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I wasn’t even thinking when I bent over

My husband Anthony was sitting on our neighbour Bernard Davis’s back deck sharing a beer. They had both been mowing in the hot sun and were all sweaty in need of rest and cool-off.

They absently watched me hang washing in a short summer dress. Mr Davis, or Mr D as I called him, always watched me hang washing or water my plants.

He was a bit of a dirty old man but I didn’t mind that. It was flattering, and fun that he couldn’t help himself perving on me.

I bent over to pick up a pair of Anthony’s shorts to hang and the back hem of my dress lifted to very nearly flash the crotch of my panties, but not quite. Although I wasn’t sure whether or not I was flashing and had picked out pretty pink panties just in case.

My pussy was tingling and my nipples were tight from the men watching me. It was fun that the old guy from next door was perving, and it was so exciting that my husband was watching him with no control over how much he could see.

“Whew, that wife of yours!” Mr D huffed at my husband.

Anthony gulped. “Yeah, tell me about it.”

The old guy watched the back of my legs as I bent over again. “So, you’ve been married what, five years is it?”

“Yeah just going on five. Nina was 21, I was 23. Everyone said we were too young.”

“Oh I don’t know about that. You young folks have to get together early to have any chance of financial stability so you might as well make it official.”

Anthony nodded and his jaw clenched as they watched me bend over again.

“Did either of you have relationships beforehand?” Mr D asked.

“Sure, I went out with a few girls and Nina had a boyfriend or two. We weren’t each other’s firsts.”

Mr D nodded. “Does she tell you about the ex-boyfriends?”

“About them? What do you mean? I know the two she went steady with and I’m not sure if she dated all that much otherwise.”

Each time I reached up to peg an item the hem of my dress lifted to almost show the crotch of my panties. I was reaching to one side on tippytoes and Mr D’s gaze was focused on my thigh gap and delicate inner thighs.

He was imagining how it would be to fuck me, although I wasn’t aware of that of course.

I was innocently pegging my washing and merely aware of eyes on me, not of how dirty the thoughts were. I wasn’t even thinking when I bent over again and my sweaty dress hiked up on my hips and I flashed my panties for the men to see. And for dirty old Mr D to imagine every detail of what he wanted to do to me.

He cleared his throat. “Sorry son, it’s hard not to look.”

“Yeah I guess,” my husband croaked and had to clear his throat too.

He often confided in Mr Davis. They got on well and Anthony wasn’t the jealous type. He was secure in our relationship and not threatened by the older man.

“So Bernard, you married in your early twenties too, right?”

“Sure, same age as you were, 23. My wife was 19. It was about on average back then. Everyone seemed to marry young.”

“Okay but that meant your wife probably didn’t have relationships beforehand?”

“Er…” Mr D frowned in thought. “I think Estelle had sex with four other guys before me. Two boys from school and two older men. If we’re talking actual intercourse that is. And several others where it stopped short of going all the way.”

I was standing and straightening a sheet to hang. My skirt was still bunched on my hip and they could see the crotch of my panties from behind. I could feel the skirt of my dress was unevenly draped and wondered if I was flashing right then. I didn’t fix it. I just continued stretching out and pegging the sheet.

“I often wonder about Nina’s past sex life. I’m not sure if I’m supposed to ask though,” my husband said.

“Haha yeah, tricky! And probably better off not knowing if she’s been with a stud.”

“Ha, exactly! That’s what worries me about this one guy we’re going to be seeing this weekend who was one of the steady boyfriends Nina had before we got together. I used to see them around campus and she was pretty full-on with him like just after sex the whole time. I don’t know what he was doing to her.”

Mr D nodded thoughtfully again. “And you don’t have any details at all?”

I had finished hanging my washing. The back of my dress was still bunched on my hip and I left it and blushed a smile over at the men on my way inside. They both smiled and nodded back to me.

“All I know is the guy had her smiling like that every day until he cheated on her and she dumped him.”

“Ha, well there you have it. He was an arsehole and I’m sure she knows it when she compares him to you, son. Don’t sweat it.”

