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Part 1: I Love my Husband

Chapter 1

I have two children now. My first is a girl I had when I’d just turned 24. She’s my husband’s daughter too of course but not biologically. Rodney and I had been married a year when I conceived to another man. It happened one time we were on vacation at Rodney’s uncle’s lake house with his male cousin staying in the pool bungalow and an older local man befriending us.

Well befriending me more so than my husband as it turned out but Rodney had no complaints. He was every bit as guilty as I was for allowing other men to get with me. He’d started us on that path with fantasy stories and when his cousin did something worthy of a huge favour in return, I’m sure it was Rodney’s idea that I should go and knock on the guy’s door.

All of that happened later though. Our crazy extramarital adventure started when Rodney woke alone in bed to the sound of dance music coming from the spare room accompanied by the sound of me pounding my treadmill. He pulled his pillow around his ears and shut his eyes tight. He squinted one open again and checked that it was only 7.48am. The plan for the day was to set off on our three-week lakeside vacation but the first leg of the drive was only two hours to my parents’ place, where we needed to be in time for lunch.

“Come on, you!” I called gaily from the bedroom doorway.

Rodney checked the time again after a little while dozing. It was almost 8.30. He flung the bed doona back and lay for another few minutes smiling to himself and reliving the way I had attacked him last night. After sucking him hard, something I rarely did, I had straddled him against the bedhead and used his dick to get myself off, squishing and grinding on it while he ejaculated in me twice. I often took control but had never been quite that way in the past, never so wild and demanding.

“Come on!” I scolded, striding into the room rubbing my hair dry with a towel.

“All right, I’m coming!” Rodney tossed back and smacked my bottom on the way past, making me glare and squeal playfully. “Ten minutes, okay?”

He had a quick bowl of cereal and pulling on jeans and a t-shirt was all that was required. He did that and tossed the two suitcases in the back of our sports convertible. Then it was a 20-minute battle to get through Saturday city morning traffic to the highway headed west over the mountains, then north beyond that.

I spent the first hour chatting with four different girlfriends from school, organizing our party night reunion. The stopover to visit my parents was my old hometown where I still knew everyone. Rodney wasn’t involved in my girl-group plans and wouldn’t want to be. He usually played chess with my father when we stayed over.

“Are you okay, Rodney?” I asked with a yawn. I’d finished making my calls. We were an hour and a half in and heading north. Rodney nodded and smiled, patting and squeezing my knee. I reclined my seat and closed my eyes. Rodney drove on, watching my face as I slept. Thinking about the thing that had gotten me so hot last night, which was an erotic story he had written for me.

Actually he’d adapted it from one he’d read online. He often did that; came across a story he thought I would enjoy playing a role in and search and replace the leading lady’s name with ‘Julia’.

He’d gotten a bit more daring than usual last night. Pushed the boundary along a bit and had me flashing braless down my top as I shared a back-seat cab ride home from a club with some random stranger. The guy hitting on me getting his hand up my skirt before my destination was reached and I had scrambled from the cab to run inside to the safety of my waiting husband.

Rodney wasn’t sure where he was up to with these fantasies himself. The line between that and really wanting something to happen was getting blurry.

He mulled that over while I slept through the rest of our drive dreaming about a stranger getting his hand up my skirt haha. I loved the fantasy and imagined the guy getting his fingers into me, which was a step further than the story went.

Rodney had a few other stories saved and a couple he’d tried writing himself but hadn’t been game to finish yet. He was planning to push the boundary further next time.

*

“Rodney! Hello there son, how have you been?” My father is a huge man, his voice boomed.

Rodney shook his hand, getting his own crushed. “Fine thank you, sir. It’s great to see you, James.” He got a hug from my mother. “Hi, Loretta. You’re blond!”

Mum fluffed her new hairdo, showing it off. “What do you think, takes 10 years off, right?”

“At least 10,” Rodney agreed.

I rolled my eyes. “Looks great, Mum.” I pushed my husband’s shoulder, giggling. “Suck!”

Lunch was a huge spread out on a deck overlooking the forest. Two beers had Rodney’s head light and his concentration floating around. He took the third one Dad had placed in front of him and followed Mum into the living room where there was a massive, brand-new TV ready for him to hook up for them. It had been delivered that morning, timed for our visit.

I walked through the room grinning at my helpful hubby. “What a suck!” I teased.

He tossed a ball of plastic packaging at me. I batted it away and glared mock indignation. My little brother Will came from the kitchen and I grabbed and cuddled him, mussing his thick mop of hair and kissing his face as he tried to squirm away from me.

“Yuck!” he cried and had to lunge to get clear before I grabbed him again.

Will is 17 and all skin and bones. He made Rodney feel half normal stripped down, having a dip together in the pool after setting up the TV. Will is even thinner than Rodney.

They had their usual diving and bombing contest from the springboard. I came out to sunbathe. Rodney ended up sleeping on the lounger beside me for an hour before I left to get done up for my dinner and drinks night with my girlfriends.

Rodney watched me doing my makeup in our bedroom. He couldn’t help the pang of uncertainty and jealous worry at how good he thought I looked in my little black party dress and stockings. He picked up from listening in earlier that we would be going out dancing after dinner, which meant a nightclub and other men trying to pick us up. A couple of my girlfriends were single, and we’re all good looking, while I was hotter than any of them, or so Rodney believed and he was feeling in the tightness of his chest as a car horn beeped from out the front.

“Hehe, don’t wait up!” I sang gaily and pressed my cheek to his, not offering my glossy red lips.

He watched from the window as I jumped in a car and was greeted excitedly by two of the girls. The car zoomed off and Rodney flopped back on the bed, huffing and already churning through pictures in mind of fit, built, muscular men smiling at me, undressing me with their eyes. He gulped and shook his head, clutching and squeezing against the flex of his cock.

My husband was right to worry. I was dressed for it on purpose and was about to be hit on by one other man in particular. Rodney’s story about me being seated next to a stranger and being pawed and felt up was about to come true!

*

“Check!” my dad said, raising his eyes from beneath bushy, furrowed brows. He had taken a long while to make the move.

Rodney rubbed his jaw, pretending to be at a loss. He could see his own way to checkmate in four moves but shifted his rook into the path to his king and sacrificed his queen in doing so.

My dad chuckled triumphantly and took the queen. “And that would be check again, son.”

Rodney lurched back and thrust his hands to his head. “And mate next move!” he conceded. “Shit.”

My dad boomed another chuckle and started re-setting his pieces. “That’s one a piece. Best of five, hey?”

“Yeah, best of five,” Rodney agreed and joined in re-setting the game. He needed to creatively throw every second match to satisfy my father’s love of chess and thrill of competition. To play to his true ability, Rodney would have the five games complete in no time at all.

As it was, he was watching the clock approach midnight and still churning over the mental pictures of me being danced with and passed around by the nightclub guys. Which was true, I was being danced with, but not so much passed around. By midnight that night I’d been paired up with the one fit, muscular guy crowding awfully close as we sat together.

While my husband was at home worrying about me being hit on, I was sitting next to this guy with my pussy completely slick and ready for him to penetrate with the big cock I could see filling his package. I was being tempted in the worst possible way to break my marriage vows that night.

After the chess games with my dad, Rodney ended up lying in bed watching for the flash of car lights. The sound of a vehicle coming up the street every now and then got his heart thumping. It was quiet this late at night so there weren’t many. After five false alarms, headlights flashed into the driveway and he sprung to the window.

I stumbled from the back seat of the car giggling and holding my shoes. I righted myself and backed toward the house waving my friends off. They were calling out their goodbyes. Rodney got back into bed and played it cool when I tiptoed into the room and undressed. I slipped into bed.

“Hey Jules, how was your night?”

“Hmm, amazing. Except I think I should have stopped drinking. My head’s all woozy and I don’t feel very well.”

“You okay? Do you need anything?” Rodney asked.

“No, I just need to go to sleep.”

I cuddled up with the bedsheet scrunched beneath my chin. Rodney drew a big breath and sighed his relief that his wife was back home to him. He kissed my head and went to sleep. I was already asleep, completely exhausted from the excitement of my girls’ night out and with my panties crusty from being soaked all night.


Chapter 2

“Oww my head hurts.” I searched in my handbag and pulled out Paracetamol tablets. I downed a few with a big drink from my water bottle. Rodney was watching while driving. I rolled eyes at him. “I know. Self-inflicted, right?”

“I didn’t say anything.” He had been watching me sleep with my face pressed against the seat and my mouth open for the past hour. We had gotten an early start for the all-day drive to Lake Carpelligo.

I guzzled the rest of my water. “I was fine until these guys started buying us drinks. They were these sweet cocktail things that tasted yummy. I don’t even know what they were.”

Rodney’s heart thumped. He manufactured a smile. “A bit too easy to drink, were they?”

“Oh yeah! Elly and Bree kept encouraging the guys to send more too. Then we went and sat with them and every time I looked, I seemed to have a full glass.”

“Oh yeah?” Rodney swallowed hard.

“I know, a bit obvious, right?” I said with another eye roll. “I didn’t even dance with any of them much though. And it was just this one guy who was kind of crowding me, sitting too close, just with the way Elly and Bree paired off with two of them and Sharon and Adriana disappeared together for a while, which left that one guy trying to get with me I suppose.”

“Aw shit Jules, really?”

“No,” I giggled. “It wasn’t that full-on. You could just tell by the look on his face he thought it would happen, if he got me drunk enough that is. As if!”

Rodney shook his head. “But that’s exactly what gets to me when you go out like that, Jules. That’s exactly what I imagine might be happening and it’s so hard to be at home waiting.”

“Oh Rodney, no. You know you can trust me, don’t you?”

“It’s not about not trusting you. It’s about not trusting them! The guys!”

I took my husband’s free hand and pulled it into my lap. I was pouting.

“No, I’m not saying you shouldn’t go out with your girlfriends like that, just that it’s hard for me a little bit.”

I added sad eyes to my pout but suddenly flashed excitement. “Ooh ooh coffee!” I pointed to a takeaway coffee sign at a service centre up ahead.

Rodney took the exit and pulled into the drive thru. He grabbed us some sausage and egg muffins as well and got back on the road.

I swallowed a mouthful of my breakfast and did a kind of shrug and nod. “The guy was actually pretty hot, come to think of it.”

Rodney looked at me. I smiled.

“Yeah, see what I mean,” he accused.

I giggled into my next bite, waving a finger until I chewed and swallowed. “Kind of reminds me of a story I was reading the other night though, huh?”

“No it doesn’t.” Rodney’s face had flushed red.

“Oooh, yes it does,” I sang gaily. “Except we both know what would have happened in a story.”

“But that’s just fantasy. That’s totally different.”

I raised my brows. My husband’s heart rate spiked. I tilted to look then reached across and squeezed him through his jeans. “And what’s this all about then?” I was biting a grin. “Will you write me a story about dance club hunks getting with me, Rodney? One just like that carnival story a couple of weeks ago?”

Rodney drew a breath, frowning down at where he was now fully erect in my grip. He gulped and glanced at me. I was smiling again, my eyes wide and filled with mirth. Rodney was confused. He frowned. “Would you really want me to?” The carnival story had a guy jacking off when you flashed him.

My face dropped then I lowered my chin to look over my sunglasses. “Okay.”

Rodney gulped again. “Really? You’d like that?”

I nodded. “Hell yes!”

“And like, with what happened in the carnival one, in the car at the end?” Rodney recalled a recent nightclub story he could adapt easily enough. “But in the men’s toilets or something instead?”

My mouth hung open, my eyes wide with interest. I nodded a little and squeezed my husband’s cock again.

His neck and face flushed red. “Would you want anything else to happen, Jules?”

“I don’t know. Maybe.” I shrugged. “Would you want anything else to happen?” I did another squeeze and smiled teasingly. “In the story, that is,” I added. Oh how I would like it to happen in real life I imagined right then.

Relief flooded through Rodney. He chuckled.

“You’re so bad!” I scolded. “Jeez Rodney!”

“Yeah well at least mine’s only fantasy. I can’t believe some guy was actually trying to get you drunk last night. Shit Jules, that’s for real.”

I sat up in my seat. “And that isn’t real?” I tossed back, eyeing the still-obvious bulge in my husband’s jeans while taking a sip of my coffee. “Feels awful real,” I concluded.

Rodney let the topic of conversation subside, along with his erection. After a little while, I looked over again.

“I really like your stories, Rodney, the ones you pick out for me.”

He smiled. “I’m glad. It’s exciting to imagine that kind of stuff.”

I nodded and looked forward. I turned to my husband again after a minute. “Do you want me to flash someone for real?”

“What?” he gulped and looked at my straight face.

“I’ll do it if you like. Next car with a man driving, you could let him keep alongside and I’ll lift up my top.”

Rodney did a double take, looking at my chest. I had on a pale blue tank top that showed the lacy trim of my bra. My breasts were a youthfully firm C-cup, lots of bounce and sway.

“I’ve done it before, back in high school,” I said.

Rodney could see the car tailgating us had two men in the front seat. He looked from the rear-view mirror to me. I turned and checked. He swallowed hard. “Would you really want to?”

I checked back again. “I liked the way your last story had the stranger looking down my top. The way it was gaping and he could see my boobs. It was really exciting to imagine, don’t you think?”

Rodney gulped, blushing confusedly. Guiltily.

I blushed too. “You do find it exciting too, don’t you Rodney?”

He nodded a bit, shrugged a little.

“It’s okay, you can admit it if you do. I’m definitely not offended or anything. I really like the idea of you wanting me to do it.”

“Yeah but why would I want that? I don’t get why I would find it exciting when you’re supposed to be my wife and I’m supposed to be protecting you.”

“Protecting me! What’s that got to do with anything.” I giggled.

“I mean, like if it got out of control or something. Like if the guy tried to do something.”

“Oh. I see. Well there is that, I suppose. But if it’s a nice enough guy, or in a passing car!” I challenged, glaring and motioning back to the one still right behind us.

Rodney checked on the car again. “Okay, so just to flash them then? Just to lift up your top and let them overtake and have a look at your tits?”

I smiled through another blush. “Yes, to show them my um… tits!” I agreed, glaring defiantly.

“Well that’s what they’re called. By guys!”

“Hmm, I’m sure. And do you want me to flash them or not?”

Rodney gulped. Nodded a little. “Okay.”

I checked back again. “Just pull out into the other lane and slow down a bit.”

Oh my god, was I really going to do this? I was a schoolgirl last time I lifted my top and flashed my boobs. Do wives even do this?

Rodney pulled into the other lane. The big 4WD gradually gained on us. Rodney accelerated a little when they were directly alongside. The road was straight. Both men were looking. I took a big breath and lifted my clothing up to my neck, turning to face the men with my tits jiggling free and fully exposed.

My husband’s cock was stiff in his jeans again. Time had slowed and he kept pace with the other car. The men were cheering and the driver was blasting his horn. I pulled down my top and covered my front with my folded arms. I was beaming a smile. It had only been a few seconds.

Rodney slowed and pulled in behind the 4WD then immediately took an exit that left them motoring off into the distance. He pulled over and huffed a huge breath.

“Oh my god!” I cried excitedly, gripping my husband’s arm and shaking him.

“Shit, that was crazy!” Rodney gushed back at me.

I plucked at my bra beneath my top, straightening it into place properly. I checked around and looked to Rodney. “I might just take my bra off. Are we going to do that again?”

“Okay. Right here?” Rodney asked and had a look around too. A car zoomed past but there were none behind it. The exit from the expressway was one way and crossed a road up ahead where the on-ramp began.

I removed my bra from under my tank top. Rodney was absently feeling his cock. I glanced up from where he was doing that. I grinned. “Show me to another man?”

Rodney swallowed hard and nodded. He drove off and crossed the intersection. He glanced and met my eyes, holding them for a few seconds then looking down at my nipples, firm beneath the thin yellow fabric of my top. “Let them have a really good look, okay?”

“I know. Find someone our age this time. Those men were too old.”

Rodney nodded. “College guys would be good for this.”

“Mmm, football players please?” I teased then challenged a little. “The guy at the nightclub last night had huge muscles, his arms and chest. He made me feel so tiny making me lean against him sometimes. Like just the way he was resting his arm across the back of the seat and I’d touch his chest with my shoulder because we were all squished in a booth. But there was nowhere else he could put his arm, it was so big. And they kept pushing me against him, both Elly and Bree were playing around like that.”

“So you were sitting that close to the guy?” Rodney was feeling no pain now, just an incredible thrill. “And he would have been looking down your dress all night?”

“Uh huh, but I was wearing my black bra. He couldn’t see much.” I had Rodney’s hand in my lap again, squeezing with both of mine. “Then when I was a bit drunk I stopped thinking so much and he was stroking my arm and keeping me really close, and I think I let him cuddle me a little bit just before we left.” I lifted Rodney’s hand and held it against myself. “Just with his huge hand all the way around and on my belly like this, just sort of stroking with his little finger, but he didn’t touch me down there at all.”

“And he was a big guy, huh?” Rodney asked calmly, rhetorically. He was strangely relaxed, though his penis was still stiff.

I took a big ragged breath and expelled. “Can you make the guy in the next story big and strong like that? With big muscly arms!”

“Yeah,” Rodney answered, distracted by a car coming up behind. He’d been driving slowly and several had passed since we returned to the expressway. This one was an open-top Jeep with what appeared to be a couple of young guys in the front and one in back. There were surfboards strapped in the spare back seat.

“Um, should I?” I checked excitedly.

Rodney pulled out into the overtaking lane and the Jeep cruised up on the passenger side. We saw they were barely college age, maybe even high school. I checked with my husband and he nodded and accelerated to move alongside again.

Rodney didn’t know why he wanted this. It was even better with these younger guys though. They posed no threat at all and he wanted them to get a really good look at my tits.

