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I’ve been having such naughty thoughts

I lay awake staring at the hotel room ceiling. It was a plain white room with grey furnishings. It was the bare minimum basic but the bed was large and comfy and I’d slept well.

My husband was snoring away beside me. He always snored worse when he was drunk. He probably still was after having spent the whole night at the wedding reception bar constantly drinking.

It had been a good idea to catch the train so we didn’t have to drive. But we’d slept too late now to change our mind and catch the return train this morning. We were committed to accepting a ride with my ex-boyfriend.

The thought of that flushed through me again. His wonderfully deep voice and the confident look in his eyes had always mesmerised me. It seems nothing had changed in five years.

One dance last night and I was his for the taking, if he only knew. He certainly knew he could get away with feeling me up. And I was still afraid of him getting the opportunity today and pushing boundaries again.

He used to fuck me so deep and nice and would take me morning and night pretty much every day. Back then I was only twenty, he was twenty-four but looked older. He obviously needed a lot of sex and I felt obliged to allow him whenever he started touching me.

Now five years later it was like the trigger was still there and the moment he took hold of me from behind on the dance floor last night it was activated.

The tingles in my belly made their way down to stimulate the lubrication in my pussy, in readiness to accommodate his huge cock. I was like a living female sheath for him to place over his cock and plunge in and out of until he emptied his balls in me each day.

I spent six months sleeping with him in his loft and needed three changes of panties every day to sop up his cum constantly dripping out of me. He used to tell me he couldn’t help producing it with me around so he needed regular releases of the tension in his balls.

I was planning to get my own back today by wearing an ultra-short skirt and letting him see up it all the way home. I had planned to do that with men on the train and hadn’t brought anything else to wear anyway.

I was in the shower thinking about that when my husband got in with me.

“Oh hello!” I smiled back at him.

He squeezed and massaged my shoulders, kissing my neck when I tilted my head and offered it to him.

I felt behind with my soapy hands and massaged and stroked his erection.

I got up on tippytoes and wiggled back onto him, guiding his cock until he surged into me.

“Uh fuck yeah baby!”

“Mmm hmm take me Anthony, I’ve been having such naughty thoughts.”

“Uh yeah? Like what?”

“Like about who, you mean? As if you can’t guess.”

“You mean about Theo?”

“Mmhmm. I can’t help it seeing him again. And then you let him dance with me and he felt me up, did you see?’

“Aw fuck, he felt you up?”

“Ah huh, when he was holding me from behind he had his hand on my boob and was playing with my nipple.”

I had claimed my husband’s hand and placed it on the same boob. “Mmm just like this only his dick wasn’t inside me, unfortunately!” I teased back over my shoulder.

My husband kept fucking me. He was rolling his hips and surging in and out nice and firm and demanding. He must have still been drunk because he was taking ages. I actually orgasmed before him as he kept humping me and only just started to thrust towards his climax.

I kept my hips flared and squirmed back, pulsing on his cock as it throbbed and gushed inside me.

He gave a few jolts to finish off then took his cock out and washed it under the water. I resumed washing his chest, back and shoulders.

“Are you going to flash the guy in the car on the way home, baby? Have you thought about that?”

“Yes I’ve thought about it. I like the idea of doing it with him but I wasn’t sure what you’d think, Theo’s not as harmless as old Mr D next door.”

“Haha true. But what’s he going to do there in his car with me stopping him from trying anything? I was wasted last night and everyone could see your tits beneath your dress. Any guy who got to dance with you would have copped a feel.”

“Hmm do you think?”

“Fuck yeah, I wouldn’t blame them either.”

“Oh okay then. I guess that was kind of how I felt too going braless like that. Do you think I should again today?”

“Oh right, like we said on the train. Sure!”

I cuddled close and smiled up for a kiss. “And would you want me to sit in the back seat where he’ll be able to see right up my skirt or in front where he can reach me?”

“Aw shit.”

The idea of my ex-boyfriend being able to reach me welled in my husband’s chest and frightened yet excited him. He had indeed seen Theo feeling my tit whilst dancing last night and hadn’t done anything about it; not until claiming me back off the guy afterwards.