“Yeah I’m sure that’s true, and I’m cool with everything. I’m not worried so much about when she was having sex with the guy, I think I’m more so curious about it,” my husband went on. He didn’t know what he was thinking or trying to say.

The older man sipped his beer and shrugged. “So the idea of the details gets to you in a good way then? That’s interesting.”

Anthony flushed with embarrassment.

“No son, that’s healthy. There’s nothing wrong with wanting to imagine your lady being fucked by guys before you got together. I’m right with you on that with my Estelle now that you put it that way. I might have to ask her for some details when she gets back next week.”

Mr D’s wife Estelle was away visiting a sister, helping her through an operation of some kind. I’d been spending a lot of time in my garden this week and making an effort to look pretty and sexy. I was such a bitch but couldn’t help myself teasing the old guy.

“I don’t even know what I’d ask if I could,” Anthony went on. “I mean did the guy have a huge cock or something?”

“Or a constantly hard one and he was insistent about sex all the while?” Mr D suggested. “Maybe you were right that she was all glowy from sex whenever you saw her around campus.”

“Yeah maybe,” Anthony huffed. “Fuck.”

“Now that you’ve made me think, I sometimes wonder if Estelle used to swallow for her ex-lovers. She never did for me at first. Not until we’d been married a few years and she agreed to try it and got used to it.”

“Yeah right, sounds like she might not have earlier on,” Anthony agreed.

“Perhaps. I’ve always wondered,” Mr D muttered and sipped his beer. “And how about your lovely wife son, does she swallow for you?”

Anthony flushed with embarrassment again. He nodded stiffly and gulped. “Yeah she does.”

Mr D’s brows raised. “And so she probably did for the others too, including the one you’re seeing this weekend?”

“Yeah probably,” Anthony admitted and his cock flexed a little.

This wasn’t a new thought for him. He often pictured me with a previous boyfriend’s cock in my mouth. Which he was right to imagine of course. You just naturally do that for a guy, right? I mean they all seem to love it so much and just the thrill of feeling them get so excited in your mouth.

“So how does that feel for you?” the older man asked with genuine interest. “Do you ever think about it when in the company of this earlier boyfriend? Do you see much of him?”

“No, we don’t hang out or anything obviously. We occasionally bump into him at the shops since he lives locally, but that’s only ever a nod in passing. We don’t stop and talk.”

“Okay sure, but does it ever cross your mind when you see him that he used to be intimate with Nina?”

Anthony flushed red in the face again. “Yeah it does. That’s when I always remember again and it can take days to get past thinking about it and wondering, like to get the mental image out of my head lying in bed at night.”

My husband was throbbing partially erect in his pants as he talked about this. Luckily he had his gardening hat on his lap and was able to conceal his condition.

“Well like I said, it’s hard not to look at your wife myself son, and I’m sorry about that. And now I’m going to be battling some pretty graphic mental images myself, I can tell you.”

My husband took a big breath. “Yeah it’s cool man, I don’t mind you looking. I can’t fucking blame you or any other man. Nina’s always dressed to tease and that hasn’t changed since we got married.”

“Haha too right. Those were pretty little pink ones today. I usually get a look and enjoy the different colours.”


The mention of my arsehole ex-boyfriend had my pussy tingling

Of course I could only imagine what the men were talking about out there drinking their beers. I hoped I was the topic of conversation but I had things to do and couldn’t hang around the backyard all day playing for attention.

I had an appointment to get my nails and eyebrows done then another mid-afternoon booking to get my hair trimmed for the wedding.

We were catching the train. The groom was a friend of Anthony’s from college who had moved to the country. It was a two-hour drive or the same by train, but without the traffic or breathalyser on the way home the next day. Anthony always got drunk at parties and didn’t expect to be under the limit on Sunday morning.

It was Friday now and Anthony had taken the day off work to get his weekend chores done. It was a rainy summer and you couldn’t leave your lawn two weeks without a trim. Much like my hair, which needed trimming monthly and looked good long and straight. It didn’t need much styling and would be easy to do something with tomorrow morning before we left.