I lifted my top up to my neck and turned my upper body to face them. Their eyes popped open, all three sets. They whooped and cheered, the driver gripping the wheel to keep the vehicle in its lane. I was squealing back to them. Rodney slowed but the Jeep slowed too. I had left my top bunched above my tits and was raking my hair in the wind from the open window, thrusting for the guys. They were still looking at me as I brushed at my milky white skin, my nipples upright and firm. They are quite long and show easily through my tops, but the natural sway of my breasts calls for a bra at all times, in public anyway.

Rodney accelerated suddenly and pulled in front of the Jeep. I craned back over my shoulder watching then looked to Rodney with a smile. He looked at my still bare tits. The Jeep ranged up alongside his window, which was still up. The two passengers were gawking at my tits again while the guy driving the Jeep was trying to crane his neck for looks too.

“Should I cover up now, Rodney?”

Rodney looked at my tits himself then met my eyes for a second. He glanced again and checked the rear view to see a semi-trailer gaining quickly. “We’d better not cause an accident, Jules.” He looked from the boys still ogling as best they could to my breasts once more. “I think that’s enough now, okay?”

I pulled down my top. Rodney thumbed behind, getting the boy in the passenger seat of the Jeep to look back at the truck approaching fast. The Jeep sped up and pulled in front and Rodney resumed normal speed, allowing it to gradually pull away, and when the semi passed we lost sight of the Jeep completely.

My husband covered my hand and held it as he drove. I was quiet but still smiley, more so reticent than teasing. “That was different to high school,” I said.

“I think they might have been high school.”

“Maybe, but we’re not. It was exciting doing that in front of you, Rodney.”

Rodney glanced from the road and looked up and down from my breasts. “I kept thinking just then how I liked the way your wedding dress almost showed them.” He glanced again. “But they were all mine from that day on.”

I blushed back at my husband. Every guy at our wedding got a look at my tits.

Rodney swallowed hard, nodding a little. “But I’m okay with this.” He drew a breath. “With them looking at you like that.” He met my eyes. “Looking at my wife like that.”

“And not just in your stories?” I challenged.

“Not just in the stories.” Rodney said and looked across again. “So what happened in high school? Who did you flash?”

“Oh that. Hmm that was just with the stupid guys we used to hang around with. They were all football players, and my girlfriends and I used to do whatever they said at parties and that. They used to get us to do wet t-shirt or full-on flashing.”

“Oh right, so you used to actually get with football players?”

“Hmm yes, guilty of that, I’m afraid. It was all about muscles back then.”

Rodney nodded, accepting that. “Yeah, just natural physical attraction, right?”

“Um yes. Although they were only boys. Big strong men are on a whole other level when it comes to physical attraction. Now that we’re adults ourselves, I seem to be affected by even older men. I can’t really help that though.”

“Yeah, I get that baby. And that’s fine. I understand it’s something girls can’t help. I’m okay with it, knowing that you get excited by muscle men. It’s why I want to find more stories with them in them for you. So you can imagine and enjoy the fantasy at least.”

Rodney had said that but was distracted by what looked like the Jeep and three guys parked on an overhead bridge ahead. “Is that them?”

“Yes, I think so,” I agreed. “Oh my god they want me to do it again!”

“Yeah.” Rodney gulped, his face and neck flushing as he instinctively started slowing down.

“Rodney!”

“No it’s okay. They can’t do anything. The last exit is way back and it looks like that’s some local road to the beach where they’re probably going.”

“But Rodney! What are you doing?”

He slowed and stopped on the side of the road. “I don’t know. Just um…”

“Hey, what’s your name?” One of the boys called out.

“What’s yours?” my crazy husband called back. “I’m Rodney and this is my wife.”

There were two redheads that had to be brothers, the other bleached blond. “I’m Dan, this is Albo and Mozza,” one of the redheads called down. “Are yous going to the beach?”

“No we’re just passing,” Rodney called back.

“I’m Julia!” I called up to the guys. I was smiling now but still glared incredulously at my husband.

“You’re hot Julia!” the blond guy called down, his mates cheering on that comment.

“Thanks!” I called back up to them.

A couple of cars then a truck sped by. The road was pretty quiet though.

Rodney grimaced at me. “Do you want to again?” He glanced at my chest, my nipples tight beneath my shirt.

I rolled my eyes but kept smiling. I gathered the bottom of my shirt and the boys cheered and called out for me to flash. “I can’t believe I’m doing this again,” I said and lifted my top up to my neck, arching my chest and showing my tits like a total hussy now.

The three young guys had whooped but shut up fast and just hung over the bridge rail staring. Another car passed but Rodney leant across and shielded me from their view while I covered my tits with an arm.

“Do you want to lie the seat back?” Rodney asked. “There’s no way down or anything.”

“I know. It’s actually a good way to do this, Rodney.” Oh I wanted to do this alright.

“There’s no one coming for ages!” One of the guys called down.

Rodney looked up at them, nodded and held up a hand to wait.

I wound my seat all the way back until it was virtually lying. I was still sitting upright though. “Do you want me to do the bottom as well?” I asked my husband. I wanted to show my pussy too.

Rodney gulped. “I don’t know, do you want to?” He looked at my skirt then back up. A truck passed from the opposite direction and blasted its horn. The guys up on the bridge cheered again. I lay back and pushed down my skirt and panties. I pushed them down over my knees and left them around my ankles as I lay back again and pulled my top up under my chin, draping my free arm over the back of my seat.

The guys on the bridge were quiet again. Rodney looked from them staring down at me and met my glazed eyes. He checked over his shoulder at another truck approaching and he hit the switch on the car roof, lifting it from being completely open to cover the back a little and offer some cover for me. He left it so the boys above could still see me completely though.

In a few of the stories he’d picked out, my character had gone topless at a beach, and fully nude in one of them. We were obviously playing out the fantasy here, and as we looked into each other’s eyes we communicated that.

It was a good long ten minutes before Rodney drew a big breath and expelled. “I think that’s enough now, yeah?”

I bit my lip, nodded a little. “If you say so.”

Rodney wound the roof up the rest of the way and drove while I fixed my clothing.


Chapter 3

Lake Carpelligo mid-summer is a popular weekend getaway and vacation destination for families and the young party crowd. There are several lifestyle resorts away from the main township that cater to retirees and nature-lovers, one of the secluded coves even going as far as full nudity and an island off the nudists’ shoreline is popular for topless sunbathing. These areas have been sanctioned by the local council to keep the main resort area around the township family-friendly.

“Wow, this is always so beautiful,” I gushed, hanging out my window as we drove along the esplanade with an alfresco restaurant precinct to our left and a wharf and marina of sports and leisure craft to our right.

Rodney pulled into a parking spot facing the lake. We had traversed town and entered parkland bordering a sandy beach packed with people. We got out of the car to stretch.

“That’s the front of Uncle Walt’s lake house amongst those trees there, I think.” Rodney was pointing to a cluster of buildings about a mile away across the lake. We had been for weekends before but Walter had recently sold the house where we stayed and bought one closer to town. We had only seen photos and had the address in Rodney’s phone for navigation to find the place.

I stretched and smoothed back my long hair in a gentle breeze. I was aware of still being braless. It was very different, being under-dressed outside in public. My top was only light and I could see my nipples through it, as could a couple of guys walking by and glancing up from them right then. I averted my gaze, my face heating. They both walked on with heads turned back over their shoulders, and I met their eyes again and smiled.

Rodney was facing away and gazing out across the lake, seemingly watching some parasailers. I strolled to an amenities building with my unfettered breasts swaying as I walked. Another reason I always wear a bra is to stop excessive jiggling caused by my natural stride, which is heavy-heeled and causes my body to jolt with each step, something I was consciously adjusting right then. My bikinis are all of the bulky strap-down-tight variety.

I was getting checked out again as I walked back to the car, but it was by my husband this time and I let my boobs jiggle all they wanted to. I threw my arms around his neck and met his kiss. Rodney’s thin but quite strong and cuddles me tight, knowing that I like the feel of being held firmly.

“Okay, my turn while you watch the car then let’s go find this place, huh?”

Rodney strolled over to the amenities building. I was about to get in the car when I saw one of the guys from a few minutes ago returning along the footpath. He was maybe mid-20’s and nicely built. His biceps were stretching the sleeves of his t-shirt. His hair was sun-bleached. Either that or he had blond highlights. His teeth were brilliant and flashed with his smile as he approached.

“Hey,” he offered with a dip of his head.

“Hi,” I returned.

“Fantastic day, isn’t it?”

“I know, it’s so beautiful here.”

He motioned to the bags packed in the back of our car. “Arriving or leaving?” His smile flashed again.

“Arriving.” My face was hot. I had my arms straight down in front, wringing my hands. “We just got here.”

“Sweet. I’m Alex. We’re at the campgrounds.” He thumbed back over his shoulder.

“Oh, nice, I love camping.” I accepted a handshake. “I’m Julia,” I offered with a big smile.

“Pretty name.” The guy looked at my tits. “Are you coming to the thing at the Tavern tonight? There’s supposed to be a good band.”

“Oh really? Um, I’m not sure. But thanks.”

The guy backed away, still smiling. “Think about it, hey? I’ll buy you a drink.” He lowered his gaze for another blatant ogle of my breasts.

“What time do they start?” I asked, glancing beyond the guy to where Rodney had stopped beside a tree, watching.

Alex approached again. “About eight, I think. So, you’ll come?”

“Hmm, maybe.” I kept my arms behind my back and my breasts forward as the guy leant close, resting against our car door. “Is it just you or will there be a group with other girls?”

“Oh yeah, there’s a whole bunch of us.”

“Oh right.” I took a big breath. “And is it an outdoor thing with like swimwear or do you have to dress up?”

“We usually hang out on the deck where it’s totally casual.” The guy tilted to look at my tits again. “Come as you are,” he said without lifting his eyes to meet mine.

“Hmm.” I glanced at Rodney again. He was glaring at me, hands on his head.

“Or dress up if you want to try one of the dance clubs later as well.”

“Okay, but I’ll need to ask my husband,” I said, gaining composure and grinning up at the guy.

His smile ended. “Huh?”

I bit down on my grin and held up my left hand. “I’m married, here with my husband.”

“Oh fuck, sorry!” Alex backed away a few steps again, holding his hands up.

“No, it’s okay. I’m allowed to go out sometimes.”

“Yeah sweet, might see you round then,” the guy said and kept moving. He walked right past Rodney and on towards the main wharf area without looking back.

Rodney approached, got in the car and revved the engine. I was already buckled up. I was trying not to laugh.

“Shit!” Rodney gasped, pulling out onto the road. “What the hell, Jules?”

“I was just saying hello to the guy. He seemed really nice.” I couldn’t contain a laugh. “And he thought my boobs were!”

“What, nice?” Rodney muttered, shaking his head. “That was frigging torture, Jules. Holy shit!”

“Well, I can’t help it. I need to put my bra back on. You can practically see through this.”

“I know. There were lots of guys checking you out back there. Especially when you went to the ladies.”

“Exactly. I was trying not to let them bounce too much.” I squeezed my husband’s hand in my lap. “Except I liked that guy looking. He was pretty cute.”

Rodney glanced from the road. “Was he?”

“Sure. To look at, at least, which is only physical.”

“Oh yeah? Only physical, huh?”

“Uh huh. I do know how insecure my husband is in that way, you know.” I lifted his hand and kissed his fingers. “But you’re the one I want to be married to, Rodney. Don’t even think about that.”

Rodney glanced again. “It’s hard not to think about it a little bit.” He looked down at himself and shrugged.

“Yes, but you’re okay with this, aren’t you? I mean you’re still okay with it?”

“Yeah, I’m still okay with it. I understand physical attraction, and that guys are always going to notice you.” He gave me a long glance while stopping at an intersection. “And that it’s only natural you notice well-built guys in the same way, that you’re attracted to them.”

My face heated. “But only in a superficial way, Rodney. Don’t forget that.”

“I know.” He grinned and waggled his brows. “Next story, okay?”

I giggled. “Promise?”

“And with the same ending as the story about the carnival? With it all over your boobs and that?”

“Um, hmm, that’s an interesting question.”

“Yeah?”

I glared. “Maybe I should leave the ending up to you!”

Rodney took a breath. He looked ahead at the road but did another glance, swallowing. “Like, to possibly go further in this story?”

“Mmm, maybe.”

“Can it be with more than one guy?” Rodney turned to face me. The destination was flashing on his phone. He had stopped the car at a gated driveway. “I’d want to be in the story too, but just watching while two of these football type guys get with you.”

“Rodney!” I scolded, my face on fire. “Oh my god!”

He chuckled and clicked a remote to activate the gates. They swung back and he drove through, still smiling. “So it’s fine if you want to tease, but you can’t take it when I do.”

“Oh, so you’re just teasing?”

“No, I’m seriously asking. The story itself would be the tease, Jules.” Rodney pulled up in front of a house of glass. “Holy shit!”

“Wow!” I cried. “Is this the right house? It didn’t look like this in the picture.”

Rodney pointed to a building down a pathway and adjacent a huge in-ground pool. “That’s the building in the picture.” He scrolled through files on his phone and found the image his uncle sent him. He showed that to me and looked from the small poolside building to what was obviously the main residence. The buildings shared a deck and pool enclosure. The surrounds were parkland gardens covering an acre or more. It had to be a single property.

“We could call Uncle Walt or just knock on the door,” I suggested.

We got out of the car. Rodney shrugged and walked up the stairs to the front door of the double story glass house. He pressed a doorbell. There was no response. He checked with me again and shrugged, taking the gate remote and single door key from his pocket. The key slid into the lock and turned it. He poked his head inside. “Hello! Anyone home?”

I clung to my husband’s arm and followed him into a beautifully timber-lined foyer and huge, plush living area. There was a bunch of flowers on a coffee table with an envelope clearly labelled ‘Rodney & Julia’. Rodney opened the envelope and took out the card with me rubber-necking over his shoulder. He opened the card to the word ‘SURPRISE’ written in red marking pen.

“Holy shit,” Rodney muttered and peered up at an upper-level balcony with rooms off it. He left me holding the card and walked into the kitchen.

I followed, stunned. “Is this where we’re staying?” I asked stupidly. I read the small print beneath the big red writing. ‘Make yourself at home. Just leave it as you found it. Love Uncle Walt.’

Rodney faced me with his hands upturned, shaking his head. I threw my arms around his neck and kissed him on the lips. “Go get the bags, I’m going to explore!”

The kitchen had a view across a deck and the pool to a jetty with a small aluminium boat tied to it. There was a massive formal dining room that I couldn’t imagine using at all. I’d be scared to scratch the stained timber or something. The rest of the lower floor was white leather couches and huge glass doors opening to the deck. Upstairs I found four bedrooms, two at the back of the house looking out at the gardens and road, and two with balconies overlooking the expanse of shimmering blue water. One of these rooms was obviously the master bedroom and had clothing in the wardrobe and a huge ensuite bathroom that was obviously in use. The other was also made up for use but appeared to be the main guest room. I landed on my back on the large, comfy bed smiling with glee as I dug my nails into the plush bed cover.

“Where are you, Jules?”

“Up here! Oh my god Rodney, come have a look!”

Rodney entered the room wheeling my suitcase. He left it and I followed him out onto the balcony, both of us gushing over the magnificence of the view and ending up cuddling and kissing passionately.

“Um, Rodney?” I pushed from our embrace at the sight of a man on the deck in front of the pool house. He waved casually and went inside the building. “Who’s that?”

“It looked like my cousin Luke.”

“Luke! What’s he doing here?”

“I don’t know. Better go see if it’s him,” Rodney said and left me there to watch from the balcony.

I had only ever met Luke a couple of times and didn’t much like him. He seemed weird, all quiet and uncomfortable around people. Both occasions were family parties. I never actually spoke with the guy. He’s the reclusive son of Uncle Walt, a fact that worried me in regard to our vacation alone here.

Rodney waved to me from down below. He approached the pool house and the screen door opened. He said hi and was invited inside, giving me another wave and smile before disappearing.

It was only 10 minutes later when Rodney appeared in the bedroom doorway with his bag. I was busy unpacking mine.

“Yeah, it’s Luke alright. He got evicted from his apartment and had nowhere else to go. He said to just ignore him, that he’ll keep out of our way.”

“Oh no, really? He’s going to be here the whole time we are?”

“I know Jules, it sucks, but he seems really down. He’s there in a single room with the bare minimum shower and tiny kitchen. It’s just a big room with a bed and his computer on the kitchen bench. We’re lucky he doesn’t want to come and stay here in the house. He said there’s no way he’d do that.”

“Hmm, and should I go and say hello or something?” I frowned my disappointment. “I don’t even like the guy.”

“I know, no one likes him much, but he’s not that bad. He’s just screwed up over what happened with his wife.”

“What, because she left him? Big deal, marriages break up all the time.” I had my arms around my husband’s neck again. I kissed him. “Except ours of course. You’re never getting rid of me, you should know.”

Rodney chuckled into our kiss. “But it’s a bit worse with Luke. She was his girlfriend since school and he found her in bed with his own brother.”

I swallowed hard. “Oh my god, his brother?”

“Yeah, I don’t think I was supposed to say. It’s always been a family secret.”

“Oh wow, that’s so sad. And that’s why he’s so quiet and antisocial. That’s terrible!”

“Well, I think he’s kind of shy anyway. I remember he always was when we were growing up. But he was fun with us. He used to drive us everywhere, being a bit older and having a car first.”

“Oh, I didn’t know that. You never talk about him.” I was peeping from the balcony doors, curious now.

Rodney cuddled behind me. I tilted my head for him to kiss my neck. “So, you’re okay with him staying? He said he might be able to get somewhere in town if you’re not.”

“What? He said that?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, I think you should go back down there and offer for him to stay in the house with us. That’s what I think.”

Rodney chuckled into another neck kiss. “No chance. I agree with his sentiment that we need our privacy.”

“Oh really? For what exactly?” I teased, squirming and giggling as my husband clutched my ribs. “No, but seriously, Rodney, is he okay down there? This is a huge house.”