“I liked letting your ex nearly get you last night then taking you from him, baby. That was a rush.”

“Hmm it was a rush for me too, having two men battle for me.”

“Yeah so I say let’s do it some more today for sure. Let’s tease the fuck out of the guy and teach him a lesson,” my husband said and shampooed his hair.

I smiled excitedly to myself. “I’ve got sexy panties to wear. They’re a little bit see-through.”

“Oh right, see-through huh? Fuck!”

“I know, would you want me to show that much?”

“I don’t know, I’d have to see them. Do they actually show your pussy? Like your slit and everything?”

“Um yes a little bit. They’re just mesh really, and a single layer. They’re actually lingerie rather than underwear. They’re not the same ones but they’re the same type as I used to wear for Theo sometimes when we were together. Except they were always wet and sticking to me because he’d just fuck me when he saw me wearing them and I’d be dripping from him again.”

My husband gulped. “Dripping from his cum, you mean?”

“Ah huh. He really used to cum so much though. I’m sure he would have pumped as much into me in that six months as you have in five years since, Anthony. I think you’re finally starting to claim me in that way too,” I smiled and kissed my man before leaving him to finish his shower.


My embarrassment had faded and I just felt excited for this

That left Anthony thinking though. He wiped the shower glass and watched me combing my hair in the mirror with my towel almost lifting far enough in the back to flash my pussy.

Of course I was still all gooey inside from his own deposit but he was checking me out and imagining my pussy full of Theo’s spunk.

He swallowed hard at the fact it had been for the whole six months I was with the guy and Anthony had had a thing for me at the time and was quite envious.

Also, Theo’s cock was a lot bigger than his and he could never fuck me as deeply.

I’d mentioned Theo’s size quite a few times in response to Anthony asking since he’d heard around campus that the guy was well hung; as had I before I threw myself at him and was promptly taken back to his loft and fucked all night. And then every night for the next six months.

I was modelling my see-through panties when Anthony came from the bathroom. They were a light grey mesh and ridiculously transparent. You could see every detail of my pussy through them and they were quite clingy after my shower and because my pussy was all wet and steamy.

“Do you want him to see me like this?” I asked and checked back over my shoulder viewing my butt in the mirror.

I had on a crop top with a pretty red bra under it. The top was cut low and showed the lacy trim and lots of cleavage. My boobs are a full D-cup and quite firm, making the top gape nicely beneath them.

Anthony saw the bottom of my bra cups when I lifted my arms to rake back my hair. He looked down over my shoulder at my pussy in the mirror as he approached behind me. He cupped my tits and kneaded them, pinching my nipples between his thumbs and fingers and pulling on them.

“Yeah I want the guy to see your pussy baby. I want him to see what he’s missing out on now.”

I smiled.

“What about taking off your bra too, letting him nearly be able to see your tits?”

“Mmm really? I’d feel almost naked doing that Anthony.”

“Fuck yeah, you’d be almost naked baby. And all mine and not his anymore!”

“Ah huh. I’m definitely all yours but you’ll have to protect me from him if I do this.”

“To protect you from him?” my husband frowned, thinking the worst.

“No I don’t mean he’d force himself on me. I mean he won’t have to because I won’t be able to resist if he takes hold of me. You have to make sure he doesn’t get a chance!”

“Oh right. Fuck no he won’t get a chance. I’ll be right there in the car too and I reckon you should definitely sit in the back, well out of his reach. It’d be best if you sat behind me so he can look back and up your skirt all the while but that’s a big car he’s got and he won’t be able to reach further than your knees if he tried, I mean like if I dozed off or something and he went for it.”

I took off my top and tossed my bra in my bag, then put my crop top back on over my pointy nipples and pulled up my mini skirt, which was straight and covered nothing between my legs when I sat on a chair at the café across the street.

I was getting looks from men already but kept my legs angled away from the footpath so they couldn’t see too much.