We would be checking into a hotel so I’d have an opportunity to get dressed there for the wedding. I packed a silver frock and picked out a skirt to wear on the train.

I’m tall and slender and enjoy the attention I get from men. Anthony always compliments me on my choice of clothing and encourages me to look sexy, so he obviously gets a kick out of the attention I get too.

We had discussed Mr D perving on me even more with his wife away, and when I said I’d wear a short sundress for him today Anthony just winked and kissed me as he gave my butt a squeeze. I hoped he enjoyed getting a look with Mr D. I was sure they’d seen plenty when my dress bunched up the back.

I was planning to ask Anthony about it in bed that night but I didn’t get a chance before he was already feeling me up and kissing me.

He got on top and entered me. I clung tight as he fucked me. I was turned on but a long way from climaxing. I thought he was just going to take his pleasure like usual but he suddenly slowed and measured his thrusts in and out of me whilst kissing me again.

“So baby, Theo’s going to be hard to avoid being best man and all. It’s not like he can keep a low profile and stay away from us like usual.”

“Hmm I guess. It doesn’t matter though, does it? We don’t care about him.”

“Well we don’t care about him. It’s just hard not to think when he’s around,” my husband muttered into our kiss. He was still thrusting into me and was fully erect.

I wasn’t quite sure what to make of him bringing my ex-boyfriend up during sex.

“What do you mean, it’s hard not to think Anthony? Hard not to think about what?”

“I don’t know, about when you used to be with him,” my husband breathed and ground hard and deep into me. “Uh fuck baby, you’re so hot.”

“Mmm for you I am. Not for him anymore,” I breathed into his ear and squirmed down against his grinding and next little thrust.

My husband crushed me to him and resumed rolling his pelvis fucking me. The mention of my arsehole ex-boyfriend had my pussy tingling more than usual and a nice little orgasm exploded in the middle of that just before Anthony slammed into me and ejaculated.

I never wasted my positive energy thinking about cheating arsehole Theo, but it was impossible to avoid being affected when he was mentioned during sex. The guy was so huge and had amazing stamina.

He used to want it every night and then in the morning as well, and he was so gentle yet forceful. I could never resist him. I spent six months with my pussy stretched and all hot and gooey and my pussy tingling full of his cum.    

Anthony rolled off and held my hand. I kept my legs open a while to cool off and thought about when I used to do this after Theo had fucked me. I was still thinking about the guy!

“So baby, can I ask you something?”

I looked at my husband. “Anything!”

He nodded and took a breath. He was getting back to what he was talking about with Mr D but I had no idea at the time they’d been discussing this. “Did you used to give your boyfriends head jobs very much?”

I glared in shock but couldn’t help smiling. “I don’t know, it depends what you mean by ‘very much’. I’d say the usual number of times.”

“Oh right. So sometimes then?”

I glared some more.

“Sorry, I shouldn’t have asked,” my husband retreated.

I rolled my eyes. “I don’t mind you asking, Anthony.”

He looked at me again. Expectantly.

“Yes I always gave the guys I was with head jobs. I’ve always enjoyed doing it and tried to make it nice for guys.”

“Aw fuck, really?”

I giggled. “Would you rather I wasn’t inclined to?”

“Ah hell no! But did you always swallow or just with me?”

“Hmm and do you want me to say I only swallow for you?” I cooed, stroking down my husband’s stomach and giving his sticky cock a squeeze.

“Ah no, not really. I don’t wish that baby.”

“Oh you don’t! Are you sure?” I was up on an elbow and leaning over to breathe on the swollen head of the cock in my hand.

Anthony shook his head grimly. “No. I picture it sometimes and hope you swallowed for them too. I like that you’re into it baby. I think it’s hot.”

“Mmm I like the feel of it more so than the actual taste. Some guys cum so hard and you know they liked it.”

“Aw shit. And what about Theo, did he used to cum hard?”

“Um yes. He did but he didn’t actually cum in my mouth very often. He preferred oral as foreplay and to cum inside me instead.”

I blushed up at my husband and grimaced guiltily. “Which was just as well because he was too huge to fit in my mouth.”