“I know. I already checked with him and he said there’s no way he’s disrupting our vacation together. He was adamant he’s either there in the pool house or down at the camp site in town.”

*

The fridge and cupboards were all but empty and we were both too tired to go out. We ordered pizza and ate on our balcony looking out over the moonlit lake. In bed a little later, I guided the head of my husband’s swollen penis into my wetness from behind. He had a bony hand up my nightie covering my right breast. He started fucking me nice and slow.

“So, did you really let that guy at the night club cuddle you, Jules?”

“Mmm, are you sure you want to know? It was only because I was a bit drunk.”

Rodney thrust slow and deep, playing with my little glans, rubbing and teasing the sensitive button. “I want to know. You can tell me.”

“Mmm, well he had his arm around me and I relaxed against him like that for a while. Bree and Elly were getting with his two friends so I played along and let him hold me. Uh huh huh yeah like that,” I moaned back at my husband as he thrust more firmly into me.

“What else happened?” Rodney demanded and slowed his next thrust. “Tell me.”

I swallowed and drew a ragged breath. “One time when everyone else was dancing he kissed me a little and felt my boob, but I stopped him before he got too carried away.”

Rodney pulled back and thrust hard. He did it again and I squirmed back onto him. I got in another breath. “I held his hand away from my boob and just let him kiss me for a minute.”

“So, he kissed you? Some other guy kissed my wife?”

“Uh huh, but it just happened. I was really drunk and once he put his tongue in my mouth I couldn’t think for a minute. Mmm, he was so huge and strong, Rodney. I’ve never been held by a man like that before.”

“Aw shit,” Rodney groaned and started pounding wildly.

My orgasm came on fast and was pulsing through my belly when my husband jammed his long shaft up into me and ejaculated.


Chapter 4

In the morning I opened my eyes and peered around the strange room, taking a few weird seconds to figure out where I was. I pushed off the sheet. It was too hot. I felt something on my finger and lifted my hand to find my husband’s used condom, the contents either having leaked out or dried up inside it. I was alone in bed. I heard voices downstairs, male and female.

I was up and pulling clothes on when Rodney poked his head in the door. “Come say hi to Curt, Jules. He called in with his daughter but they have to run.”

“His daughter? I didn’t know Curt had a daughter.”

Rodney shrugged. “I did. He was talking about her last time we were here. Apparently she’s up from the city for a while. She seems fun, you might get on.”

“Oh.” I quickly ran a brush through my hair and followed Rodney downstairs. “Hi Curt... Hello,” I added, smiling at a tall, slender brunette about my age in jean shorts and a black bikini top.

“Jules!” Curt welcomed enthusiastically, collecting me in a hug. He was the next-door neighbour at the other house, in his mid-40’s, good friends with Uncle Walt. “This is my daughter Tina. Tina, meet Julia.”

“Hi,” Tina enthused and offered a little hug hello too. “Dad says you guys are going to be staying for a couple of weeks, what a relief. I thought it was going to be all boring old men this holiday.”

“Oh, so you’re here on holidays too?” I asked excitedly at the thought of making a new girlfriend.

“Yes, and they’re already talking about boats and fishing or whatever.”

Curt still had an arm around me and pulled his daughter in with his other arm. He’s a bit of a hugger, I recalled from our few meetings. His arms are powerful, his large hand firmly gripping my ribs and making me blush all over again from the talk with my husband the previous night. I put my hand on his and held him there while glancing at Rodney. Curt was talking. Rodney was responding but glanced from where Curt was holding me to meet my eyes.

“Oh, so Luke is here now, is he?” Tina asked. “I’d better go say a quick hello. Are you coming Dad, you’re going to be late.”

“All right love, be there in a minute,” Curt called after his daughter as she headed out the door.

“Late for what?” Rodney asked.

“Just to open the shop. Tina has friends staying at the campgrounds and they want bicycles.”

Curt owned the bicycle hire shop in town.

“Ah okay, we might have to try the cycle track this time too huh, Jules?”

“Definitely!” I enthused, and I kept hold of Curt’s hand, making it brush over my breast as I bent and rubbed an imaginary knee itch.

He squeezed my side when I stood, pulling me close and smiling down at my upturned face and chuckling. “Pretty girls ride free on Sundays, you know?”

“Oh yeah?” I giggled up at him, clutching his wrist and hugging his big arm tighter as his thumb swiped back and forth across the bottom of my bra.

Rodney lifted his hands to his head, lacing fingers in his hair, his eyes rolling away.

“Yes, but I’d better run before I get in more trouble with Tina today. It’s a common occurrence. I just wanted to welcome you back.  Your uncle gave me a hand oiling my deck last week and told me I have to be your taxi service in return.”

“Oh really?” I sang gaily and kept my arm around the older man, cuddling him as we walked.

“Okay, text me anytime you need a ride across the lake, Rodney.” Curt shook Rodney’s hand in parting. He was still holding me by the hand. He tilted in to kiss my cheek and I lifted to tiptoes and pressed the back of his hand to the skirt of my little sundress while snapping a kiss to his lips.

The whole thing was over in a second or two but left me tingling between the legs. I had felt pressure from the man’s hand between my upper-thighs and had virtually dry-humped his hairy wrist, being so wired with the naughtiness of where me and Rodney were up to with our sexy stories and games.        

We waved Curt and Tina off from the deck. I was hugging Rodney’s arm and holding his hand against me down below like I had done with the older man. He spread his fingers and felt me through the thin fabric of my dress and panties.

Rodney snuggled my hair and kissed my head. “I woke up in the middle of the night and started another story for you.”

“You did?” I breathed. “I feel so horny it’s driving me mad.”

Rodney swallowed hard. “I think Curt noticed. He’s a bit old though, isn’t he? Like, to do any flashing or anything with!”

“Definitely! He’s almost as old as our parents.”

“Yeah, same generation.”

“It was just the feel of how strong his arms were just then.” I leant into a soft kiss. “As long as the story guy is like that?”

“He is.” Rodney gulped again and cuddled me close while kissing my hair. “I didn’t make it at a nightclub though. I made it on a train at night and we’re sharing one of those old-fashioned sleeping cabins with these two muscly football dudes. And we have bunks, with me on the top one and you on the bottom. And they’re in the bunks opposite and they’re both checking you out, so far.”

“Oh my god, Rodney!”

“I know, but I don’t know how far anything is going to go yet. And it’s just fantasy, right?”

I scoffed. “It had better be just fantasy, buddy! And it had better not go as far as some of your other stories you’ve been reading.”

We were back inside, cuddling in the kitchen. “What if they both jack off in their bunks?” Rodney asked mildly. “Would you lower your sheet and let them look at your nightie?”

“Hmm, or I could be wearing a thin cotton singlet?”

“Yeah? And no bra?” Rodney muttered into another kiss.

I glared. “Hey you, I’m too hungry to talk about this!”

Rodney chuckled. “Okay, later?”

“Yes later,” I agreed, fiddling with my husband’s shirt buttons. I huffed a breath, forcing my mind out of the sexual funk I woke up in. “What about we walk down to the corner store and get some eggs and bacon, then we can do a big grocery shop in town before lunch?”

“Great! Let’s go.”

*

The corner store was a mile down the road. It was a beautiful sunny morning and warming up fast. The stroll was conducive to ideas for how me and Rodney should spend our two weeks on the lake. Rodney was not at all outdoorsy. I knew he was making an effort and appreciated that.

“Nup, I’m just going to do it, Jules. I just have to bite the bullet and get used to the obvious difference.” He motioned between us and upturned his hands. “I have to see it as a positive that I scored, is all.”

“Oh you scored, did you?” I teased back. “So, I’m a prize you won, hey?”

“Pretty much. I feel it all the time, people looking at us and...” Rodney motioned between us again.

“Yes, but one day I’m going to be older and my boobs will sag and my bum will probably grow, or my thighs, like my mother’s!”

“Sure, one day, but right now you’re a 10 and I’m a five. Face it, it’s the simple truth. You’re hot and I’m Matchstick Man.

“Oh, you are not Matchstick Man!” I giggled at the term my husband often used to describe his physique. “Well okay, maybe you are, but you’re my matchstick man, and you’re a great guy and you’re super-smart. And that wins hands down with me. So don’t you ever forget it!”

Rodney smiled into a kiss. “Don’t worry, I know it. These football guys are usually pretty thick. All muscle and short on intelligence, most of them.”

“That’s right. Eye candy,” I agreed. “Eye candy and strong hands!” I added, squealing and lunging away before my husband grabbed me.

He looked up and beyond me, lifting a hand. “Hey Luke!” His reclusive cousin was there checking the mailbox.

The guy offered a bit of a smile. “Morning!” His eyes connected with mine but lowered quickly.

“Hey Luke, how are you?” I sang gaily.

His face flushed pink. He nodded a little, looking up again and wrung a bunch of junk mail leaflets in his hands. “Pretty good. How are you, Julia?” He had on jeans and a buttoned-up long-sleeved shirt. His hair was matted and looked greasy and in need of a wash. His feet were bare.

There was suddenly a loud explosion, sounding like a gunshot. I turned from the rose bush I had walked to and saw Luke fly through the air and tackle Rodney to the ground, rolling with him out onto the road just as a car ploughed into the tree where Rodney was just standing. The small vehicle thumped hard against the trunk, its airbags exploding and pinning the young female driver back against her seat. The front passenger tyre had exploded.

I was standing there stunned. The two men scrambled to the car and checked on the young woman. She was shaken but unhurt. Rodney called an ambulance anyway. I approached around the car, coming to my senses and checking on the girl too. She was barely old enough to drive and her eyes were wide as if in shock as she babbled incoherently.

“Oh my god, your arm, Luke!” I cried. The guy’s sleeve was soaked red.

He checked it, his face blank with shock as well. There was a rip in his shirt and open flesh showing through it. “Fuck,” he said and gripped the wound.

The eggs, bacon and milk were splattered in the gutter. Rodney appeared calm. I went to him. “I need your shirt!” I pulled it from his shoulders. He helped me, slipping out of it. It was a light cotton garment. I ripped it on a sharp edge of the post box and tore it into strips. Luke was resting back against the car still clutching his bleeding arm. He watched blankly as I bandaged it. My heart was pounding. “My god you saved Rodney.” My voice wavered and broke. “He would have been killed.” I started crying, swallowing at the knot in my throat.

Rodney slumped to the grass and gripped his head with both hands. The girl looked at him but her eyes were still wide with shock.

“Thanks,” Luke said to me. “It should be all right.”

I held his eyes for a long few seconds. My husband had been standing right there in front of the tree and the car would have crushed him into it had Luke not reacted so quickly and tackled him out of the way. I stared into the scruffy looking man’s clear green eyes and knew I would never be able to repay him. He offered the tiniest little grin and nod then drew a breath and motioned to Rodney, who had obviously just been hit with shock as well.

*

The ambulance took the girl with an injured arm, she was in severe pain. It was obviously broken. The police took charge of the vehicle. I followed the ambulance and delivered Rodney and Luke to a small local hospital only 10 minutes’ drive from the glass house. The casualty section was busy and we were there all morning, Rodney overcoming his delayed shock and Luke being stitched up.

Back at the house, I cooked up a big lunch from the new bag of groceries I had picked up on the way home. Luke ate quietly then returned to the pool house, closing the door and keeping the curtains drawn all afternoon.

“He absolutely saved your life,” I told my husband. We were sitting on our balcony looking out at the lake.

Rodney nodded. “I know, Jules. I don’t know what to say to him.”

“One minute I was standing there talking with him, the next he was flying through the air!” I motioned with my hands. “What’s he doing in there like that all day? Why doesn’t he at least come outside and enjoy the view, or something?”

“It’s just the way he is. I think he reads a lot. He’s got a laptop but it’s not one of the gamer set-ups. I doubt he does much on-line.”

“So he reads?”

“He’s got stacks of books.”

“Oh. Well, what’s that about then? I mean, there’s nothing wrong with reading.”

“It’s just to do with getting cheated on and dumped by his wife. Apparently he’s been like this ever since.” Rodney stretched back in his chair and yawned.  It was late afternoon now, and still quite warm. “Anyway, what do you want to do for dinner? Do you want to go out?”

“Can you go and ask Luke if he wants to come?”

“He said he’ll see us tomorrow. Maybe he’s got plans of his own.”

I bit down on my lip, peering at my husband.

He huffed, shaking his head. “All right. I’ll go and ask.”

I smiled.

He chuckled and walked back into the house, emerging from below the balcony. He knocked on the door of the pool house. It opened. Ten seconds later, Rodney turned and walked back toward the house, shrugging up at me.

I considered a shower and to get dressed up but decided I was too tired. Rodney was constantly yawning too, so we settled for grabbing some burgers and finding a picnic spot down near the water.

After eating and watching the boats in the marina for a while, we strolled through the shopping area of town and picked up sun hats and called into a swimwear shop. Rodney picked out a pair of knee-length board shorts that I liked on him. I had an idea for a new style of bikini for myself.

“Are you okay now, after this morning?” I checked with Rodney.

“Yeah, I’m all good. Why?”

“Um, I just wanted to tell you something fun.”

“Oh yeah?”

I nodded, grinning. “I want to buy a sexy bikini instead of a practical one. Not one for support up top, but to show off instead, just a little string one.”

“Oooh. Something skimpy?”

“Uh huh, and maybe even go topless sometimes while we’re here. What do you think? I mean, if we can find somewhere to try it?”

“Like with guys around?”

“Yeah, as long as there’s no kids and there’s some other girls doing it.” I backed into a cuddle. “I don’t mean for sunbathing,” I whispered.

Rodney swallowed. “Yeah, I know what you mean.”

I smiled. “Hmm, and?”

“Are you going to try on one of these bikinis?”

“Yeah, there’s one right there I want to try.”

Rodney swallowed again and took a breath. “Well, why don’t you do that and not put your bra back on right now, in that.”

I followed my husband’s gaze down to my tank top. It was pink with white lacy trim around a buttoned-up neckline. “Okay,” I agreed softly, and I claimed a tiny yellow bikini from a rack and smiled back over my shoulder on the way to the fitting stall.

The two stalls were in the middle of the shop, facing the back section. There was a three-quarter high door and the bottom was about knee height. I decided the pants were fine without a fitting but I had never worn a string top before. I pulled off my tank and bra, lifting to tiptoes to peer over the door with just an arm across my breasts. Rodney was there with our bag from the hat shop. I motioned for him to come closer and handed him my bra through the door. He tilted for a look and I opened the door a little further and lowered my arm to show him my breasts. He held the door ajar and watched me tie the bikini top in place.

“Oh my god,” I cried, stretching the triangular patches as best I could. The garment offered zero support and my breasts bulged from all sides, only my nipples and a portion of the underside covered.

“Looks amazing on you, Jules.”

“Does it really? Do you like it?”

“It’s perfect. I think you should buy it.”

I giggled. “Wow, you really do like it, bad boy!”

Rodney peered around. A woman edged past behind him and moved along browsing racks of swimwear. A middle-aged man following her glanced around Rodney and had a quick look at me. Rodney nodded politely to him as he edged past. Then he did a loop around one of the racks until he had line of sight to glance again. He stopped there fiddling with beach wraps, testing the fabric and looking at them.

The door to my change cubicle was open enough for him to see me. I held my husband’s eyes and undid the string behind my neck. Rodney questioned me with his expression and I dared him with mine. “Should I?” I checked while still holding the strings up and keeping covered.

Rodney turned to look back at the guy who was obviously trying to peep at me. We all exchanged looks, the three of us acknowledging what was happening. I lowered my hand and showed the man my tits. I felt my blush rise as I put the bikini top aside and raised both arms to push back my hair. The man’s head had lifted, his gaze fixed upon me. I stared at my husband and slowly straightened my tank top, pulling it in the right way and waiting while the man had a good long look at me.

I put my top over my head and flicked out my hair with it still above my tits. I dared to glance again and caught the wide eyes of my voyeur before he briefly averted his gaze. He turned his head away but immediately looked again. I met his eyes for another long second, my blush tingling hot again. His eyes rolled away but returned to me once more, and I took a big breath and just watched his face. He checked from side to side then lifted his head again to look directly at my tits.

I touched the door, glancing to my husband. He moved aside a little and opened the door wider. The man acknowledged him with a nod, his face emotionless, his eyes now narrow and focused as he leant aside a little to look around the clothing rack at my lower body. He checked around again then met my eyes before motioning downward, questioning me. I undid the tab and zipper of my jean shorts, and I held my husband’s blank stare as I lowered them and my panties.

“Aw yeah,” the man groaned low as he edged closer. “Turn around, sweetie.”

I turned and peered back at him. I had my shorts and panties down to mid-thigh. I bent forward and the guy crouched slightly and tilted his head in for a better look. I had no idea why but I held my pants with my parted thighs and reached back to open the cheeks of my bottom, pulling myself wide and parting the lips of my pussy for the man. I felt for my inner folds and parted them, showing the man where I felt so ready to be penetrated right then.

“Aw fuck yeah,” he groaned again but checked around once more and waved across the shop. He looked from Rodney to me, edging a step closer. I had turned to face him. He looked at Rodney again and reached in through the door.

“Uh huh,” I panted immediately as his hand closed over my right breast. I thrust my chest forward and he groped from that one to the other, squeezing firmly and pinching my nipples.

“Aw shit.” Rodney muttered but his eyes were bulging and rolled down over the door he was holding only slightly open now. He pressed the door against the guy’s arm. “Come on man, that’s enough,” he pled while I held the man’s wrist and undulated against the feel of his rough hand sliding down my bare belly. I sucked in a breath in anticipation of him touching me between my legs, but he suddenly pulled his hand away and rushed across the store without looking back.

Rodney closed the door and I quickly fixed my pants and top into place. Rodney led the way, and we paused in silence to buy the bikini then we were hurrying across the street and along to the seclusion of the parking area and our sports convertible.

We got in and both expelled big breaths then looked to each other.

“Shit!” Rodney exclaimed. “Holy shit, Jules.”

