do you mean unprotected?”

Brian nodded. “Yeah, I guess… I think I’d prefer if it was.”

I bit a lip. “But it’s nearly that time again. It must be close.”

“I know. It’s probably from now and for the next few weeks… But do you want to let him anyway?” Brian whispered into my ear. “I wouldn’t mind tonight and maybe again tomorrow night.” He whispered closer. “Just him, okay, baby? I’ll still use condoms. We’ll just let him bareback you.”

“Okay, I’ll let him, but it’s nicer in bed.” I whispered back.

Brian backed away and sat in his chair. “Yeah – definitely, honey. Of course.”

“Or, what if he stayed over tonight? You could use the spare room and he could um… well, fill me up a few times,” I tossed playfully at my husband.

Micky was smiling. “You bet I could!”

I gave him a mock glare. Brian was blushing. Micky inserted his thumb again, and my eyes rolled as I gripped the lounge cushion at my side. Micky held my mons and rocked his hand back and forth, his thumb sliding in and slurping wetly back out.

“I could fill you up lots of times in a whole night, Nat.”

“Could you, Micky?” I held my husband’s eyes as I teased. “Would you like to do that cuddling in bed with me?”

“Yeah!”

“Even though I could get pregnant? It’s pretty risky at the moment with that.”

“I know… I got that from what you’ve been saying… I wouldn’t mind knocking you up. That’d be awesome!”

I glared again, blushing. Micky reinserted his thumb. I writhed down against his hand.

Micky grinned from Brian to me. “I think the female buddy needs some baby batter in her belly. I think she needs a big creamy load in nice and deep, don’t you, Nat?”

“Uh huh… I definitely need it. I want someone to make me pregnant now – not just by accident. I want someone to do it deliberately – to try and get me!”

Brian nodded. “Okay then, I’ll stay in the spare room tonight – let Micky try.”

I pushed Micky’s hand away from between my legs and sat up properly. “Go and get into our bed, Micky. I’ll be there in a few minutes.”

Micky left the room, and I fixed my clothing as I faced my husband.  I slipped onto the arm of his chair. “I think there might actually be a chance Micky will get me pregnant tonight if we do this.”

Brian’s face reddened again. “I know it’s crazy, honey. If it happened though, it wouldn’t change anything for us – for me!”

I blushed too. “Or me! Plus I’m less worried doing this with Micky than some stranger.”

“Me too… I just want you to be cummed in. He’s perfect, since we’re all friends.”

“Buddies,” I corrected, kissing my husband softly. “We’re all buddies.” I smiled. “We’re fuck buddies and I’m the female.”

Brian chuckled. “Yeah – the one with the wet spot.”

“Uh huh… There’s going to be a wet spot on our mattress tonight, Brian. Plus, I wonder if how much there is makes any difference.”

“Any difference?”

“Yes. I wonder if because of how much semen Micky produces – whether it means it’s also more potent. I wonder if HIS sperm will live in my belly for longer than usual.”

“Yeah – maybe, I suppose. Is there really that much?”

“Oh yes! It’s so huge! He’s going to make a mess of my pussy and our bed if he has me a few times through the night. It’s going to be interesting. He stays so hard after he fucks me. I want him to see how many times he can cum in me, but to let him have a rest in between each time.” I whispered, “You should know your wife is going to be extremely well serviced tonight, Brian…. Extremely
 well.”

Brian gritted a smile. “Sounds like it.”

“Are you going to be watching? Would you mind if you didn’t?”

“No, I don’t mind. I’ll just sleep in the spare room. I’ll stay out of the way.”

“It’s just that I think Micky gets a bit nervous when you’re there. It would be better for him if he could fuck me in private sometimes… We’re going to let him continue now, aren’t we? As long as we’re still playing like this?”

Brian nodded, his teeth still clenched. “He might need a few days to recover after this. We could invite him over again later in the week and maybe a night on the weekend – let him keep fucking you all the way through.”

I blushed. “Wow! That’s bad, Brian! You mean unprotected – right when I’m supposed to be ovulating?”

Brian was stroking my leg, looking down at what he was doing. He took a moment to respond. “It seems extra sexy since you showed me that thing about timing and ovulation. Just knowing that your body is more fertile some days… It’s crazy but absolutely thrilling to think of another guy emptying his balls in you right then.” He looked up to meet my eyes. “I definitely want that to happen, baby. And since Micky has it all worked out now – how to get onto you when he feels like a mount.”

My blush heated up. I smiled through it. “When he feels like mounting me, huh? Is that what he’s doing? Mounting me?”

“Yeah. Mounting and humping you, baby. Giving you a service.”

I giggled. “Hmm – well, he definitely knows how to initiate things now. He just has to start tickling me if he want’s sex, doesn’t he? Anytime he wants to stick his dick in me, since I’m the girl.” 

“Exactly, baby… Now go and get filled up with sperm. I’ll be listening for the bed squeaking and stroking off to it.” Brian pushed me off his lap.

I walked to the bedroom and peered back, biting my smile. “Well, be sure to listen all through the night, Brian,” I said, and I gently closed the door.

** The End **
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