“Uh fuck, really?” Anthony groaned and flexed in my hand.

“Mmm, hmm really, he’s actually a bit too big though. It used to hurt if he was impatient and went too fast.”

“Right. So that’s going to enhance my mental image now. But I always kind of knew because of how you used to be with him back then. I know what you’re like after sex and you were always really cuddly with him around campus. Which must have been because of how huge he was, like a real stud, huh?”

“Hmm maybe. It was a combination of how thoroughly he used to fuck me and how often! Whenever you saw us around campus together it was right after he’d had me. Which was every day!”

“Aw shit, every day?”

“Um yes. And I always let him but even that wasn’t enough in the end. The guy was such an arsehole. I was actually really sick with the flu when he cheated on me. The first time I couldn’t give him sex he screwed someone else!”

“Yeah that fucking sucks baby. Sorry.”

“No don’t be. I’m not. I dodged a bullet finding out what he was like and getting rid of him like that. I’m over being upset about it. He’s just a clown. I don’t even have any hard feelings anymore. I feel more sorry for him than anything else.”

“Oh right. Cool. He’ll be feeling sorry for himself when he gets a look at you in that silver dress tomorrow. Seeing what he missed out on.”

I smiled up. “Do you want to show me off, flaunt me to him?”

Anthony smiled too. “I don’t know, a little bit maybe. Just so he knows who won.”

“Ooh that sounds like fun.” I gave the head of my husband’s cock a little suck. I was still holding it and it had gotten hard again.

Oh this was so exciting. It was going to be such a fun weekend playing up to my husband’s desires to show me off. I seriously didn’t care enough about my ex-boyfriend to want to hurt him, but he certainly deserved to be teased. And I knew he couldn’t keep his eyes off any woman showing leg or cleavage.


My husband wanted other men to see between my legs

The next morning we lugged our things to the station and got our seats on the train. They were nice comfy seats and in banks of two, so there was no one next to us.

I gave Anthony the window seat because I was excited to be getting looks from men today. I’d switched for a short straight skirt and a cute guy had already noticed and was looking from across the aisle and two seats in front of us.

The train had only just departed and I’d caught the guy glancing back a few times already. I tugged at my hem and glared defiantly at my husband when he saw me do that.

He tilted for a look up my skirt and saw I had on lacy white panties. I glared defiantly again.

“That skirt’s really short baby.”

“Ah huh, is that okay with you?”

Anthony swallowed and nodded a little. “Yeah it’s okay by me. Is that guy up there looking?”

I nodded too and bit my lip.

“Can he see much?”

I breathed. “Yes, I’m sure he can.”

My husband nodded slowly.

“I could cross my legs if you want?”

He breathed too. “You don’t have to do that.”

“I don’t have to, or you don’t want me too?” I asked pointedly.

He glanced at my bare inner thighs then met my eyes again. “I don’t want you to.”

A thrill surged through me.

My husband wanted other men to see between my legs. There was only the one thin layer of fabric covering my opening. And right then I was all hot and wet and the crotch of my panties was furrowed into me.

The cute guy two seats in front looked back again and could see that. I felt him looking and kept my knees slightly apart for him.

“That guy’s looking again right now Anthony, should I close my legs tighter?”

Anthony gulped. He couldn’t see over the seats in front of us. “He’s looking right now?”

“Yes, he keeps turning his head to glance back,” I uttered under my breath then, “Oh now there’s another one!”

An older man in the seat behind the cute one had glanced and saw and now he was pretending to watch out our side of the train, but his eyes kept rolling further around to look between my legs.

My husband could see him and kept glancing to check on him but averting his eyes so as not to challenge him.

I squeezed my husband’s hand. My palm was sweaty and so was his. These two other men, complete strangers, were examining me and both were thinking how they wanted to fuck me. You could see it in their narrowed stare and parted lips.

Oh if either of them parted my lower lips right now they’d find how slippery I was.

If they parted my pussy lips with their cocks they’d find me so wet and ready for them.

If they parted my painted lips with their cocks I’d willingly suck them and swallow their cum.