I nodded and swallowed hard. I wanted to say something but hadn’t any words.

“Are you okay?” Rodney asked, frowning his concern.

I gulped again. “I’m okay.” I took another big breath. “That was…” I shook my head. “I don’t know what that was.”

“It was incredible the way you did that, Jules. That was so frigging hot. I can’t believe it.”

“I couldn’t even think what I was doing. When that man looked at me I just had to do whatever he wanted.”

“You showed him everything, even inside your pussy. That was so hot, Jules. You were so sexy, it was amazing.”

“Mmm, take me back to the house and fuck me,” I pled, squirming my hands between my thighs. I was so slick I could feel my pussy lips squishing together.

Rodney backed the car out and drove off, his jaw set, his face determined. We were back at the glass house in fifteen minutes and naked on the bed within another five. I was soaking wet, and Rodney was as hard as wood. He entered me, and my mind immediately flashed back to the fitting room stall and the middle-aged stranger’s eyes and hands moving over me.


Part 2: I Agree to Do It

Chapter 5

I sat on the deck with my morning cup of tea watching town come to life across the lake. There were boats moving around and soon there were a few water skiers and parasailers, luxury cabin cruisers and jet skis. It was another beautiful summer day with not a cloud in the sky.

The pool house glass sliding door moved and my husband’s cousin emerged from the closed curtain. He walked out to the pool fence and stretched and yawned. His grey t-shirt lifted to expose some belly hair and he scratched it. He stood gazing out at the lake, seemingly oblivious to me. It was so rare to see him outside, I feared calling hello in case it scared him back inside. Instead, I quietly watched him.

He walked back inside anyway but soon returned with a towel slung over his shoulder. He was minus his jeans and had changed them for shorts. He entered the pool enclosure and stripped off his t-shirt then stretched his arms above his head with his back to me.

“Oh my god,” I muttered under my breath, amazed at the guy’s lithe, muscular physique.

He removed a bandage from his arm and dived into the water and began powering through freestyle laps, passing a dozen when I stopped counting and snuck back into the house and up to my balcony to watch from there.

The guy lapped the pool steadily for 20 minutes then surged from the water, giving me a look at his front. The bit of belly hair was all there was. His chest was bare and ripped taut, his stomach little square pillows of definition. His arms and shoulders had me covering my mouth with my hand and my eyes fixed. “Oh my god,” I muttered again.

Luke dried off and went back into the pool house. He returned a few minutes later, dressed in his usual jeans and long-sleeved shirt. He was carrying a book and strolled down to the jetty where he had a simple foldaway deckchair in the shade of a tree. He set up there and I watched him unnoticed for a while longer before going down to tidy the kitchen and make a proper shopping list.

*

I wasn’t game to wear my skimpy new bikini for a swim in the pool that afternoon. Luke was inside with the curtains closed again. I was doing laps myself and watching for him to peep at me, but he didn’t seem to, not until I had given up and was walking past his deck on my way to the house. Then I saw the curtain move and I stopped and spent a while rubbing my hair dry and letting him look at me if he wanted to. My bikini was my old favourite and quite pretty, I thought.

I glanced a few times and decided if he was watching at all, he was no longer doing so, and I returned to the house where Rodney was back from having been to visit Curt’s bicycle shop and was waiting for me to go grocery shopping.

On the way he was smiley. He’d been grinning like a fool all morning. He looked across at me and smiled some more.

“What?” I challenged with a mock glare.

His eyes flashed down and up. “You’re wearing a bra again today.”

I rolled eyes away, shaking my head. “You have to wait until after we get back. There’s too many kids at the supermarket.”

Rodney reached across and squeezed my nipple. I watched his hand then looked from it to his face. He released me but his brows waggled. “You were so hot last night.”

My blush rose a little. “As long as we don’t bump into that guy when we’re shopping or something. I wouldn’t know where to look if I saw him again.”

“He’d know where to look though, wouldn’t he?” Rodney squeezed my leg and stroked back and forth. I had on a mid-thigh skirt. It was breezy and light. I gripped the seat and lifted as my husband searched further up it. “He’d know he could have a look up here if he wanted to, wouldn’t he?” Rodney taunted.

“Yes, he could look if he wanted to,” I admitted and I braced with my thighs apart as fingers touched my pussy.

“Oh shit!” Rodney exclaimed.

“Mmm, do you like that?” I moaned back at him. “Does it feel nice all smooth like that?”

Rodney gulped. “Did you wax it? You’ve got no panties on!”

“Uh huh, so don’t wet my skirt. Be careful.”

“But you’re so hot inside. You’re so wet.”

“Hmm, but I can’t help that at the moment, Rodney. Uh huh,” I panted and I pulled my skirt from beneath my bottom so I didn’t drip on it. My husband poked fingers in again. I scooted lower in the seat and opened my legs more. I lifted the front of my skirt to have a look at what he was doing and to check myself waxed once more.

“Wow, that’s so pink,” Rodney said, glancing back and forth from the road. “It’s so smooth with just a little slit through the middle.”

“Yeah, that’s what guys like, isn’t it? They like to be able to see where their thing goes, don’t they? So they can imagine sticking it in me.” I pressed hands between my legs. “Like that man last night telling me to turn around and show him where it goes.” I took a breath. “Mmm, where his big old cock could slide in and fill me up.”

“Yeah, that’s what he was thinking, for sure baby,” Rodney agreed, squeezing his cock in his pants. “When you peeled it open and showed him.”

“Uh huh, I wanted him to see inside me. To see all of me.”

“Me too, Jules. I wanted that too right then.” Rodney gulped and drew a big breath. “I want guys to look at you, all of you!” He gulped again. “I want someone to see you with your legs spread.” He glanced down. “Bare like that and with your legs wide open.”

“Mmm, how wide?” I teased, lifting my knees and raking down my inner-thighs, touching and parting my slit with my fingers. My pink folds were dripping. I was completely juicy.

Rodney just gawked back and forth from the road to my pussy. “It’s too bad Curt isn’t a bit younger. I think he’d be perfect for this. He seems the type who would play along, but at our pace. I thought that guy got a bit pushy last night and we were lucky his wife or whoever called him away.”

I had pressed my skirt between my thighs to cover up. “Curt isn’t that old.”

“No?”

“No, he couldn’t be much past 40.”

“Yeah, I guess.” Rodney huffed a little breath then glanced. “I don’t want this to go too far, Jules. I don’t want anyone to actually have sex with you. Not for real, not even in a story yet, hey?”

“I know. I don’t want to go that far either,” I assured my husband. “I think we need to draw the line at what that guy did last night, don’t you?”

“At touching?” Rodney swallowed hard. He looked from my breasts to my legs then met my eyes. His gaze flashed to my legs and back again. “Do you mean down there too?”

I bit my grin, shrugging a little. “Maybe if it was a cute guy who tried it. Especially if you’re going to let him kiss me.”

“I’m going to let him? When did I say yes to that?”

I giggled. “Well, you know what I mean, it’s not as if a guy’s actually going to ask.”

We were parked at the supermarket now and Rodney took a moment to respond. “Has anyone else kissed you, apart from the guy at the nightclub the other night?”

My blush rose a little. “Remember last year I did that gym membership with a personal trainer for a little while?”

Rodney nodded, his jaw clenched.

“Well, that’s why I stopped going, because I knew I would want him to do it again, and that was just wrong for back then.”

“Yeah.” Rodney took a breath. He covered my hand and squeezed, offering a warm smile. “I’m glad you didn’t let that continue. Thank you, Jules.”

My blush rose further, almost creating tears.

“No, it’s okay. I wasn’t angry about that guy the other night when you told me. Or if it happened again in that kind of situation.”

“Like at a nightclub?” I queried.

“I don’t know. I guess.” Rodney shrugged. “Or even a gym guy, now that you mention it, if it just happened on the spur of the moment and you went with it a little bit. But not if the guy was waiting for you to come back so he could get onto you again. If that makes any sense.”

“It does. It makes good sense, Rodney.” I grinned. “Spontaneous kisses only. I like it!” I got out of the car and led the way into the supermarket, smiling back over my shoulder at my husband.

*

On the return trip to the glass house I got around to probing for some information I’d been trying to piece together. “So, what is the deal with Luke exactly, Rodney? Is it just being heartbroken over his ex all this time?”

“Yeah, I don’t know. We’re actually doing something tomorrow, if it’s okay with you. There’s a book fair over in Richmond with one of his favourite authors doing a signing, but he’s too shy to go on his own. It’s only an hour each way and I was thinking we could grab lunch at a café or something, which he never does either.”

“Fantastic!” I enthused. “Can I come?”

“Um, yes, but it took me ages to talk him around, and I think he’ll probably chicken out if you do.”

“What! Why?”

“He’s just…!” Rodney shrugged. “See, I don’t think it’s about being broken-hearted anymore. Sure it was at first, and you add in super-shyness, which makes him reclusive. But it’s more than that, Jules. I was chatting with him for ages when you were having a sleep-in. And he doesn’t even realize it, but his real problem is confidence.”

“Yeah okay. He’s been hurt and he’s been in hiding. Of course his confidence would be low.”

“And it’s not about being afraid to get hurt again. That’s small-time compared with being afraid of your own worth. Of feeling as if you wouldn’t be able to fulfil someone of the opposite sex. That you’re not good enough as a guy.” Rodney glanced from the road. “His ex-wife did more than hurt him, she insulted him. He trusted her and believed in her, and she showed him that he’s not a good enough man.”

“Or she was nothing more than a cheap whore,” I suggested.

Rodney chuckled. “I agree. She was. But I don’t think Luke saw it that way.”

I frowned. “Am I a cheap whore now? Am I insulting you?”

“Haha, no, you’re just too hot for me to handle.” Rodney flashed his perfect smile. “Don’t get that shit confused with what we’re doing, Jules. You passed the test when you ended it with that trainer guy.”

“Oh yeah, a test, hey? What test?”

“The honesty one. The one where we’re in it together or not at all. The same one that meant I needed to show you the stories I was reading and try to share them with you.”

I smiled. “Oh that test. I like that test.”

We pulled into the driveway. Rodney turned off the car and sat around in his seat.

“So, what about tomorrow, Jules? I think it might be best if I go with Luke on my own.”

“Hey, no, that’s great. I’m so happy you’re going to be doing something with him. We owe him everything. We’re never going to be able to repay what he did when he tackled you away from that car yesterday. Never!”

Rodney nodded, his jaw clenched, his face flushing. “I’ve been thinking about what we can do. I’d like to get him to come back with us, maybe help him get set up in the city. Maybe try and get him to go on a date?”

“Leanne would be into him,” I stated, thinking quickly. Leanne was a shy girlfriend of mine who needed fixing up too.

“Yeah?”

“Oh yeah, this is a great idea!”

“He was telling me he’s a qualified forklift driver and is thinking about finding work doing that. I’m pretty sure Dad would have the right connections to get him an interview at least. Some of his friends are in warehousing and logistics.”

“And we could help him get an apartment, couldn’t we?” I asked hopefully. The idea of helping this guy up from being so down and out was extremely appealing. I was also deciding right then and there that I would be making an effort to get inside his head and see what he was thinking about his ex. I smiled broadly at my husband. “Fixing Luke is our new project.”

Rodney chuckled. “Settle down. Let’s just see if he wants any help first, okay?”

“Sure. Go do the book fair thingy with him. I’ve got my own ideas.”

“Oh shit,” Rodney cried and got out to grab bags of shopping from the back seat. “Seriously Jules, he’s really shy.”

“Okay,” I agreed. “I’ll try not to scare him, but I’m going down there to knock on that door as soon as we get this stuff unpacked.”

“You can’t. He’s not even home this afternoon. He said he has to go and do something for his mother and won’t be back until late. Then we’re heading to Richmond at eight in the morning.”

I dumped my three bags on the kitchen counter. “Fine. I’ll go knock on his door as soon as you get back tomorrow.” I glared defiantly. “This is happening whether he’s a shy loner or not. I’m going to set him up with a date. I’ve got lots of single girlfriends and he’s got plenty going for him in his looks and having been so loyal to his ex. Oh yeah, it’s your job to get him to come live in the city with us, then I’m going to be fixing him up big time! You just wait and see. He won’t be able to remember that whore’s name by the time I’m finished parading all my single girlfriends past him.”


Chapter 6

Rodney was still quietly reeling from the shock of his near-miss with a car and a tree. He had heard the explosion of the blown tyre and turned to look at the car. It had seemed so unreal, somehow, and he didn’t react. Then suddenly he was being driven sideways by his cousin and the car hit the tree right where he had just been standing mesmerized. He knew he would have been seriously injured, if not killed!

“Whoa,” he muttered upon expelling a breath recollecting the incident. It kept replaying in his mind. He rubbed his face with his hands and finished the Bourbon and Coke he had been sipping on the upper-level balcony.

Curt’s sports cruiser was approaching and docked alongside the jetty. He lowered two bicycles then wheeled them up towards the house. I was there greeting him and claimed one of the bikes to help.

“Hey Curt!” Rodney called down.

“Hey Rodney. You can use these for the riding path around this part of the lake and if you want to ride around town call into the shop.”

“Okay will do,” Rodney said and waved as the guy disappeared onto the deck below with me smiling up teasingly. I plucked at my top, which I had changed from earlier. This one was a half-length red tube with tiny shoulder strings, my tits shaped naturally beneath it and my nipples obvious.

Rodney waited in the bedroom doorway and could hear me giggling and chatting down in the kitchen. He stood there for a good ten minutes while our voices lowered and my giggling stopped. He then edged along the internal balcony until he was in a sitting area above the kitchen and could hear our voices but couldn’t make out what was being said. There were then footsteps and a chair scraped.

“Yes, my back too but mostly my shoulders,” I said to the man behind me. The one with the strong man hands.

“And what’s Rodney doing? Where did he go?” Curt asked.

“I’m not sure. Mmm that feel’s so nice already.”

“Yeah you’re a bit tense love, just relax.”

“Mmm, I know. Hmm,” I moaned softly.

Rodney could hear the squishing of oily hands on me. He waited a while longer listening intently to more of my little moans of pleasure and our low voices, but he needed to know what was happening. He crept along to the stairs and stopped halfway down to try and peek into the kitchen. There was a dining table and he could see Curt’s back with his arms moving, as he was obviously massaging me seated in front of him.

Rodney moved noiselessly down the rest of the stairs and across a marble floor to the formal dining area. The doors were open to the deck so he slipped out there with his heart pounding. He looked around for an idea and climbed over a rail into the garden to avoid walking past the open doors to the kitchen area. He walked out onto the lawn and went around to the front of the house. From there he was able to peer in through the lounge room blinds and could see me front-on with Curt massaging my shoulders.

My shoulder strings were hanging down beneath my arms. My tube top was covering my nipples but only just, and Curt’s fingers were moving across the exposed portion of my breasts. Rodney watched intently, wanting this so badly and willing my top to lower. It didn’t. It sat firmly in place even with Curt’s fingers swiping beneath it a little.

I suddenly covered his hand and smiled up at him. Rodney couldn’t hear anything but could see that the older man was questioning me. I kept nodding and was still smiling my assent to what we were discussing. I released the guy’s hands and they rubbed down to my sides beneath my raised arms. Then he hooked fingers into my top and lowered it, my tits popping out, and he pushed the little garment down to my waist.

Oh fuck my husband and I both wanted this. I was dripping in my panties and Rodney had boned up and had to crush his cock aside to stop from cumming in his pants as this older guy continued massaging me.

I waited with my arms by my sides clutching my bunched top in my hands, keeping it up for this older man. I was looking down at my tits. Curt was oiling his hands from a bottle on the table and he checked back behind and into the living area and to the stairs for my husband.

He leant over my shoulder and had a look at my tits. I peered down and up from them to his face, inviting him to look. He smoothed from my shoulders, down my front, and covered them with his hands. He oiled them up and massaged them, tweaking my nipples erect. Then he smoothed down my belly and back up to massage them firmly again.

Oh fuck yeah, feel her up man! My husband groaned to himself.

I rocked my head back and lifted my arms, lightly clutching and holding the man’s flexing biceps and imagining him fucking me like he easily could right now if he wanted to. He raked fingers up my sides and down then up from my belly, continually cupping and feeling my tits. He focused on one of them, holding it with one hand and working the nipple with his other, teasing the dark little bud while I thrust that side of my chest forward. He moved to my other tit and focused on that nipple.

Rodney waited while this older man worked my tits, imagining how wet he was making my pussy. That’s why you feel a chick’s tits after all, right? To turn her on and get her wet and ready for your cock, he told himself.

My husband suddenly liked the idea of other guys and even older men looking at my tits and playing with them. Thinking about having sex with me and getting me ready for it.

He watched Curt work me for a while then took a big breath and opened the front door, walking in and closing it firmly behind him. Rodney cleared his throat and took a second or two before striding into the lounge room and approaching the breakfast bar and meeting my guilty smile. “Curt’s giving me a massage,” I stated. My tits were still bare but Curt was working my shoulders and upper back.

“Hey Rodney,” he said a little tentatively.

“Hi Curt.” Rodney swallowed hard but managed a light smile as he sat on a stool to watch.

“And I’m getting used to it before I try topless sunbathing, like we said,” I added. “Curt said he can take us.”

“Yeah Tina goes all the time,” Curt said. “There’s a small island where it’s allowed.” He massaged down my back to my waist then up my sides, pushing my breasts with his thumbs then swiping his fingers up over them from beneath and smoothing his hands back down again.

“Mmm, that’s so nice,” I moaned and smiled up at him.

He moved beside me and held my stomach while working my back with his other hand. He was massaging up and down my spine. The hand upon my stomach gradually lifted, and as he worked into my upper back muscles it closed over one of my tits.

I was holding his wrist, cuddling it close. He was massaging the back of my neck. He squeezed my tit and thumbed the nipple. My head rocked forward, my eyes closed, a light smile on my face.