There was one older man inside the café at a seat the other side of the window that noticed and was tilting his head for looks as we ate and chatted. He could see my slit quite clearly and that was making me blush and keep my eyes averted while letting him enjoy himself.

At least it was only him rather than all the men passing by along the footpath should I angle my legs that way instead.

Anthony could see the guy was checking me out and tilted for a view himself. “Oh yeah can see your pussy easily through those baby. This guy here’s getting an eyeful.”

“Yes I know. He looks nice though. He reminds me of our naughty voyeur neighbour Mr D.”

“Uh yeah true. He looks a bit like him. Maybe you should wear those hanging the washing next time and let old Bernard have a better look at what he wants too.”

“Oh what he wants, huh? Are you saying he wants to have sex with me or just look?”

“Yeah I don’t know if there’s any difference. Every guy would want to have sex with you baby.” Anthony thought about that and realised something. He shrugged. “I actually wouldn’t mind if Bernard got with you baby. As old as he is, he’s not really a threat. And I’ve seen his package getting bigger while perving on you so I’m pretty sure he’d be a goer given a chance.”

I blushed at my husband saying that. He kept thinking and confirmed it in his mind. It was a fact he’d actually be into an older guy like our neighbour having sex with me.

He’d been getting off watching Bernard perv on me and was just realising now that if he came home one day and found me freshly fucked by the older man, he’d want nothing other than to take me to bed and have sloppy seconds.

He didn’t say all of that but I could see his mind ticking over and it was exciting that he’d said it straight out that he wouldn’t mind Mr D getting with me.

“I’m not sure if I’d like that or not Anthony. Mr D’s as old as my dad and talk about looking like someone!”

“Haha true. This guy here looks like your dad too. All three of them could’ve been triplets,” my husband joked.

The weirdly familiar look of our older neighbour never stopped me from flashing him and excited me even more if anything. As it did with this man who was stealing glances between my legs.

I remained sitting with my legs angled towards him and relaxed them open slightly more. He was imagining having a fuck of me. He could see my vagina and was flexing in his pants at the thought of taking me back to his house nearby and taking me to his sweaty unmade bed.

I didn’t know any of that of course but I could see his mind ticking over with lude thoughts. I was having one too that involved him losing control right now and masturbating all over my pancake.

I’d seen a clip online where Japanese men masturbated on food and girls ate it. I wasn’t sure I’d really do it but the thought of trying a pancake covered in men’s cum was exciting.

In my fantasy there were half a dozen men doing the creaming. They were standing around in a semi-circle with their pants around their ankles and their lovely cocks all pointed my way.

Mmm, yummy…

The older man through the café window looked up from my panties and caught me staring at him. I blushed and held his gaze whilst Anthony kept rambling on about some camping trip the men he’d met last night invited him to go on.

The man looked down and up from my panties again. I swallowed and took a breath. He waggled his brows and grinned. He tilted his head to have another look at what I was showing him so I parted my knees a tiny bit further for him. He glanced up again and I held his eyes.

My embarrassment had faded and I felt excited for this. He looked up again and motioned to the rest rooms with a toss of his head. I blushed embarrassingly again and bit down on my lip, shaking my head a little.

He nodded and shrugged, smiling more openly now. I answered my husband’s question about whether or not I’d want to go camping with the boys. He was only teasing and suggesting I could be the entertainment. I played along as if I’d do that whilst keeping my knees apart for my voyeur.

The man eventually moved on and gave me a big smile and wink as he walked by.

Anthony and I had already packed and checked out of the hotel room. Theo had text me and we were waiting by the hotel entry when he arrived to pick us up at 1pm.

We only had overnight bags and the guys tossed them in the cargo area. I got in the back seat on Anthony’s side as planned so Theo would have a good view up my skirt.

His eyes were on my pussy immediately he got back into the driver’s seat.


I squeezed my knees together but he was already touching me

This was suddenly real and intense for Anthony. He had been thinking about it all morning and was now faced with my ex-boyfriend’s eyes narrowing and intensifying every time he glanced over his shoulder to change lanes or even to say something in conversation.