I felt like telling Anthony that, rather than just thinking and fantasising about being followed to the powder room and being forced to my knees.

“It’s too bad you’re wearing a bra baby. Can see your nips through that top but not as good.”

“Mmm my nipples are aching they’re so hard.”

“Yeah I can see. Is that what you’re wearing on the way home as well? Maybe without the bra?”

I took a steadying breath. “If you say so,” I told my husband. “I have another top but it will be see-through too, if that’s what you want.”

“Yeah this is perfect. They can’t actually do anything on a train, just look and drool and wish you were theirs.”

“Ah huh, I think I know what they’re wishing Anthony. I can almost feel it inside me.”

“Uh fuck, can you?”

“Mmm in my imagination I can. My mouth is watering too. I can almost taste their cum.”

“Uh yeah fuck, I’d be into that too right now. Watching you blow them.”

Well of course that wasn’t seriously going to happen on a train. And the erotic game ended when we stopped at a major suburban station and the train filled to capacity.

There were people walking back and forth along the aisle and I kept my legs crossed and dared to hold the glances of my two voyeurs a number of times.

We reached our destination and checked into our hotel room. I spent an hour getting done up and was still smouldering between my legs on the cab ride to the chapel.

Our driver had taken up voyeur duties and was stealing glances up my silver frock now. It was short enough for him and I only had on tiny thong panties.

He got an extra-good look as I opened my legs to get out of the car and I didn’t look away when his eyes lifted and met mine. I was in such a mood now.

We didn’t really know anyone. We sat at the back of the chapel and shared pleasantries with the people around us. I watched my ex-boyfriend Theo more than the bride and groom. I noticed Anthony was watching him too.

He’d looked our way a few times and I’d locked eyes with him. After the ceremony we lined up and congratulated the newly married couple and had to walk right past him.

“Hey Nina, save me a dance yeah?”

I blushed but nodded.

My ex-boyfriend and husband shook hands and nodded hellos. I lit up with a flush of tingles.

We hung around and had photos taken. The reception was at the winery, the chapel for weddings only. We had missed out booking a room here unfortunately but there was a courtesy bus to town on call whenever you needed it.

They served a meal and did the speeches and cake cutting. The bride and groom danced and we all joined in, although I noticed my ex sitting there without a date. He was just watching; me mostly.

Anthony and I had been seated with other couples who didn’t know anyone either and were getting along and having quite the party together. Anthony was drinking with the other men and we ladies were having a good old chat getting to know one another.

“So how about that dance?” a deep familiar voice asked in my ear, and the other ladies’ eyes shot open; their mouths too.

Theo had that affect on you. He looked good in a suit and his voice was so mellow and rich. It made me just about wet my pants as usual. Or at least, as it always had done in the past.

He took my hand and I couldn’t have resisted if I’d wanted to. Which I didn’t.

He led me to the dance floor and took me into his arms. He must have waited for a slow number so he could take hold of me.

With his arm around me his big strong hand rested upon my bare back. My silver dress was a backless halter-neck. It made me feel a little naked.

The silky fabric was lightly covering my nipples and they were aroused as they were brushed by my ex-boyfriend’s expensive suit.

“So how have you been Nina? You’re looking happy.”

“Yes I am happy thank you. Very much so. And how about you Theo, no girlfriend to bring?”

“Haha, no steady at the moment, and no one I want to give any ideas to.”

“Oh really? About weddings you mean? Typical.”

“Yes well, you know me,” the guy said and spun me out then pulled me back. His eyes travelled down and up my body, focusing on my nipples.

He spun me out again and looked right at them, making me blush.

He pulled me back into his embrace and held me close with them pressed against his suit jacket again. His arm was all the way around and his fingertips were under the edge of my frock touching my side-boob, which was exposed a little with the drape of my frock.

“Careful there,” I uttered against his shoulder as I connected eyes with my husband who was back at our table.

“Oh I’m being careful alright Neens. I’m doing very well controlling myself here.”

“Hmm and you have to go on controlling yourself,” I told the guy.