Curt looked up and met Rodney’s eyes, locking his gaze while he moved across and felt my other tit. “You don’t mind, eh?” he asked. “I’m just having a bit of a feel of her, yeah!”

Rodney gulped and shook his head, looking down and up from where I was clearly being turned on for sex again now. “No, I don’t mind,” he answered and gulped again as he blushed at me.

Curt left off rubbing my neck and slipped his hand down to take hold of both of my tits. He jiggled them and made me giggle and grip his arms. He squeezed my full globes and slowly ran his thumbs around my nipples, making me undulate against his hands and moan softly.

“Ooh yeah these are nice,” the older man groaned. “Feel good, does it?”

“Uh huh,” I told him and kept my chest thrust upward while he continued massaging both tits and rubbing over my tight nipples with his oily thumbs.

We could see the distinct bulge of the guy’s erection poking sideways in his shorts. It pressed against my shoulder as he rubbed all the way down to my waist and swept his big hands across and up my sides again. He kneaded the back of my neck, making my head rock side to side.

“This is a popular retreat for couples experimenting with other partners,” Curt said mildly. “I’ve done it myself, and Tina’s husband allows her to play around. She never brings him and usually meets a guy holidaying or whatever. There’s also a dedicated resort for swinging, across the far side of the lake.”

I smiled up. “Really? Tina does it?”

Curt chuckled. “Why not, hey? It’s harmless fun if you’re together on it like you guys.”

Rodney met Curt’s inclusive glance. He took a breath. “So, you’ve done it yourself?”

“Yeah, I’d go as far as to say it’s why I ended up here, as would be the case for a lot of us locals.”

“What do you mean, it’s how you ended up here?” I asked.

“Well, there’s a cautionary tale.” Curt went on. “You know this kind of thing doesn’t always work out, don’t you?” He covered my tits and resumed softly fondling my nipples. “I brought my ex-wife here quite a few times and more or less talked her into opening our marriage. But when we did we destroyed it.”

“By sleeping with other people?” Rodney asked.

Curt nodded. “Yep. Long story short, it ruined a pretty strong marriage.” He returned to kneading my shoulders and neck.

Rodney swallowed at the dryness of his throat. “We’re not going all the way though.” He met my eyes. “Are we, Jules?”

“No, we’re not.” I peered up at the man behind me. “We’re just playing a little bit, not like the real swingers.”

Curt chuckled. “Wise!” He included Rodney with another glance. “You guys really should hook up with Tina on this. Tell her what you’re thinking and how far you want to go with it. She knows a lot of the younger crowd around here, locals and regular visitors. You need to avoid any of the hardened crowd, especially older men like me.”

I giggled. “Um, bit late for that, isn’t it?”

“Naa, this is just a massage.” Curt swept down and up from beneath my tits again and winked at Rodney. He was grinning and had resumed thumbing my nipples. “I’m sure there’s a muscle group here somewhere, I’m just trying to find it.” 

“Mmm,” I moaned and arched against his hands. “But that’s nearly enough now. I’m getting too sensitive.”

“Yeah I can smell your beautiful scent, love. You must be so wet now, yeah?”

“Um I don’t know,” I moaned and writhed as he tweaked my nipples.

“Ooh yeah that’s nice,” Curt groaned and inhaled. He winked to Rodney. “You can scent her too, can’t you son? Think she’s ready for dick, eh?”

Rodney gulped. “Yeah I guess.”

I blushed wildly at him.

“It’s okay love, perfectly natural,” Curt went on. “It’s the reason you’re wired this way, from your nipples here directly to your cunt. Rubbing like this to get it wet and ready for us,” he went on talking int my ear. "Is yours ready?"

I gulped. “Uh huh.”

“Yeah, ready to fuck, are you?” the guy went on, winking to Rodney again and I writhed against his hands and squirmed my bare thighs together.

Oh I was so ready for him to fuck me but I couldn’t bring myself to say it.

Curt left off fondling and did another sweep down my sides and up my back. “Alright, got to go.” He gave my shoulder a parting squeeze and nodded to Rodney. “Let me know when you want to try the island, and don’t forget to give Tina a call.”

We followed the guy out. I was by my husband’s side, my face flushed red and my tits still bare as I backed into him for a cuddle. Curt turned from the deck and gave us another parting nod. His gaze lowered to my tits, his expression straight and tinged with serious lust. He had a good long look and repositioned his erection in his shorts. “Those are amazing, sweetheart. I want another feel of them later.”

“Uh huh, I’ll be hoping,” I uttered sweetly, squeezing Rodney’s hands against my belly.

Curt looked from me to meet Rodney’s gaze. “Just never leave her alone with me, dude. I don’t even trust myself.”

Rodney nodded. I lowered my hands, gathering my skirt. Curt’s gaze lowered to what I was doing and his eyes intensified.

“Aw, that’s pink,” he groaned low and deep, and he tilted his head to examine my pussy then glanced up at Rodney. “Definitely looks wet and ready, dude, think she needs seeing to.”

I pushed my bunched skirt into my husband’s hands then lifted mine to the back of his neck, interlacing them and arching my body, fully exposed to the older man. Rodney kissed my hair and watched the guy’s examination rove slowly up and down.

Curt took his phone from his back pocket and focused it, snapping a pic. He was three steps away but came in closer and knelt on a knee, angling upward and snapping another pic. “It’s hot that you’re both in these and you’re showing her, dude. So much sexier than a woman just posing nude.”

Rodney kissed my hair again. “Put your foot up on the chair. Open your legs for him,” he whispered.

“Mmm, really?” I uttered, and I obeyed, lifting my foot to the seat of a deckchair beside us.

“Aw, fuck yeah,” Curt muttered and crawled a little bit closer, on both knees now, angling lower to get a shot up my body. “That’s so fucking hot, dude. There’s juice leaking out.” He adjusted the angle and took several more pictures.

“Don’t touch her though,” Rodney said, swallowing hard.

The guy smiled up at us. “I don’t need to. This is better. Look but don’t touch is perfect,” he told me.

“Hmm, for me too,” I said sweetly. “I only want my husband to touch me now.”

Curt chuckled and got up. He backed to the steps down from the deck, still looking at my body. He shook his head. “Man, you ought to just keep her like that, right here, step around in front of her and touch her with your cock sliding up inside.” He lifted a hand with a parting gesture. “I’ll leave you guys to it. That’s so fucking beautiful.”

*

I turned in my husband’s arms and he kissed me hard. My skirt had dropped into place. He tugged at my top, lifting it to cover my tits. I helped him, giggling into our kiss. He took me and I squealed as he pulled me inside and back to the kitchen table. He pushed me onto the same chair I was sitting on for my massage. He lifted one of my legs over his shoulder and I caught a breath and held my skirt up out of his way.

Rodney licked a dribble of pussy juice from my inner thigh. He traced it with the tip of his tongue and arrived at my slit. I was dripping wet. He inhaled my scent that was still filling the room before covering my opening with his mouth and tongue kissing it.

“Uh huh,” I panted immediately and I pulled on the handful of Rodney’s hair I was already clutching tight.

“Uh yeah,” he groaned as my juices gushed into his mouth.

“Mmm eat me,” I taunted and I ground my split open gash against his face.

Rodney buried his mouth and chin into my heat and wetness and extended his tongue as deep as he could, searching for the extra tangy, searing hot fluid that he could taste up in my vagina. He probed me diligently with my clit mashing against his nose until I bucked in orgasm again and another gush of my juice flooded his mouth, making him gag a little and swallow it down.

I squeezed my thighs together and pulled at him to get up from kneeling on the floor. He stood and I ripped open his jeans and pulled them down with his jocks. I took his cock into my mouth and started bobbing up and down, sucking him off.

Rodney took two handfuls of my hair and thrust in time with my bobs. He felt the restriction of my throat begin to open and held a thrust, forcing the head of his cock deeper. I swallowed at it but gagged and pulled back coughing. I kept stroking him. “Are you close?”

“Yeah, nearly there.”

“Do you want to in my mouth or all the way down?”

“Aw shit, all the way!” Rodney cried with his load surging right then. He pulled my mouth onto his cock and did a few urgent thrusts then forced it into my throat. “Ah fuck,” he groaned and held on tight with his dick throbbing and my nails digging into the back of his thighs as I drank from his balls.

“Mmm yuck!” I scolded, pulling back and coughing. “That was too much!” I wiped my mouth on my arm. “Scumbag!” I scolded some more, giggling and pushing him away.

Rodney pulled up his pants and collapsed onto a chair. “I swallowed a lot from you too, Jules. You were really wet.”

“Hmm good, that makes us even then. Yuck!” I scowled and went to get a drink of water. “Aah that’s better. Do you want some?” I offered the glass.

“No, I like the way you taste, and the scent of you.” Rodney breathed into his hand and savoured more of my sexual essence.

I approached and cuddled behind him. “That was fun.”

“It was amazing,” Rodney enthused, gripping my arms and keeping me cuddled close. “How did it even happen? How did he start massaging you exactly?”

“He stood behind me and touched my shoulders. He just rubbed a tiny bit and my skin tingled like crazy feeling his big strong hands.” I kissed my husband’s cheek. “He couldn’t get his eyes off my boobs and I knew what he wanted to do.”

Rodney drew a breath. “It seems he’s got some experience with this, hey!”

“I know, it’s like swinger central around here or something. Did you know that?”

“I kind of had an idea. I’ve heard Curt talking about the nudists and that before. I knew he was into that sort of thing. Although I didn’t exactly know how into it he was.”

I giggled. “Pretty darn into it, I’d say.”

Rodney chuckled too. “And Tina is too by the sounds.”

“Oh yeah, I’ve got to call her. She wants us to go out with her tonight.”

“Out where?”

“I don’t know, to a bar or something, I guess. I think that main beach bar has a band, and there’s that dance floor and we could get a spot out on the beach deck if we get there early and have a meal. That’s what I’m thinking.”

“Oh yeah?” Rodney guided me to his lap. “And what if I only stayed for dinner then left you girls to party together, would that be okay?”

“Oh! But where would you go?”

“I saw a sign for a strip joint. I’ve always wanted to have a look inside one.”

I stared. “You want to go to a strip club?”

“Just for a look. I wouldn’t get a lap dance or anything.” Rodney stroked my face and kissed me softly. “But mostly it would mean keeping out of the way and giving me something to do while I wait for you having your own fun at the bar.”

“Hmm,” I moaned into another soft kiss. “With some other guy, you mean?” I broke the kiss and captured my husband’s eyes. “Am I going to be available to other men tonight?”

Rodney swallowed hard. He nodded a little. “Yep.”

I bit a grin, my blush rising excitedly. “I’d like to meet another huge muscle guy, please. Would that be okay?”

“Yep,” My husband nodded again, drawing a breath. “But just at the bar, like we said about not going too far and that.”

“Hmm of course. And that bar is perfect for it with the outdoor grass and sand, and with the bench seats under the trees, where it’s kind of private.”

“There’s not much lighting out there,” Rodney said, concerned.

“Exactly! But there’s still people around. It’s pretty safe I reckon, from a girl’s point of view. As long as it’s still quite close to the crowd outside the bar, like just in the lighted area there where we sat that time.”

“Yeah, I guess,” Rodney conceded and took another big breath. “And you girls could text me when you’re ready to come home and I’d be right there in town somewhere.”

“Perfect!” I exclaimed and kissed his lips. “I’ll go call Tina and see if she has a plan of her own yet.”


Chapter 7

An hour later, Rodney was seated across the table from me and my new girlfriend. We had a spot on the beachfront deck of the bar. We were already finishing up our meals, having gotten there early and served immediately.

After another hour the dining crowd morphed into party mode and the band started warming up with background numbers. Tina, a leggy brunette, was wearing a sleek, fitted red dress that barely concealed her panties. I was in a little grey pleated skirt to mid-thigh, as short as I ever wore. My tits were unfettered beneath a knitted top that showed a bit of tummy and lots of cleavage.

“Okay, I’m going to leave you ladies too it,” Rodney said, placing a fresh round of drinks in front of us.

“Oh, you’re going to your strip club now, are you?” I teased.

Us girls giggled at him. He shrugged innocently. “I won’t be far away when you’re ready to come home later. Anytime,” he told us and left without looking back.

Rodney walked through town and eyeballed the one and only strip club on his way past. He needed to build up enough courage to go in. He had only ever seen such a place in movies and envisaged sitting at a bar with a girl pole dancing on top of it, dollar bills shoved in her garter belt or fishnet stockings. He wondered if there would be any guys his age or if he’d be lined up with a bunch of salivating old farts.

He decided to do a bit of reconnaissance work first anyway. He had strategically parked the car earlier and returned to check visibility now that it was night. He got into the driver’s seat and took his mini-binoculars from the glove compartment. He trained them on the outdoor area of the bar, which was in plain sight, less than 50 yards away. He focused on us girls still seated at the same table and seemingly in cheerful conversation together.

Rodney stayed for a while watching the bar in general, not spying, he reasoned. He wasn’t using the binoculars and could only just make out us girls in the distance. He could see enough to know we were still there at the table and alone so far.

He huffed at his nervousness and got out of the car, striding back to the strip joint with enough blind determination to walk past the two huge bouncers and actually go inside.

There were no girls dancing on the bar, and the crowd were varied in age from his to grey-haired seniors. There was a small stage that was lit but empty. Rodney took a stool at the bar and a pretty blond with no top on approached smiling to take his order. He got a bourbon and dry and took a sip. It was strong. Music boomed from all around and another hot blond, in a nurse’s costume, strutted out onto the stage and started doing her strip tease routine.

My husband sat mesmerized. He ordered a second bourbon. He noticed private dances going on in a lounge area across the room. Girls were stripped down grinding on men’s laps. A pretty little redhead tapped him on the shoulder. “Would you like to come have a look?”

“Um,” Rodney gulped and tried to say no thanks but was being led along with the girl cuddled to him and holding his hand tight. Her boobs were firmly pressed around his upper arm. They felt different to mine. They were bigger and the girl was quite petite otherwise. She took him into the lounge area and pushed him back onto a seat, immediately straddling his lap. “Um,” he said again and had to swallow because his mouth was too dry.

“I’m Cindy,” the girl said, her long dark eyelashes batting. “Do you think I’m pretty?”

“Oh yeah!” Rodney gulped again. “You’re real pretty.”

“Thanks.” She pouted a little. “You’re not going to send me away, are you?”

My husband shook his head. “No, course not.”

The girl smiled. “Good.” She lifted to her knees and started swaying her hips side to side. She touched her boobs with both hands, squeezing herself and thrusting them towards Rodney’s face. A lace string tied in a loose bow hung in the centre of her chest and she wound the two ends around her fingers. She slowly drew the strings and the bow pulled through. “Did you bring money?” she asked sweetly, her hips rolling to the beat of the music now.

Rodney swallowed hard and nodded.

The girl smiled more and slipped the lace through the next two buttonholes then the next two after that. The little white mesh top she had on was like a harem costume, Rodney thought to himself. It fell away and she arched forward with her tits popping out.

Rodney sat mesmerized again while the girl stripped completely naked and ground herself on his lap and flexing erection. He had been told not to touch and to put his hands under his thighs, that only she was allowed to touch. Her nipples were bullets and her pussy was waxed and pink. She danced through the end of one number and all the way through the next. But the instant the music stopped again she picked up her tiny pieces of clothing and smiled down at him with her hand out for 50 dollars.

My husband paid the girl and virtually stumbled back out onto the street, stunned and minus 80 dollars in just 15 minutes. He backed away from the smiling bouncers and wandered along the row of eateries and bars. He ended up at the wharf and strolled out to the end where people were lined up along a rail looking out at the moonlit expanse of water.

After a while sitting on a bench wondering what to do next, he decided to return to the car and check on us girls. By the time he was set up with his binoculars again, it had been nearly an hour and the bar was more crowded with groups of people standing and a few girls on the dance floor.

It took a minute to get a clear view of the table. He saw Tina first then me, and his heart clenched tight when he saw a guy leaning there chatting with me. Rodney strained through his binoculars to try and see what the guy looked like, whether he was a big muscular man like I said I wanted.

The crowd were moving and continually blocking his view. He watched intently but only got flashes of the guy there, and then gone, and then back again. The table was a booth of sorts, with double-seater cushioned benches both sides, set against a rail that formed the edge of the deck. Tina and I were seated opposite one another. The view cleared for a moment and Rodney saw that the guy was sitting beside me.

The next half hour was excruciating for my husband. He barely got a glimpse of what was going on and each time he did the scene was unchanged. Then one time his view cleared and he saw Tina seated alone at the table. He frantically searched around the crowd and found me being led to the dance floor with the guy holding my hand.

Rodney’s heart was in his throat but at least the dance floor area was easier to see. He was able to watch me dance with this other man, who towered over me and blocked me out completely when he moved in front of me.

The dancing was okay though by Rodney. The was barely touching me at all and I was being quite conservative compared to the way I dance with my girlfriends. Rodney could hear the music, and after a few numbers it changed from upbeat to a slow romantic tune.

I was taken into the guy’s arms and Rodney could see quite clearly that he was a very big man. I looked tiny pressed to his body with his arms around me. We swayed slowly together through the song and into the next. Rodney watched intently, his heart heavy in his chest. He could see me peering up at the guy, and what he was fearing and dreading finally happened. The guy lowered to me and took my lips, the kiss lasting several long seconds before he lifted from me then lowered to take my lips again.

Rodney wiped the sweat from his brow and eyes then focused his binoculars again. He watched as I turned to be cuddled from behind, still swaying to the music and now holding the guy’s hands against my belly and imagining this hulk of a man giving me a baby. I had my head tilted to one side and he was kissing my neck. He was whispering to me between times, telling me how beautiful I was, but had definitely found one of my most erogenous zones, the delicate skin of my exposed neck. I was swooning and turned in his embrace and lifted to meet his lips again.