It was perfectly reasonable for Theo to want to turn his head and include me when he spoke but it was obvious the way his eyes lowered for another look at me.

I was sitting with my knees together with only a shadowed triangle of light grey mesh visible. Theo could see my bush through the mesh but not my pussy as long as I kept my knees pressed together the way I had them.

We were soon out of town and on the open highway.

“So, no kids yet?” Theo asked. “You haven’t um..?” he looked me up and down.

“No none yet,” Anthony answered. “We’re thinking about it though, right baby?”

“Yes we’re thinking soon. Maybe next year,” I agreed with a blush and took a big breath whilst raking back my hair.

Theo had another look at me, his gaze flashing to my panties then to my boobs almost poking out the bottom of my crop top.

I looked away blushing trying not to smile too obviously.

“Trying to afford to have kids is the problem these days though, isn’t it?” Theo asked.

“Yeah it’s tough with interest rates going up. If they come back down and relieve a bit of mortgage pressure we’ll be alright though,” Anthony explained.

“Right, so mortgaged pretty well then?” Theo questioned, glancing at Anthony that time.

“Yeah we’re not too bad, not as deep in it as some. We had a good deposit and got some inheritance last year when a long-lost uncle of Nina’s passed away.”

“Huh, lucky! I’m going to need a handout big time if I’m ever going to get out of renting,” Theo shared. “Probably have to leave the city too if I ever did buy.”

“Yes but you still have the loft, don’t you?” I asked with interest.

“Yeah still got it. It’s been sold twice in the past five years but only to another investor each time; just had rent hikes each time is all.”

“And how’s your painting going, are you still doing that?” I went on probing curiously.

“Yeah still at it. I’ve sold a few pieces. Enough to keep my head above and hope for a bigger break one day.”

Theo was a good painter. He did street life scenes and was fantastic at capturing the lives of people in their faces. I grilled him for more information and had him talking away for an hour telling me all about what he’d been working on and showing me pictures on his tablet.

I’d had his tablet in my lap for a while but turned it off and put it aside. He immediately glanced back and had another look at my panties. I pushed back my hair and thrust my boobs. He had another look at me, rather overtly this time.

I leant around and noticed my husband was sleeping. My knees inadvertently parted when I did that and my ex-boyfriend had another look between my thighs.

“Those are cute Neens. Nice view of your cunt.”

I blushed and rolled my eyes.

Theo grinned and glanced back again. “Just sayin’.”

“Yes just saying as crudely as usual when I thought you might have changed.”

“I’ve changed in regretting cheating on you back then. I’m remembering what I lost and am realising what I’m missing out on now,” the guy said evenly. “You look amazing Neens! Who knew you were going to get even hotter?”

“Yes crude as usual and still full of shit,” I challenged defiantly.

“Haha that’s true. But I’m being honest right now. You must’ve worn those panties for me though, yeah?”

“Hmm maybe to tease you!”

“Fuck yeah, well that’s working,” Theo said and tilted for another overt look.

I wasn’t pressing my knees together and he could see my slit. He reached back whilst watching the road and pulled against my knee. I grabbed his hand and glared but he tilted for another look with my legs open more.

“Don’t!” I scolded the guy but only under my breath so Anthony didn’t wake up.

My ex-boyfriend rubbed down to my ankle and squeezed affectionately. He had another look back between my legs and I raked at my hair again and played with it. My crop top was stretching right up and I was thrusting to show the bottom of my boobs.

My nipples were like bullets and almost poking out too.

“Little bit more!” Theo said glancing up from them.

I shook my head slowly, biting my smile.

He rubbed up to the inside of my knee again and I let him pull my leg aside this time. I was tingling wildly down there and he could see the thin mesh sticking to my pussy lips.

I clutched his hand on my knee but he took hold and tugged me forward and let go of my hand and grabbed the bottom of my crop top.

I pulled back but he kept hold and lifted it up over my tits whilst I grabbed it and tried to pull it down. He had slowed right down and was reaching back between the front seats. He let go of my top and felt between my legs instead.