I was still watching my husband but his gaze had lowered to where I was being touched. I wasn’t sure how incidental this was now. Fingertips were definitely pressing against the side of my boob and were moving a little to touch underneath.

My ex-boyfriend did this thing he used to do when we were together and spun me out but caught me from behind instead. The hand he was holding mine with ended up all the way around up to my neck, with that arm around me.

When his hand lowered it caressed over my boob and tight nipple. His touch was deliberate, for sure.

“Sorry,” Theo growled against my ear in his deep mellow voice and the tingling from his brush over my nipple shot straight to my pussy; which he knew would happen of course, and he wasn’t sorry at all.

He kept hold of me from behind and slow danced like that. I was going to melt into a puddle on the dance floor if he let go.

I could never keep feeling in my legs when he did this before, with his warm breath and low humming to the music. It was even worse now that he shouldn’t have been doing it.

I could feel his package a little firm against my butt, and it thrilled me that I could still have that affect on him so easily.

He was holding my hands on my hips and looking down over my shoulder as we swayed together.

I tried very hard to resist wriggling back against his package, honest!

That’s a great dress Nina. Every man here is staring at your tits.”

“Hmm shut up you! They’d better not be staring at me. They should be watching the bride, it’s her night.”

“Haha well they are! She looks good too and is showing us plenty down her gown. But you can’t beat silken nipples.”

Ohmygod just take me now, I thought as my knees threatened to buckle and my poor pussy reacted to the man groaning low and deep at my ear.

I’d been danced around the small, crowded floor and was now facing my husband again. I looked around at the faces of other men who were definitely watching me.

I returned to meet Anthony’s gaze lifting from my tits and held it as my ex-boyfriend’s arms went around me. He took my hand with his, holding mine by the fingers with his hand beneath as it closed over one of my tits.

“Um Theo?” I breathed as I tensed, but he held me tight.

His hand squeezed and kneaded firmly. I gripped the back of it and folded my other arm across to hide what he was doing.

“Sorry. Old habits!”

He turned me away from my husband staring and the table of ladies gawking. He had my nipple between his fingers and was squeezing it. “Does this still work?”

Ohmygod, does it still work?

I’d had three glasses of bubbly and was feeling relaxed. Theo had probably been watching and waiting to get me vulnerable like this. The way he was rolling my erect nipple between his fingers was definitely working the way it always used to.

“Um Theo!” I breathed.

“Ooh yeah, the girlie still likes it,” he groaned against my ear again.

He was feeling me up properly now, beneath the arm I had scrunched over his hand. Other dancers were noticing. The women were glaring and the men were drooling.

My incorrigible ex-boyfriend was in total control. He chuckled and relented feeling me up, took my hand and led me outside. I glanced back at my husband who was craning his neck to see where I was being taken.

Theo leant back against a balcony rail and lit a smoke. “That really was an accident at first. Sorry,” he offered in a sincere tone. “That’s just how we used to um… you know.”

“Yes it’s how you used to dance with me and I loved it until you cheated,” I scolded, having to feign indignance since I really was over that. I couldn’t help smiling. “Cheeky arsehole!”

The guy chuckled. “Plus that fucking dress! What hope’s a guy got feeling you through that, how’s he supposed to resist?’

“Um, he’s supposed to respect that I’m married and not his to handle.”

I was still tingling inside and my nipples wouldn’t soften. I was plucking at my frock but only managing to pull the silky fabric tighter and enhance them more.

Finally my husband approached from behind and claimed me back. He kissed my neck but I could smell the whisky and knew how drunk he was.

“Hey Anthony, how’s it going? Good reception huh?” Theo offered. “Hey you guys came by train, did you?”

“Yeah didn’t want to drive and get caught again. I don’t have enough points left for another drink driving fine.”

“Oh right, good idea then. What time do you head back tomorrow?”

“Way too early!” I complained, keeping my arms crossed so my drunk husband didn’t try and feel me up as well.

“Yeah, there’s only the one service on Sundays, leaves at eight-fifteen,” Anthony explained. “It sucks but better than not being able to enjoy the party and have a few drinks.”