We had moved from the dance floor to a wall in a dark corner. The guy had his huge arms wrapped around me and was kissing me passionately now. Another man approached and touched the big guy’s shoulder. He broke off kissing me and looked around. The men spoke privately and walked away, with the one I was swooning over smiling and leaving me standing there wiping my mouth with my fingers. I just waited there against the wall for a few minutes until the big guy returned.

My hand was taken again and I was led back through the crowd to the table, where Tina was entertaining three other people, two guys and a girl. The girl passed me my bag and we exchanged smiles then the big guy led me back through the crowd to another table with the guy from earlier and four or five other guys and girls.

I was introduced around and a drink was soon placed in front of me. I was still standing at that point but the guy I was with grabbed a chair from another table and sat, guiding me to his lap. He had his big arm around me and I had an arm across his shoulders, looking very cosy to my husband at this point.

Rodney spent the next hour or so watching me move back and forth from the dance floor with other girls from the group and meeting up with Tina a few times as well. The guy I was with stayed at the table talking with the other men the whole time, just taking me around the waist occasionally or rubbing my back with me standing beside. He kissed me a few times too but only lightly.

It was well into the night when he finally got up and claimed my hand again. He nodded and waved to his friends and led me through the crowd and down the stairs to the grassy park area. Rodney’s heart was back in his throat as he watched intently through his binoculars.

My new boyfriend and I strolled slowly along. There were other couples cuddling upon the bench seats we passed. I was being held around my waist and was leaning into the guy. We walked to the edge of the lighted area and sat on a seat next to a fence. It was dim and Rodney was straining to see, but he made out the shadowy form of the big guy move over me and resume kissing me passionately.

Rodney lowered the binoculars. He could see well enough without them. He watched into the darkness and saw that no one approached the bench seat and that the shadow of my boyfriend and I cuddled together never separated. He sat there staring and imagining what might be happening.

Surely he’s feeling her tits. He would definitely have his hand up her top and be feeling them bare. And what about down below? Her skirt offers no protection. Is he putting his hand up it and playing with her pussy? Playing inside it?

Rodney wondered what panties I was wearing, something he had no doubt this other man would know by now. But he was sure the guy hadn’t fucked me. Where we were seated was within view of others at least. Rodney used the binoculars again but it was just all shadow and he couldn’t see what was happening. All he could do was confirm that the form of the two of us was still as one, cuddled together. Then we separated and I stood up. I was standing like that for a while with the guy still sitting. Rodney could see a gap between us but it closed when I leant toward the guy. It looked like I was kneeling on the seat. I looked around then raised my arms to my chin, no doubt holding my top up, my husband assumed, correctly. The guy then pressed his face to my chest and I held him there sucking from one of my tits to the other while checking around behind myself again.

Rodney could see a little better suddenly. Beyond the bar was a tennis court and the floodlights had come on there. He squinted into his binoculars and watched the guy mauling my tits. I was holding his head and continually watching around behind myself where there were only a few other couples still seated outside.

I straddled the guy’s lap and sat on him. His hands raked up and down my back and he took my mouth again. He kissed me hard but Rodney lowered his binoculars to try and see what was happening down below. He made out my skirt and saw that I had definitely straddled the guy but didn’t appear to be moving my lower body at all. The guy put a hand between us down my front but I gripped his arm and pushed myself up off him, backing away while he was still holding my hands. He eventually released me, though, and I pulled my top back into place and turned and left him sitting there.

Rodney followed me with the binoculars. I went into the bar and searched around until I found Tina. We said our goodbyes and I left and walked through to the front of the building and out of Rodney’s sight. A moment later his phone buzzed with my text.

Me: I’m ready. Come get me xxx

Rodney didn’t bother responding. He started the car and was in front of the bar directly. He leant across and opened the passenger door. I got in beaming a huge smile, my cheeks rosy but my red lipstick from earlier completely gone.

“So, let’s go,” I said.

“What about Tina?”

“She’s staying. She’s hooked up with a guy she knows.”

Rodney drove. He swallowed apprehension. “So how was it? How was your night?”

“Umm it was fun,” I said. “I met a really nice guy.”

“Yeah, he was nice, huh?” Rodney gulped again and took a breath. “I was actually watching most of the time from where we parked. I could see some of what was happening.”

“Oh.” I looked to my husband. “And?”

“I couldn’t help spying, Jules. Sorry. It’s not that I didn’t trust you. I just couldn’t resist watching.”

“Hmm, and how much did you see exactly?” I asked with tease.

“I saw you dancing and sitting on some guy’s lap.” Rodney glanced. “I saw the way he was kissing you inside the bar against that back wall.”

“Uh huh,” I uttered.

“I saw him take you outside but it was too dark to see what was happening on that seat.”

“He was just kissing me and feeling me up, Rodney. It wasn’t anything more than that.”

Rodney swallowed hard again and nodded. “I know. It just went on for so long I guess. It was hard to sit there waiting for it to end.”

I covered his hand. He took mine and squeezed.

“I’m okay with it now though,” he said and gave me a smile.

I was frowning. “I also let him kiss my boobs a bit. They were actually getting sore from being squeezed and played with so much today, so I lifted my top and let him kiss them and suck them for a while instead. That was pretty hot. He’s got the best lips.”

Rodney took another breath. “Mmm, yeah I saw that too, just then before you left.”

“Uh huh, and before that too. He was kissing them a lot when we were cuddling then when I got up to leave he wanted to do it one last time because these lights came on and he could see me better.”

“Oh right. And was that all that happened? Did he touch you down there at all?”

“No, I told him he couldn’t and he really was a nice guy. He totally respected that. He might have rubbed up and down my legs a bit and squeezed my bum, but he never tried to touch me like that. He was mostly just kissing me. He’s a great kisser.”

“Oh. Okay.” Rodney huffed another calming breath. “Anyway, I went to the strip joint and got a lap dance,” he confessed, trying a teasing grin of his own.

I glared at him. “You did not!” I cried. “Scumbag!”

He chuckled and I punched his arm, still glaring but smiling too.


Chapter 8

I found my new girlfriend waiting at the café we had picked out. “Hi Tina!”

“Hey Jules, I got the spot.”

“Haha, yay, this is perfect.”

The café was street side on a corner, a great vantage point to spot hot-bodied guys strolling by. Tina rolled her eyes after checking one out. “Oh my god!” she mouthed the words.

We ordered coffees and I got a slice of carrot cake. Chat about holidaying at the lake and what was to do around town soon turned to the bar the previous night.

“So, how was Anthony?” Tina asked. “He’s cute, isn’t he?”

“Yup. Thanks for letting me borrow him.”

“Haha, he’s all yours if you want him. There’s plenty more where he came from,” Tina said, lowering her sunglasses to follow the butt of another ripped, muscular guy strolling past in tight clothes. We girls shared the same taste in eye candy, it seemed.

“And did you make it home to your own bed?” I asked.

“Um, eventually. It’s the one rule with my husband, no sleepovers.”

“Oh. Yeah I suppose that makes sense.”

“I know. It’s the same for him, now that he’s started whoring around too.” Tina shrugged. “I’m actually thinking we’re about done, to be honest.”

“Done with swinging?”

“Nope, done with being together, with our marriage, or what’s left of it.”

“Oh no… really?”

“Well, that’s where this often leads, Jules. Don’t kid yourself it’s harmless fun.” Tina stirred her coffee and sucked her spoon. “Whose idea was it with you guys? Was it yours?”

I thought about that. “Not really. Rodney sent me these stories to read, and I’d never even thought of playing around like this before that.”

“Oh, well that’s something. It was all my idea with us, and my husband was excited at first but I feel his resentment building now.”

“And how do you feel about him seeing other women?” I asked curiously.

“I don’t really care, which pretty much says it all.” Tina frowned in thought for a moment. “I think it would be hard if you were truly in love with your man, sharing him. It might be different for men.”

“For them sharing us?”

“Yeah, at first it was how much he enjoyed watching me all sexy and wanton with these other guys, like it was purely physical and visual for him.” Tina paused and frowned again. “Which, come to think of it, I kind of screwed up by seeing other guys on my own.”

“There’s no way I’d do that,” I declared. “I’ve already thought that through, and I’m not doing anything Rodney isn’t involved in somehow. I kind of did at first but I’ve told Rodney all about that, and now, even with last night he drove us and picked me up. And guess what? He was spying all night from the car.”

“What?” Tina’s face lit up. “He was spying?”

We shared a giggle. “I know. He said he couldn’t help himself and had to try and watch.”

“Oh, that’s so cute!” Tina sang. “And how about afterwards, was he okay with it? Did he see much?”

“He saw Anthony dancing with me and kissing me and that. God he can kiss, can’t he?”

“Told you so.”

“I know and you’re right. I’ve never been kissed like that before. Mmm, just the way he holds you when he’s doing it. The way his hands are rubbing and squeezing, mmm. Yum! And how strong and solid he feels!”

“Shut up!” Tina scolded, smiling. “You’re making me jealous now, bitch.”

“Hmm,” I hummed contentedly, the feel of the guy’s hands still making my belly tingle all these hours later.

“So, are you going to see him again?” Tina asked. “I know you want to.”

I huffed a breath and nodded. “Of course I want to, except he’d probably be expecting more if I did.”

“Aha yes, they usually do.”

I grimaced guiltily.

“And would you like to give him more?” my new girlfriend asked, minus any tease.

“Yes,” I replied honestly. “I’d love to feel a huge guy like that on top of me. Taking me and controlling me. God it turns me on just imagining it.”  I could feel myself blushing.

“Ooh stop it,” Tina scolded again. She checked around. “You’re turning me on. It’s like that movie ‘I want what she’s having’ haha.” She stole a bit of my carrot cake with her spoon and ate it. “Mmm, what have they put in this?”

I giggled along. “I know, but have you ever done it with him? Or with a guy that huge and muscly?”

Tina’s eyes rolled. “No and yes. Not with Anthony, but yes, with a guy with that kind of build.” She glanced playfully. “And yes, it feels amazing being beneath that kind of raw animal power. Having it unleashed between your legs, no less!” she confided and checked around to be sure no one was listening.

“Mmm, that would be so amazing,” I went on imagining. “That would be so perfect to have a husband like Rodney but be allowed to have that too.”

“To have a bull,” Tina offered. “The big muscle guy would be a classic bull, purely physical, just animal pleasure and nothing more.”

“A bull, huh?” I felt my face heat up again, and no doubt redden. “A man-bull for when you just need it.”

Tina’s eyes rolled again. “Whew. Enough with this talk or I’m going to have to whore myself out before lunch today. How about we change the subject?”

“Sure, I’ve got a new subject,” I agreed happily. “What do you know about Luke? You called in to see him the other day. Do you know him much at all?”

“I know he’s the frigging quietest mouse of a man I’ve ever met, and that there’s a hot body going to waste under his ugly baggy shirts.”

“I know. I was watching him swim. He’s definitely hot, but what’s with the hiding away thing? Does he talk to you at all?”

“I only know it’s to do with a bad divorce. Which is all his old man says. He’s nice to talk to in general, though. He’s pretty smart and can carry a conversation. He’s no idiot or anything.”

I took that in, nodding. “So, if I just go knock on his door and say hi...?”

Tina shrugged, grinning. “Well when he opens the door be sure and stick your foot in!”


Chapter 9

It was mid-afternoon when Rodney came into the bedroom and woke me from a long nap. He started telling me all about the book fair but I had zero interest and brushed him off to go and meet his cousin. I had psyched myself up talking with Tina that morning and strode with determination to the pool house and knocked on the glass door. I could see Luke in his kitchen. He turned and frowned at me but offered a smile when he opened the door.

“Hi,” I started, my heart fluttering and my bravery melting away quickly.

“Hey Julia.”

“Hi Luke, can I come in?”

He looked back over his shoulder. “Um.”

I just waited, smiling.

“Yeah sure,” the guy said, his voice croaky. “It’s a bit messy.”

“That’s okay,” I said and walked past and into the kitchen. The apartment was one open living area and a doorway to a bathroom. The bed was made and looked fresh. There were clothes bundled on the couch. I took a seat on a stool at the kitchen counter, which was clean looking though cluttered on one end with food boxes, packets and cans.

Luke had followed me and stood wringing his hands in front. “Um…?” he said, shrugging and turning his hands up in question.

I had a plan. I had decided on honest confrontation. I looked the guy in the eyes. “I wanted to say thank you to you, Luke. What you did.” I swallowed at the knot suddenly choking me up. “You saved Rodney’s life and risked your own life doing it.” My voice was faltering as I went on. “I want to thank you and say that I think you are a wonderful man.” Tears welled up and ran down my cheeks.

“Hey, it’s okay.” Luke reached and touched my arm. “Don’t cry.”

I sniffled and threw myself against the guy, wrapping my arms around his neck and holding on. I hugged him quietly. His hands touched my waist and gradually make their way around me. His chest lifted as he drew a big breath then his arms firmed around my body and he crushed me to him.

My tears had ended as quickly as they began. The hands upon me were squeezing my sides hard, kneading me. I could feel the man’s heart pounding against my chest. He swallowed and drew another big breath. I waited, just holding him, beginning to stroke his neck with my thumb. He was holding me now. The impetus had changed and he had claimed it. His hands continued to feel me, to draw from me as I relaxed into him. His head was right there. I rubbed his cheek with my hair. He breathed again and I nuzzled for his chin. His head lowered and I rubbed his face with mine. He gulped and tilted down further and I found his mouth and pressed my lips to his.

“Uhhh…” he breathed into me and he mashed hard and met my tongue. I surrendered instantly and he delved into me, exploring my mouth with his tongue. He suddenly broke off, leaning his head back, frowning at me, still with me firmly in his arms. He shook his head and cleared his throat. “I um…”

“It’s okay,” I uttered. “It’s fine,” I told him and opened my mouth for him to continue kissing me.

He pressed his lips to mine and forced his tongue in deep again. His hands were moving on my body, gripping and squeezing me, feeling me desperately. I kept my eyes closed and my arms up out of his way, letting him explore and take what he needed from me. He continued kissing me hard and while rubbing up and down my sides his fingers brushed my tits a few times, making me arch one way and another, encouraging him to do that more. I felt his cock expand and poke into my belly, but he suddenly broke away again and pushed back from me completely this time.

He turned and hid himself against the counter. I could clearly see the bulge in his loose nylon shorts. I waited, drawing some breaths and swallowing at the taste of the guy in my mouth.

“Sorry,” Luke said. “Sorry about that.”

“It’s okay,” I offered again. “Don’t be sorry.” I stepped close and reached out but he turned further away.

“Please leave,” he said.

“But.”

“Please?” he asked again.

“Okay.” I backed away and returned to the door. “I’m bringing you a meal tonight. I’m cooking and there will be plenty. I can leave it at your door if you like.”

Luke looked back over his shoulder and held my eyes. “You don’t have to do that.”

I shrugged. “Imagine where I’d be today if you only did what you ‘had to’, Luke, saving Rodney’s life.”

The guy just stared back at me but his gaze lowered to where my dress was hanging down one arm. I glanced down then looked back up at him. I tugged my dress down more until my breast popped out. He gulped and I watched his face as I tugged the other shoulder down and lowered my dress to my waist.

“Aw fuck,” he groaned worriedly.

“Do you like them? Do you want to see more?” I asked and inched my gathered dress over my hips.

“No, don’t! Jeez!” the guy said and swallowed hard again. “You’re a married woman!”

“A married woman who owes everything to you,” I said but didn’t push my dress down any further. I left it around my hips and put my hands behind my back, remaining facing the guy and with my tits bare for him at least.

“Until tonight then,” I said and left the guy and returned to my husband. “Let’s go for a ride,” I suggested cheerily.

The bike riding and walking pathway followed the lake for miles in both directions from the glass house. Me and Rodney spent a few hours out and about, getting some exercise and having fun together.

Later that afternoon I prepared a delicious lamb roast and took a plate down to Luke when it was ready. I knocked and he came to the door, taking the plate and holding my eyes for a long moment again.

I smiled. “Enjoy.”

“Thank you,” he offered and was still looking at me when I turned and left him with the meal.

Rodney was waiting to eat. I sat and addressed my own plate.

“So?” Rodney asked.

“I don’t know. He accepted the meal and said thanks.”

Nothing more was said during dinner, and it wasn’t until lying together in bed that night that I decided to confide in my husband.

I turned to look at him. “It wasn’t just a hug this afternoon with Luke. It started out as a hug but I think it turned into a cuddle, and then we actually kissed.”

Rodney frowned a little. “He kissed you?”

“We kissed each other.”

“Well … why didn’t you say?”

“I’ve been trying to work it out. I’m not sure what actually happened, but I think he just kind of lost it emotionally. Like he really needed to be held.”

Rodney turned to look up at the ceiling for a moment. “I guess that makes sense.”

“Do you think? He hardly even knows me.”

“And it turned into a kiss. With a virtual stranger, who happens to be female.” Rodney turned to look at me again. “What does that tell you?”

I grimaced. “Oh.” I looked up at the ceiling myself. “Which also explains him getting an erection.”

“He what? Seriously?”

“Yeah, but he was embarrassed by it. He sent me away pretty quick.”

“Oh okay,” Rodney said and turned away again too.

We lay quietly for a long while. My mind was ticking over.

I turned to my husband again. “So this big problem he has, this hurt or shyness or confidence thingy, whatever it is. Maybe he doesn’t need to actually talk about it.”

Rodney drew a breath and took a further moment before responding with a nod. “Mmm? Do you want to let him cuddle and kiss you again?”

“Yes.” I rolled onto my side, facing my husband. “Not as part of what we’ve been doing so much as to help him out. Like if it could be as simple as letting him release his emotions, physically.”

“Yeah.” Rodney took a breath. “Physically huh?” He swallowed and looked at me. “To release his emotions on you. Through you?”

My blush tingled to fill my neck and face. “I wouldn’t mind offering myself to him, as a random female.” My face heated further, desperate for him to agree. “And to repay a little for what he did.”