I squeezed my knees together but he was already touching me. I gripped his wrist and bit down on a squeal. He was feeling into me and I squirmed and he got hold of the band of my panties and pulled them downward.

He had the band wound around his fingers and was stretching them down my thighs.

“Okay but just um..!” I breathed and lifted my butt a little. “Okay but you have to give them to me for when Anthony wakes up,” I whispered.

“Haha sure,” the guy agreed.

I let him pull my panties down over my knees and off my feet. I grabbed them immediately and he rubbed back up from my ankle and parted my knees again.

“Oh fuck yeah,” he groaned low and deep.

A surge of tingles flushed through me. “But this doesn’t mean anything can happen!”

“Ooh that’s nice though Neens, I remember it well.”

I rolled my eyes and looked away. He had my legs open wider now and was still driving slowly with his seatbelt undone.

He reached back and felt into me again. I gripped his wrist and held it. He had his arm twisted and his palm upward. I braced as he inserted his middle and ring fingers into me. I had obliged and slipped, or possibly wriggled, down on my seat and was sitting right on the edge of it, allowing him to reach me quite easily.

He kept fingering me as he drove. I held his wrist lightly and stroked his lower arm. His fingers were squelching in me and I was worried Anthony would hear that.

Theo was watching him and keeping one eye on the road. He was jiggling his arm and frigging me with his strong fingers. I had melted over them and couldn’t have closed my legs if I wanted to.

“Ah huh, huh,” I moaned and clenched around his fingers. My lower belly had tensed and convulsed.

“Oh yeah still so fucking tight,” my ex-boyfriend snarled back, looking at what he was doing.

I covered his hand with both of mine and squirmed my legs together. He was still moving his fingers in and out and I was completely slick and had wriggled down so far my butt was off the front of the seat.

I had my legs to one side now. Theo pulled his hand from between them and gripped my butt, squeezing and looking at me back there. I kept my legs bent up and swayed to the side, letting him look and imagine me from behind as well.

He rubbed through my slit and inserted his thumb. He swirled it around inside of my pussy and I  held his wrist again and let him.

We had taken the expressway exit and were coming into traffic. Theo had to sit around properly and drive.

“Was that what you wanted baby? Feel good, did it?”

“Mmm yes it did feel good but I think it might have been what you wanted.”

“Haha yeah for starters. I’m boned up here though. I’m gonna end up with blue balls.”

“Well that serves you right for groping. It was only supposed to be a harmless flash.”

He looked back at me again. “Nothing harmless about you Neens. You’re a fucking goddess now that you’re a woman. I’d defy any red-blooded man resisting a bit of a grope seeing you in those panties.”

I bit my smile. I was so thrilled to still be able to have this effect on the guy.

I put my panties back on and lifted my butt to pull them up. Theo had a grope under my crop top when I was doing that. We had stopped at traffic lights and he was reaching back, fully stretched between the seats.

I thrust my chest forward whilst raking and playing with my hair again. He felt from one tit to the other and pinched and pulled on my nipples.

The traffic moved off again and he had to drive. I remained sitting forward between the front seats and checked on my husband whilst my ex-boyfriend had another little feel of my tits.

“I shouldn’t be letting you do this,” I whispered but kept my chest thrust forward for more.

He remembered how I liked being felt up and was firm with my globes but gentle with my nipples. We stopped at lights again and he turned and lifted my top. He had a good long look at my bare tits then the traffic moved and he had to turn back around and drive again.

“Your husband’s sound asleep here baby. He doesn’t have to find out.”

I rolled my eyes, guilty and chastising myself more than my ex. He reached back for another grope of my boobs but I smacked his hand away. “I think that’s enough to pay for our ride. You can turn here and drop us home please?”

My ex-boyfriend chuckled and turned into our street. “So that was payment yeah? Cool. It was a bargain.”

“Hmm I would hope so! And you can just take Mr Johnson home and look after him yourself,” I challenged.

“Oh really? You don’t want to invite me in for a bit before your hubby wakes up? It’ll only take a couple of minutes in there,” the guy said, tilting for another look between my legs.