“Hell yeah definitely. Wish I’d thought of that myself,” Theo agreed. He was holding my eyes whilst my husband smooched my neck.

“How about riding back with me a bit later? I’m stuck driving anyway and there’s plenty of room in the Rover.”

Another surge of tingles flushed through me as my ex-boyfriend took a tour of my body.

“I don’t know. I guess?” Anthony answered. “What time?”

“About one or two. So long as we’re home in time to watch the game at six.”

Theo was an avid rugby league fan, as was Anthony. Their team, the Bulldogs, were playing tomorrow night.

“Fuck yeah, as long as we’re back for the game,” my husband cheered drunkenly.

I blushed at my ex looking down and up from my tits.

“You could come around and watch it on my big screen,” he said as he watched me being neck-mauled trying to keep my husband’s hands from wandering anymore than they were squeezing and rubbing my hips.

Anthony was effectively establishing that I was his to hold and not Theo’s. He was definitely claiming me back from being danced with and held close by another man.

The truth was, I was wet and ready to be taken and would have chosen my arsehole ex-boyfriend’s penis to be inside me over my husband’s. He had prepared my body for sex by fondling my nipple and squeezing my boob.

I was the female and two males were vying for rights to me. Technically my husband owned those rights but my ex-boyfriend used to and that was confusing my poor switched-on body.

Oh I could rationalise that I was a wife and completely off-limits to men other than my husband. But it wasn’t my brain influencing me right now.

I had been held tight and fondled. I was for the taking if either of the men knew it. If the look or feel of me through my dress had caused either of their balls to fill, I was ready to accept their cum in my pussy or my mouth.

I’d thought and replayed it over and over many times whilst masturbating and couldn’t help missing the feel of being filled by Theo’s monster cock. It was right there in that bulge in his pants. I kept looking at it and knew he had to know what I was thinking.

Oh I was such a slut letting him get away with touching me and letting him look me up and down like this right in front of my husband.

“So it’s a good two-hour drive, probably longer with traffic returning to the city. I can count on a couple of passengers to keep me company?” he asked, butting out his cigarette.

“Fuck yeah, that’ll be cool man,” Anthony agreed.

I took a big breath and nodded. Theo looked at my tits again and licked his gorgeous wet lips.

“Can I get another dance later?” he mouthed the words while Anthony was busy mauling my neck some more.

Of course I knew if I let myself be led back to the dance floor I’d be getting felt up even more than the first time.

“How about it Anthony, is your wife available for more dances tonight?” Theo asked with a smirk and made me blush fully.

“Haha yeah I guess, for dances,” my husband chuckled and looked at my ex-boyfriend. “Guess you can have another dance with the hottest woman here, since you fucking missed out marrying her!”

“Haha true that. You got me there buddy. You won and I lost, there’s nothing surer,” Theo agreed with a chuckle and held my eyes with a steady gaze.

I knew all his looks and this one had truth in it. He really was regretting that he’d lost me but it had to be a mere physical thing. There was nothing more to it than wanting to fuck me again, for sure.

He edged past to get back inside and as he did, his hand came in contact with my hip. His fingers pressed and trailed across my front, touching my mons through the silky dress and trailing across my other hip.

I experienced a bolt of electricity that lit my pussy up again but my husband was still trying to smooch my neck and my ex-boyfriend didn’t look back.

Ohmygod, talk about wetting myself!

I returned to the table of other women and stayed there. I kept an eye on Theo and one time he approached I took off in the opposite direction and hid in the ladies room a while.

There was no way I was letting him get hold of me again for fear of being led off somewhere and more than just felt up.

I avoided the guy the rest of the night and ended up in bed next to my snoring husband with my legs bent up and spread. My battery-powered hand-held travel companion sent me into orgasm heaven.

“Ah huh, huh,” I panted under my breath as my orgasm hit and all the naughty taboo tingles from being touched by my ex-boyfriend exploded in my body.

Ohmygod I couldn’t believe how easily Mr Charmer had gotten to me tonight.

But surely I’d be safe riding in his car with my husband right there to protect me. Right?

** End of Book 1 **
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