Rodney rolled over to face me. He stroked my arm, frowning a thought, it seemed. “I think I could accept that, Jules. For my wife to go to him as payment in return.” His eyes lifted to meet mine. “I know I owe him at least that much.”

“Uh huh, me too,” I agreed quickly. “When I go and get the plate in the morning I’m just going to hug him again. I’m not going to try and say anything. I’ll just hug him and make him push me away if he wants to.”

Rodney nodded. “Yeah, best not try and get him talking. That’s a waste of time, clearly, haha.”

“Yeah, I can do it. I’ll just jump the poor guy. I’ll throw myself at him and make him catch me.” I took a big breath. I was fiddling with my husband’s t-shirt in front. Another thought was dancing in my mind.

“What?” Rodney asked, picking up on that it seemed.

I shrugged, my gaze lowered. “I could wear something nice for him. Like to feel me through, if he cuddles me back again.” I peered up. “Maybe just my stripey tank dress?”

“The one we picked out?”

“Uh huh, I could wear it braless for him. Or even without panties if you want me to?”

Rodney nodded. “Yeah I guess.” His hand travelled up my nightie and he touched my pussy. I caught a breath. He stroked my vulva. “He deserves this to be bare, in case the dress rides up enough while he’s cuddling you.”

“Yeah…?” I uttered. “He deserves it, does he?” I squirmed my thighs together, my belly a flood of tingles and my pussy coming to life. “I’ll wax it smooth again in the morning.”

Rodney swallowed hard and took a big breath before stroking up my side and back down to my hip. Then he shrugged a little. “And what if his emotions boil over and get out of control, Jules? I mean if he feels you all naked beneath the dress and that happens? Do you think you should take one of my condoms, just in case?”

“Huh?” My blush fired up wildly. “Oh my god, Rodney!”

“Well, it could happen. I mean, if it did!”

“If it did? If that happened?” I gulped. “What are you saying, Rodney?”

“That it wouldn’t be the same as with these other guys.” Rodney was lying on his back again and turned to look at me. “I think I’d be okay if it happened under these circumstances, with Luke.” His brows rose in question. “How do you think you’d feel about it, Jules? Would you want to let him if he was all riled up and trying to get with you?”

“Um, yeah I guess I’d want to if it was okay with you,” I told my husband. “I definitely want to let him look at me and touch me, Rodney. And I’d love to be able to do that for him, to let him take out all that pent up emotion having sex with me. Even if it was just in my mouth, if he wanted that, and to be safe in that way.”

“Aw shit,” Rodney groaned. “You’d do that, Jules? You’d suck him off?”

I touched my husband’s cock. It was tenting the sheet. I squeezed it. It flexed powerfully in my hand. I scooted down the bed and took it into my mouth. I bobbed up and down, sucking it until it erupted and flooded my throat with hot semen, my own orgasm clenching my belly and my hand squished between my thighs, my fingers between my slick folds and my fingernail scraping my clit.

“Mmm I’d do this for him, Rodney. To suck him off and swallow his cum. If he gets a hard-on from kissing and touching me next time, I’m just going to kneel down and start kissing and biting it through his pants until he lets me.”


Part 3: I Have No Regrets

Chapter 10

I tossed and turned all night and only got a bit of sleep in the morning. Rodney’s side of the bed was vacant. I went to shower and my excitement built as I thought about what I was about to do. I wasn’t sure if I would go through with it, or whether my husband’s cousin would even try to have sex with me. He would have to do something if he wanted to because I had never been one to initiate anything beyond kissing with a new boyfriend.

I found Rodney in the kitchen cooking eggs and cuddled up behind him. “Mmm good morning.”

“Good morning,” he replied and met my kiss over his shoulder.

I looked down at the pool house. “Seen Luke at all?”

“Yeah, he was out earlier but he’s back inside now. When are you going down to see him?”

“Soon. Before he goes out or I lose my nerve.” I plucked at my dress. It was sticking to my damp skin. “Do I look okay?”

“Aw yeah you look beautiful, Jules. Good enough to eat.” Rodney turned to look at me, his gaze roving down and up my body. “So, no panties?”

I shook my head. “And I waxed it for him. Do you want a feel?”

Rodney put his hand up the front of my dress and checked my pussy. “Ooh yeah that’s nice,” he said, parting my labia and touching inside me.

“Will he like that?” I breathed into a soft kiss. “If he cuddles me I’m going to pull up my dress for him.”

“You’re already getting wet,” Rodney said, probing a little with his fingers. “Aw fuck yeah, there it is.”

“Uh huh, I’ve been thinking about it all night. I hope he touches me down there at least. I’d love for him to lick me out.”

“I can’t wait for you to do it, Jules. I’ve been thinking about it all morning with a permanent hard-on. I really want it to happen. Are you sure you don’t want to take a condom with you, just in case?”

“I’d feel weird if I did. I mean if he wanted to and I already had one. Haha, and where would I put it?”

“Oh okay, I see. So if it starts to happen that he tries to get more than a blowjob and he hasn’t got one, you could just come back and get one of ours, right?”

“Oh my god, Rodney, you’re just turning me on so much even thinking that. Mmm I’m thinking he can just touch me there and I’ll let him cum in my mouth. He can lick me or just finger me, and I’ll suck him while he’s doing it.”

“Aw fuck yeah, and swallow? You’re going to swallow his cum, are you baby?”

“Mmm of course! I’d love to do that for him after what he did for us, Rodney. I think I should offer to do that for him every morning while we’re here if he wants me to today. And every night too if he wants!”

My husband swallowed hard and breathed in my ear. “Actually that could work, baby. I know if I was a single guy like that down there, that’d be fucking amazing to have a chick call in and give me blowjobs. That’s the kind of reward any guy would want.”

“Uh huh exactly! It will be his reward for what he did for us. Like doing him a favour in return, since he’s there all alone and scared of women.”

“I know baby, that’s the way I’m looking at it. He did us a favour now we’re doing him one.” Rodney kissed me softly. “At least he did me a favour and now you’re doing him one.”

I giggled back into the kiss. “Oh and you’re not giving up anything, letting him have me?”

“Oh yeah, there is that.”

“Hmm good! And I have to go now. I’ll have breakfast when I get back. I have to do it before I lose my nerve.” I drank my husband’s orange juice and left him staring after me.

I was barefooted and the deck was hot. I hurried to the shade of the pool house and snuck up to the door. It was ajar. I poked my head in and saw Luke lying at the foot of the bed reading a book.

“Hi Luke, how are you today?”

“Oh hi, Julia.” He got up quickly and approached me.

I invited myself in and closed the door behind my back. My heart was pounding, my belly doing flip-flops. My legs were tingling weakly so I launched into my planned attack. “I came to pick up the plate but…” I stepped right up to the guy and threw my arms around his neck. “I want another hug,” I said into his neck.

“You what?” he stammered. “Julia?”

“Don’t push be away,” I asked softly. “Just hold me again for a minute?”

“But why?” he muttered, his hands coming to rest upon my hips.

“Mmm hug me nice,” I whispered. “You felt so strong yesterday.”

He drew a big breath and expelled raggedly. His hands firmed in their contact with me. They travelled upwards then back down. I moaned into his neck again and relaxed my arms around his shoulders. His arms moved further around me, his hands squeezing my sides and making me lift to tiptoes and press my body against his.

“Do you want to kiss me again?” I breathed against his skin.

He gulped. “Yeah.”

“Okay,” I uttered and lifted my face as he nuzzled for it.

I kept my eyes closed and my mouth open. He pressed his lips to mine softly at first, but his arms extended further around me and he was soon crushing me to his body. His tongue extended into my mouth. One of his hands was squashing my breast. I covered it with my hand and kept it there. He squeezed more deliberately and I moaned into his mouth. His cock was hard against my belly already. He rubbed down my back with his free hand and gripped my bottom, lifting me and grinding his hardness against my mons.

“Uh huh,” I panted into another kiss, and the hand on my bottom reached lower and cupped my crotch from behind. My feet were off the floor now and I was carried backward onto the bed.

The world was on tilt for me all of a sudden. I was still being kissed hard and I couldn’t think what to do or say. I felt the guy pushing at his pants then he pressed to me again and his cock was inside of me.

“Um Luke! Uh huh huh,” I cried, my eyes wide with shock. I clutched the guys back and dug my nails in. He had my legs spread and was pounding into me. I needed to stop this and get him to put on a condom but he was so firm and powerful.

“Aw fuck!” he suddenly cried out and thumped hard into me one last time and held firm. “Oh fuck yes,” he gasped and humped into me again.

I clung to him, my nails in his muscular back and my teeth bared against his shoulder. I could feel his cock throbbing inside me. I don’t usually have to think much about my cycle, but I was right now and was concerned that I might have been close to ovulating.

I lay there and let my husband’s cousin inseminate me, it was too late now. “Uh huh, like that,” I breathed into the guy’s hair. “It’s okay, just take me, Luke.”

“Ah fuck,” he groaned again and he cupped my face and covered my mouth with his. He delved into me with his tongue and resumed moving inside me. “I couldn’t stop myself. I’ve been thinking about you every minute since… Ooh god that feels so good.”

“Yeah? You like that?” I began to tease, and I ground against his embedded cock. “Mmm, do you want to cum again?”

“Fuck yeah.” Luke gripped the top of my head and ground and pumped into me. “Ooh that’s nice, that’s so fucking nice,” he snarled and started thrusting and spearing me with his rock-hard shaft again.

I planted my feet on the mattress and braced for him. My legs spread wide. My bald pussy was frothy and seeping cum from his first deposit. He powered up into me and held firm again, his cock pulsating and my orgasm throbbing through my vagina and contracting around his shaft, sucking on it and drawing the spurts of his seed into my belly.

What does it matter now, right? A second load wasn’t going to make any difference to the risk of him getting me pregnant. Might as well enjoy it.

Luke eventually relaxed and I lay quietly with the weight of the guy on my body and his soft penis still touching the open lips of my pussy. I was stroking his sweaty back beneath his shirt. “How long had it been?” I whispered to him.

He drew a breath and lifted his upper body. “I don’t even remember. Years.”

“You came so hard. I felt it both times.”

“Was that okay? I mean, none of this is okay.”

“Mmm it felt really nice for me, and now being all wet like this from a man.” I sat as Luke lifted from me. I held my dress up over my belly and had a look at myself. It was a gooey mess between my legs, my slit open and leaking. “Rodney never cums in me unprotected. Yours is the first semen I’ve had inside me like this since before I got married.” I smiled. “I hope you’re proud of yourself, Luke.”

“Kind of, I guess.” Luke tilted his head to look at me.

I rested back on my elbows and swung one leg across the other to close them. “Next time you have to try to go a bit slower and kiss me more.”

“Next time?”

“Uh huh. Can I come back tomorrow? I’d like to try and come each morning while we’re here if I can. You obviously need some practice with girls after so long.”

Luke quirked half a grin. “Practice?”

I leant to him and offered my lips. He kissed me softly.

“You can practice on me. We don’t have to talk if you don’t want to.”

“But what about..?”

“It’s okay. Rodney wants me to. He feels indebted for what you did.”

“So this is, what? Like he actually said for you to..?”

“Uh huh, he owes you and I’m the payment,” I uttered into another soft kiss. “Can it be purely physical for you, Luke? Is that okay? No emotions, no strings, just a sex payment.”

Luke drew a breath and expelled. He was frowning but his eyes were alight with interest. “I don’t know. I guess.” He swallowed. “So, you’re saying you’ll come visit each morning like this and I can have sex with you?”

“Hmm, I hope so. I just need to talk to Rodney about it. We haven’t thought any further than this morning yet.” I whispered into another kiss. “But he knows you would be having sex with me right now. We were both hoping you would want to.”

“Aw fuck, Julia, of course I’d want to. Hell, what man wouldn’t?”

“Mmm, thank you. That’s a nice compliment. And don’t forget that girls like compliments. Especially after you’ve had them. Compliments, kisses and cuddles.”

I lifted the guy’s t-shirt and looked at his body. I kissed his chest, sucking softly on his skin. He touched my head and I smiled as I squeezed his resurgent erection through the shorts he had unevenly pulled up. I kissed down to his abs, licking through the square furrows of definition. I was on my hands and knees. I lifted and pulled my dress off over my head. “You should keep me naked so you always know why I’m here, Luke.” I took his hand and pressed it to one of my breasts. He was pushing his shorts down with his other hand. I bit my grin, looking from his cock to meet his eyes. “Can I just suck it this time?”

“Ah fuck,” he groaned, his eyes wide and flashing up and back from my tits.

I lowered and took hold of his cock. It was sticky. It was a nice size, a bit shorter than I was used to. I would be able to take it into my throat quite easily, I decided. I kissed the tip and opened my mouth over the swollen head, sucking it softly and drawing the taste and scent of the guy. I licked up the underside of the shaft and kissed the broad eyelet, sucking a bead of milky fluid from it.

I turned my head to peer up at the guy staring wide-eyed at what I was doing. I bit my grin again, teasingly this time. “I want to swallow your cum this time, Luke. I was planning to do this before you had your way with me like that and fucked me.”


Chapter 11

Rodney had given up pacing and was standing at the sink, clutching it white-knuckled and staring out the window at the sliding glass door to the pool house. I had been in there for an hour. The door finally cracked open then slid back. I emerged and closed the door behind me. I walked up the pathway with my head bowed as I raked back my hair and fixed it in a band.

“Hi,” I said when I entered the kitchen. I had stopped short of where Rodney had turned to rest back against the sink. I was blushing guiltily.

“So, did he?” The question leapt from my husband’s throat. He already knew Luke had fucked me.

I nodded a little. “Yes.”

Rodney drew a huge breath and expelled. “Oh shit. Really? Full on sex?”

“Uh huh, he was so worked up though, Rodney. He really needed it. I’ve never felt a man so determined before. Once he kissed me there was no stopping him.”

“Stopping him from..? Like from..?”

I had moved close. “From taking me, completely! As fully as a man can take a woman, Rodney.” I peered up. “You were right, I should have taken your condoms.”

“Ah shit, Jules. He came inside you?”

“Yes, and now you have to. Right away!” I pulled at Rodney’s belt and opened his jeans. “Don’t talk about it, just..!”

“But Jules?”

“But nothing. I have Luke’s sperm in my womb right this minute and I need some of yours!” I grabbed my husband’s cock and continued pushing down his pants while holding it and making it flex and firm quickly. “Do you want to lick me a little bit first?” I breathed into a kiss.

“Yes.” Rodney’s face flushed hot.

“Mmm okay,” I uttered teasingly. “Do you want to taste where he’s been inside me?”

“Yes,” Rodney admitted again. “It will be you too, though, not just him.”

“Uh huh, but I’m more sticky than usual so that’s probably from his semen. I hardly remember how this feels, it’s been so long.”

“Okay then,” Rodney said and he took a breath and lowered to his knees. I lifted the skirt of my dress up to my belly, my other hand was in Rodney’s hair and pulling him close as he kissed my salty skin.

Rodney always went down on me before and after sex. He absolutely loved it, and now that some other male had been inside of me, he still wanted to do it. Of course, he always used a condom, so it was never about there being any semen present before. This was different.

Rodney pressed his lips to my freshly waxed mons. He drew my usual scent but noticed the difference already. My slit was closed but my labia was swollen and red. He nuzzled the soft pillow of flesh and found it sticky. He closed his eyes and licked, tasting a tangy flavour that he didn’t recognize. He licked the other pillow of my vulva then parted my slit with his thumbs.

My inner folds were coated in a milky film that pooled and strung between them. Rodney thought it was mostly semen, but my hand in his hair gripped and pulled him forward, a soft moan from me urging him on. He closed his eyes again and opened his mouth over my pussy. He narrowed his tongue and sliced it through my slit. I moaned louder and he extended his tongue deeper, probing my hot tunnel and tasting that strange flavour even more distinctly.

“Yeah, like that,” I uttered and I lifted a foot, which he held to help me spread my legs.

My husband got in under me and ate me out, spearing up into me with his tongue and sucking on my dripping folds of flesh. He told himself he could taste me in the gooey fluid he was swallowing, but that strange tangy flavour had filled his mouth and senses now.

I pulled on his shirt, getting him to stand. He got up with his cock in his fist. I helped guide him and he thrust up inside me. I was kissing and licking his mouth and face. He pulled my thighs open and pounded up into me half a dozen times then held firm, his balls contracting into the base of his shaft and their contents spurting deep into my vagina.

“Mmm, thank you,” I breathed into his ear.

He gulped and caught a breath. He sought my face and eyes. “But Jules…?”

“I know, but I should be okay. I should be safe at the moment, I hope.” I kissed him again, extending my tongue. “Mmm, I can smell him on your breath and taste him so strong in your mouth. So yummy.”

“Which is the same taste I noticed in your mouth when we first kissed, isn’t it?”

“Uh huh, except I got my mouthful straight from his balls,” I teased. “He was incredibly banked up with it and he’s going to need me again tomorrow.”

“Oh right. Again?”

“Yeah, but you want it too, don’t you Rodney? You want him to keep having me now that we’ve started, don’t you?” I lifted for another soft kiss. “He really needs this and we owe him, don’t forget.”

“Yeah, I guess,” Rodney agreed. “Still trying to get my head around it though. The fact that another guy’s dick has been inside my wife’s pussy…the mental picture with you all waxed and that. With your pussy stretched around his hard-on and his balls pressed against your lips, the head of his cock all the way up inside your vagina.” he huffed a big breath, shaking his head, but feeling a resurgent tingle in his cock. “The mental image hurts as much as it’s exciting, Jules.”

“Yes but it’s definitely different to the other thing, isn’t it? It’s not like in the stories you send me. Where it’s some big strong guy trying to get with me. And like with Anthony.”

“Oh right. Yeah, no, it’s different to that. With him. Or with some guy because of his muscles and that.” I flushed hot to myself.

“What?” I asked anxiously.