Another surge of tingles flushed through me. The idea of it only taking a few minutes was exciting. It meant he was probably worked up and hadn’t had a release lately.

We had stopped on the road out the front of my house. It was the middle of a Sunday afternoon and the neighbours were out doing lawns and talking over fences.

“No I’m not going to be inviting you in Theo, as much as I’d like to.” I took a breath and expelled. “Sorry for teasing you like that. It sounded like a good idea to get back at you a little but it backfired letting you touch me.”

“Oh no it worked as a tease baby. You definitely got back at me. Getting a peep and getting to touch you like that is gonna keep me awake at nights, I can tell you!”

“Good!”

“Although it’s a pity you’re not coming round. I would like to have shown you some of my recent work in person.”

“Oh!” I blushed. “I would like to have seen those you showed me in real life.”

Theo shrugged. “Would you be allowed to come around for a coffee sometime?”

“Um..!”

“No I mean seriously. Just as a friend and to have a look at my work?”

“Oh as a friend huh? And would I be able to trust you?”

“Easy, just wear jeans or something and a bra under your top. I’ll get that message too, same as I got this one today,” my ex-boyfriend grinned and gave my knee another squeeze.

I clutched his wrist to be safe and glared at him. He rubbed up my inner thigh and I squeezed my knees together but he felt all the way up and touched me through my panties again.

“You can’t expect a man to resist an invitation like this but if you cover up I’ll take the hint,” he went on and felt into me with his fingers.

He was watching Anthony’s face again. My husband was always like this. You couldn’t wake him if you tried once he was out to it.

Theo crawled through the seats and moved over me. He still had his hand between my legs and I kept hold of it whilst he took me in a kiss.

“Mmm hmm,” I moaned into his mouth but caught a breath and held it as his fingers entered me again.

“I promise to behave myself if you cover up. Come tomorrow yeah?”

I turned my head away and refused to let my ex kiss me any deeper. He was still fingering me and I couldn’t find the will to stop him. But my husband stirred and I pushed the guy off me and patted my hair down.

“Oh hey man, we’re here but we didn’t want to disturb your sleep,” Theo grinned. He had always been quick to come up with something if he needed to bullshit his way out of a situation. That obviously hadn’t changed.

My skirt was tight across my upper thighs and my panties were showing. They were wet and stuck to me and my husband could see my pussy through them clearly. He could also see that my ex-boyfriend had a good view of them too.

My crop top was bunched up unevenly and the bottom of one boob was exposed. I tugged the hem down once I had my hair patted down straight.

“Yeah I was out to it,” Anthony said and swallowed. “Have we been back long?”

“No just pulled up,” Theo said. “I was just asking Neens if she wanted to come have a look at my latest artwork tomorrow. Are you free or are you working?”

“Yeah na, I’m working. We’re not watching the game tonight?”

“No I don’t want to. You guys can if you like,” I said and got out of the car.

I went around and opened the back door. The other two doors shut and as I reached in for my vanity case Anthony took our two bags and turned away.

Theo took the opportunity to pat my butt and give it a pinch. I gripped his wrist and glared at him. He was smiling and took hold around my waist as my husband walked away towards the house with both of our bags.

Theo kept hold around my waist with his hand on my side then snaking around my front as he pulled me back against him.

He had a quick squeeze of my bare tit up my crop top before I managed to squirm away from him. “Theo!”

“Haha sorry. Think about tomorrow though, yeah? It was really great to see you again Neens.”

“Yes it was nice to see you too, and thank you for the lift home,” I offered.

We were still behind the car and out of sight of Anthony entering the house now. He looked back and craned his neck to see. I met his look guiltily but waited whilst Theo got back into the car.

He had hold of me by the hem of my skirt and tugged me to his open door. He lifted my skirt for another look at me but I pushed it down around his hand and stopped him. Whilst I was fighting against him he tilted his head under my crop top and latched onto a nipple.

“Ah huh, huh,” I moaned and grabbed the roof of the car for support. I was bent forward in the open doorway and the guy was holding me by the front of the skirt and suckling me.

I held his head and watched over the roof of the car seeing my husband watching from our loungeroom window. He couldn’t see anything through the heavily tinted windows of the car though.

“Aw fuck yeah,” my ex groaned and massaged my other tit whilst continuing to suck that one nipple.

I stroked his hair and held him to me. This was something else he used to do to me and no other man ever had. Not soft and baby calf like, the way Theo did.

“Oh god this is crazy. I really shouldn’t be letting you do this Theo, right on the street.”

“It’s alright, no one can see. Just keep the door closed against you like that. Pretend we’re talking so your hubby doesn’t suspect.”

“Mmm that’s so nice. I love that,” I uttered. “I really shouldn’t let you but, uh huh, huh, the other one too please, just a little bit?”

“Haha sure baby.” Theo moved to the other nipple and soothed the ache that had developed through want and neglect.

I turned my body and fed him that tit. He squeezed and kneaded the other one, thumbing over the wet and sensitive nipple.

We lived in a quiet cul-de-sac. There were neighbours around but no cars had passed. I was well hidden in the open door of Theo’s Rover and he was tilted with his head on its side to suckle under my top.

I kept nurturing his head and held the roof of the car for support since my legs were gone. Theo felt between my legs again. He found the edge of my panties and inserted two fingers through it and up inside of me.

Ohmygod, I breathed inwardly.

He fingered me slowly and sensually, rubbing my clit with the base and massaging back against my G-spot with his fingertips. I kept watch around but was perfectly safe from being seen.

I smiled over at my husband watching from the window with the curtain pulled back. He gave a little wave and I just about orgasmed right then.

“Mmm this is nice but it’s not fair to you Theo.”

“Yeah it’s fair, don’t worry. I’ll jack off when I get home. It’s amazing feeling you like this again Neens. I always loved your tits and I fucking love how wet you are right now.”

“Uh huh, how could I not be with you doing that? God my husband’s watching and thinks we’re talking.”

“Haha we are talking,” Theo smiled up from my wet and aroused nipple. He had my top lifted up over my tits now. His fingers inside me were holding me up. My legs were like jelly otherwise.

“Uh huh, huh,” I panted and my tit shuddered against his face as my orgasm spiked again. Oh this really wasn’t fair that he was giving me climaxes like this and I couldn’t do anything for him. I would love to have straddled him in his car right then or swapped places and sucked him off.

“I’ll try to come tomorrow okay, but I’ll have to tell my husband about this. I’m not going to cheat on him.”

“Oh right. That’ll be interesting.”

I drew a big breath and expelled. I was being rubbed closed now. My tits were still out but Theo had stopped suckling my second nipple. He replaced the soft fabric of my panty crotch and smoothed it over and through my tingling slit.

“I don’t know what he’ll say but he likes other men looking at me and I think he wants to try letting someone else have sex with me. If you want me to I’ll ask him if you can?”

“Fuck yeah ask him,” Theo groaned and tugged my top down to cover my nipples, stretching the fabric and rubbing back and forth across them. “I wonder if he really was asleep that whole time, or maybe he was into me playing with you?”

“Uh huh,” I breathed. “I wonder too. He seemed to wake up too easily and he went right inside and left me with you. He’s still watching and hasn’t come out to drag me away yet.”

“Alright so he might be a natural cuckold, baby. Talk to him about it and see if he’ll agree to you being played with some more, yeah? I can remember a few other things you used to like.”

I smiled and had a thought. I grimaced guiltily.”

“What?” my ex-boyfriend grinned. “What is it Neens?”

“Um would you do me a favour if I’m going to talk to my husband about this?”

“Sure! Name it!”

I took a breath and expelled. “Um would you um…” I was blushing embarrassingly again now.

“Come on just ask,” Theo encouraged and tugged me toward him by the hem of my skirt. He kissed my bare belly and peered up. “What is it baby, anything?”

“Hmm okay, well would you mind not doing anything for yourself tonight and saving it for me? I’d really like it if you were banked up and needed to cum really hard the first time, please?”

** End of Book 2 **
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