“No it’s just that.” Rodney blushed deeper. “Like to be honest, it’s a bit like that… I mean it could have happened at the bar when that guy had you outside straddling his lap. You must have been nearly split over his cock through his pants.”

I blushed too. “Um yes, but it wasn’t going inside me.”

“No, but the point is, that I wasn’t there to stop it from happening, and it could have.”

“Um not willingly. Not that time,” I said weakly.

Rodney gulped, nodded. “Not that time huh?”

I shook my head, biting down on my lip guiltily.

“But you’d like it to?” Rodney asked and swallowed. “You’d like it to be with a muscle guy as well as Luke?”

I grimaced, shrugging a little. “I don’t know, maybe.”

A flush of tingles filled my husband. The picture in his head right then was of another cock inside of me but he didn’t know whether or not there was a condom covering it. He didn’t want to say anything because it was actually really interesting knowing it had already happened without one. It had been so intense to taste me afterwards like that. Taste the evidence that some other man had been inside me.

He decided he wasn’t going to mention condoms again unless I did.

“Maybe just let it happen with that guy next time too?” he suggested, stroking my hair over an ear. “I mean, since Luke has already fucked you.”

“Mmm really?” I uttered. “I can only imagine how strong he would be. How forceful.”

“Oh yeah?” Rodney gulped.

“Uh huh, if he knew I was going to say yes, he’d probably be too strong for me to stop or control at all. It would definitely be him fucking me, not the other way around at all. Even on his lap like that I wouldn’t be able to get up unless he said I could… Once he was inside me, I could only ask him to stop before um… you know!”

Rodney gulped again, nodded. “I know baby, but I mean, Luke already has, right!”

“Uh huh, and I could be ovulating. Or soon at least, I think.”

“Yeah but it still might not happen. I mean it’s not for sure every time a girl gets cummed in.”

“Uh uh not for sure,” I said with a little smile now. “Plus if it happened again, it feels really exciting.”

“Yeah?” Rodney was fully boned up again.

“Uh huh, I’ll try to tell him not to but if he does it’s just going to be even more exciting for me, Rodney. You have to take me back to that bar and leave me there alone again.”

“Yeah I know. I’ve been thinking already that I want to see that guy with you again, Jules. And even better if he fucks you this time.”


Chapter 12

We got cleaned up and took the bicycles out for a ride around the lakeside path. On the way back to the glass house, Rodney’s phone buzzed in his pocket. His father was calling. He pulled up and took the call while I rode on ahead. It took a few minutes to instruct his father about a case he was looking after for him.

“Thanks Dad, that should suffice till I get back. I’ll give the Claims Adjuster a call tomorrow and make sure it’s followed up.”

“All right, son, good enough. Enjoy yourselves, sorry to disturb.”

“Yeah thanks, Dad, good luck.”

Rodney pedalled on and found me already in the shower when he got to the house. He flopped on the bed to stare up at the ceiling and try to figure out what the hell we were doing. And he slipped a hand down the front of his shorts and played with his erection.

That night, I was quiet and submissive as he fucked me. The following morning, he watched from the kitchen window as I walked down to the pool house and knocked on the door. After a moment, I stepped inside and the door closed behind me.

Rodney remained there leaning on the kitchen sink watching out the window. He was feeling numb, processing the picture in his head of his cousin having sex with me. He was still feeling a debt of gratitude toward Luke. This had blended with the excitement of me being taken from him, physically, sexually. The powerful yet surreal thrill of seeing another man touch and kiss me was beyond comprehension. The idea of me being penetrated by another man’s cock attacked him again and he had to turn away from the window and fist his erection through his boxer shorts as he slumped onto a kitchen chair.

The next hour had him pacing around the living room, checking out through the glass doors and kitchen window at short intervals. Finally I appeared from the door that closed behind me. I walked toward the house fixing my hair in a band, my cheeks rosy, my nipples poking at the thin fabric of my little floral-print dress, my slender thighs bare, mesmerizing Rodney’s attention as I walked up the stairs onto the deck.

I looked at my husband and smiled. “Hi, have you been waiting?”

Rodney’s mouth was too dry to speak. He gulped and nodded.

I walked right up to him and put my arms around his neck. He hugged me close. I lifted to his ear. “He was waiting for me too.”

“Yeah?” Rodney breathed.

“Uh huh, I think this is working. He was much more confident and assertive this morning.” I took a breath and expelled against his neck. “He took me once really nice, just the usual way. Then the second time he fucked me from behind.”

“Aw shit.”

“I know. And he spent the whole time in between cuddling and kissing me, keeping me naked and looking at me and stroking me with his fingertips.”

Rodney gulped. “Completely naked?”

“Uh huh, is that okay?” I breathed into a kiss, my breath and mouth salty with the taste of cum.

The idea of me being naked for Luke was new to my husband. He wasn’t sure how he felt about it, and the mental picture stuck with him all day; of me lying on his cousin’s bed naked on my back, Luke on his side next to me caressing my skin, nibbling my nipples, playing with my pussy.

That evening the plan was for another visit to the bar in town. Rodney drove us girls but didn’t join us at all. Instead he stayed in the car and had us both looking over all the while, knowing he was there watching through his binoculars, and playing up to him.

Tina had set things up with her friend Anthony. He took a little while to get around to me but soon offered me his hand and led me away from the crowded bar, strolling out toward the bench seat beneath the trees.

Visibility was again the issue for Rodney, so he left the car and crept along the path, right up to the fence only five yards from where I was already being kissed and felt up by my huge new boyfriend.

Or more so my date, Rodney reasoned as he dared to perch with his head above the fence, watching intently. He was amongst the foliage of a tree and confident he wouldn’t be detected. The moonlight was good enough to make out my nipples and the big hand squeezing my bare breasts.

Anthony and I were muttering in low tones and into each other’s mouths. The guy effortlessly lifted me onto his lap, getting me to straddle him. His hands were up the back of my top then lowering to my thighs and rubbing up under my skirt. There was grinding from me and fumbling from him. “Uh huh huh,” I suddenly cried under my breath, and the guy’s hand moved up my back and held me in place as he began to thrust and surge beneath me.

“Ooh, that’s fucking tight, baby,” Anthony groaned loud enough for my husband to hear.

“Mmm, you’re so big for me.”

“And you’re so fucking wet for me.”

“Hmm yeah, I’m wet for you,” I teased as I looked over at where Rodney was hiding.

“Oh fuck yeah, baby!” my lover groaned, crushing me to his chest and grinding me down onto his cock.

“Uh huh but don’t cum in me, okay? Let me taste it.”

“You wanna taste it? You wanna eat my big load?” the guy taunted, slowing his action and taking my mouth in a kiss.

“Are you getting close?” I asked sweetly. “Uh huh huh that’s so thick.”

“Go on then, cum on my dick, baby. I’ll hold back. Promise!”

“Mmm, can you? Can you hold it back?” I was rolling my hips, squishing back and forth and getting myself off. “Uh huh huh,” I moaned and grabbed the guy’s hair, holding on and squirming down hard onto him.

“Fuck yeah, ride it baby. Ride that fucking cock.”

“Uh huh… Uh huh huh,” I moaned and clamped my body to the guy, my eyes wide and fixed upon my husband as if I could actually see him. “Ah huh huh,” I breathed raggedly, my slender form convulsing in the moonlight.

The guy held me, stroking my back. He nuzzled for my face and kissed me.

I felt down between us. “Did you um…?”

“Yeah sorry, couldn’t help it.” He gulped and took a breath. “Don’t worry, I’m clean. I’ve only been with the one partner unprotected these past few years.”

“Oh.” I glanced over in my husband’s direction again. “I guess it will be okay then,” I said.

“Feels okay to me,” the guy said and thrust beneath me again. “Feels better than okay.”

“Mmm, but I need to go now,” I breathed into his kiss.

“You have to go?”

“Uh huh, just let me lick you clean then I have to go.”

The guy chuckled. “You wanna lick my dick?”

“Yes, I want to suck it for you. Just sit back and watch me.”

I slipped from straddling the guy and kept hold of his cock as I knelt in front of him. I moaned softly and had him surge up off the seat, his cock in my mouth. Rodney watched transfixed as I licked up and down the thing and took it back in to bob my head in time with the guy’s thrusts. He took a handful of my hair and kept me in place, fucking my mouth until he tensed up off the seat again and held firm.

“Na, fuck off,” the guy growled, and Rodney made out the form of another man peering around a tree, watching.

“Yeah that’s it beautiful, drink it down,” my lover urged me, keeping my head in place and still with his cock in my mouth.

“Uh hmm,” I moaned and I gulped and caught a breath. “Mmm that was so thick and there was so much,” I said, getting up off the ground, wiping my mouth with my fingers.

My lover fixed his pants and got up too. There were two other men there in the shadows and they hadn’t backed off far. Anthony walked towards them. “Go on, fuck off.” The three of them started pushing and grabbing shirts. I grabbed my purse and scurried to the fence where Rodney helped me over, and we hurried along the path to the car.

“Was that too much?” I asked.

We were driving and Rodney had said nothing as yet. He looked at me. “You’re so beautiful,” he told me, and that’s the thought that remained in his head until he fell asleep with me in his arms and his cum mixed with the other man’s in my belly that night.

How beautiful his wife is, was also the thought filling Rodney’s heart and head that next morning when he was peeping through the window of the pool house watching his cousin take the sexual favour we had granted him. He watched Luke pound me into his unmade bed, jamming himself up me and blowing his first load. Rodney remained there staring through a gap in the curtains while I was spooned naked and stroked and kissed for half an hour, then positioned on my hands and knees and mounted for another fuck.

Rodney was slumped with his forehead pressed against the window when his phone buzzed with a text from his father. He backed away and walked up to sit on the steps of the main house. He read the message demanding his immediate return home to handle the continuing problem with the case they spoke about the day before.


Chapter 13

I helped my husband pack. It was only a short drive to a local airport and I had him there in time for a midday flight. He hugged and kissed me. “I’ll be back as soon as I can, sweetheart.”

I pouted. “This sucks, Rodney.”

“I know! 48 hours okay?”

“Hmm, are you sure you don’t want me to come?”

“No babe, I’ll be too busy anyway. But just what we said though, okay? Just with Luke while I’m gone, and just stay at the house?”

“Yes boss. I know, Rodney. I don’t want to do anything without you.” I was pulled into a cuddle. “I’ll keep away from Tina and her friends. I don’t even need to go to town, I can get milk from the corner store.”

Rodney kissed my head. He swallowed. “And to just let Luke fuck you, right? Will you still want to go see him again in the morning?”

“Uh huh,” I uttered, feeling my blush rise. “I promised him every morning while we’re here. Or I should say we promised him.”

“Yeah, we did.” Rodney kissed my head again. “Which is all the more reason you need to stay, isn’t it?” His cock flexed against my belly. He kissed my hair softly once more. “Because he deserves to have this time with you, doesn’t he?”

“Uh huh,” I agreed with my husband. “And he’s getting more and more confident every time, and we wouldn’t want to deny him, would we?”

“Aw fuck,” Rodney groaned and he swallowed hard. “But just him, okay? Promise you won’t go out with Tina again? I don’t like the way those other guys at the bar were hanging around like that.”

“I’m not going out with Tina again. Promise!” I assured my husband, smiling up at him and kissing his lips. “I’m more than likely ovulating, Rodney, so it’s bad enough just letting Luke service me like this!” I cuddled close. “And you won’t even be servicing me yourself now, so it’s even more likely it will be Luke that gets me pregnant if it happens.”

“Aw fuck,” my husband groaned.

“If he hasn’t already. With his sperm inside me everyday like this, and giving me more every morning.”

“Yeah and still with no condoms, huh baby. Ever since that first time and we’re still not making him use them.”

My blush fired up. “Hmm and are you saying we should be?”

Rodney gulped, shaking his head a little. “No, I’m just saying we could. Not that I want us to.”

“Mmm me either. It’s so interesting and exciting as a woman to be full of a man’s sperm when I’m fertile this time of the month.” I stroked down my husband’s chest. “I want him to keep servicing me, Rodney. To keep me primed to conceive if it’s going to happen.”

“Oh fuck baby, this is so fucking crazy,” Rodney groaned and kept his erection pressed against me. “Damn it, that’s my flight too. I have to go okay!”

*

That afternoon storms rolled in and made for perfect catch-up-on-sleep weather. I woke late in the evening, ate and went back to bed, sending a goodnight text to my husband who replied with the news he was stuck in meetings until late.

After breakfast the following morning, I knocked on the pool house door, still wearing a sleep-tee from bed. The garment was immediately lifted off me. Luke cuddled from behind and felt my tits, pinching my nipples, the delightful sensation filtering down to moisten between my legs in readiness for his cock.

I was taken to the bed and kissed from my mouth to my breasts and nipples, down to my pussy. I spread my legs wide and held my lover’s head while he licked me to my first orgasm, which he had done each of the past few mornings.

Luke kissed his way back up my body, pausing to suck each nipple again before covering my mouth with his wet, gooey lips and surging into me with his fully engorged cock. He pulled back and slowly inserted again. My orgasm reignited before he had even settled into a rhythm fucking me. “Uh huh huh,” I moaned against his shoulder and clung to him as my belly clenched and my vagina gripped and pulsed around his embedded cock.

He lifted from me a little. “So, still okay?”

I huffed a breath. “Umm, I don’t know for sure.”

Luke rolled his hips, moving slowly out and in. “So do you think you might be soon?”

“Probably.” I shrugged, grimacing guiltily. “What if we just don’t worry about it?” I pulled the guy into me again, squirming my split-open gash over his cock. “I actually think I want to be pregnant, Luke. I wouldn’t mind if it was to you.”

“Yeah?” He surged into me. “I’d like that too.”

“Mmm, except Rodney’s been with me of course, and another guy fucked me the other night as well. Uh huh huh I’m so easy now for you men, you know?”

“You are? You’re a slut now, are you?”

“Yes, I’m a slut. Just fuck me then I’ll turn over so you can doggy me as well. Uh huh huh you know I love you on my back. Do you know I never get it from Rodney like that.”

“Aw fuck yeah!” Luke cried out and thumped into me to hold firm and empty his balls. They were up against the base of his shaft and pulsing within the folds of my labia, his cockhead in deep and his cum lashing my cervix.

“Mmm like that,” I breathed into his hair. “I’d love to have your baby after what you did for us, Luke. I might even tell Rodney when he gets back. I think it might be another few days yet before it’s the best time for me, but maybe he should have to wait and let you do it. What do you think?”

Luke rolled off me onto his side. “Haha, sounds fair to me. I think he should have to wait and let me try getting you pregnant.”

I smiled and scooted around to spoon back, pulling a hand up to my breasts. “Mmm this might be fun. I wonder what he’ll say.”

Luke kissed my shoulder. “And what about this other guy who fucked you?”

“No, I think I should be fine right now. I doubt he would have gotten me. And you’d had sex with me that day too. And the morning after.”

“Oh okay.” Luke wriggled down a bit and pressed the head of his cock against my slit. I arched for him and he surged back up inside me. “Like this?” he asked into my ear.

“Uh huh, any way you want me,” I told him. “Like I said, yours to do with as you please.” I met his kiss over my shoulder. “Because of what you did for us.”


Chapter 14

It was nearing midday when I left Luke’s bed and returned to get washing done and hang it out in time to dry. I did a general house clean and spent a half hour on the phone with my husband. He was between meetings and had no idea what was happening with his case as yet.

I cooked a light meal and was relaxing in front of the television that night when there was a gentle knock on the glass door. I turned to see Curt’s smiling face. I was dressed in a little lace trim tank and panties, my legs tucked up on the lounge. Curt didn’t wait for an invitation and slipped in through the door, closing it behind him. I was tugging at the hem of my top as he approached, but there was no way of stretching it down far enough.

“Hello love, where’s Rodney?”

“He got called back to the city for work.”

“Oh! That’s a shame.” Curt motioned to the vacant end of the lounge. “Do you mind if I sit for a minute?”

“No, of course not. Please!”

The older man sat. “Truth is it’s been a rough day and I was hoping Rodney might offer me a beer, but you owe me a massage and my head hurts, so how about one of those instead?” He scooted from the lounge to sit on the floor in front of me, leaning back and looking up smiling. “Come on, just my head.” He claimed my hands and guided me to the edge of the chair so I was sitting behind with my legs either side of him. “Yeah, like that,” he hummed as I began rubbing his scalp.

“Mmm, just like that, nice and firm,” Curt encouraged, rocking his head back against my hands.

“Like that?” I asked, thrilled to be soothing a strong older man like this.

“Yeah perfect,” Curt said, smiling up and rubbing back with his head. He took a big breath and expelled as he ran his thumbs up my inner-calves and peered up at me again. “I thought I warned that husband of yours not to leave you alone here too, by the way.”

My blush heated my face and neck. I swallowed. “Not to leave me alone with you, you mean!”

Curt grinned. “Damn straight! Although I’ve noticed young Luke looks a bit happier lately. Have you had anything to do with that, love? I heard he did something, almost saved Rodney’s life the other day?”

My blush filled my face again. “Um yes, he did actually. He risked his life to save Rodney from being hit by a car.”

“Yeah that’s what I heard. That he did that for you guys, and now you’re doing something for him, yeah?”

“Um, sort of,” I admitted. “He’s really hung up over his ex is all. I’m just helping him with that.”

Curt rubbed into my thighs with his head. As he peered up at me his stubble gently scraped the delicate skin on my inner thighs, sending tingles. He looked at the crotch of my panties. “And he’s fucking you, is he? Is that how you’re helping him?”

“Um yes,” I uttered, as the older man’s stubble brushed against the crotch of my panties sending an electric shock straight to the intersection of my legs, my breath catching.

Curt twisted around and nuzzled my crotch, drawing a breath through his nose. “Ooh your cunt smells good, love,” he groaned and bit me gently through the fabric. “These are cute,” he added and grinned up at me, his finger hooked into the leg of my panties, and he pulled them aside.  

“But Curt!” I protested, pushing at his head. Oh my god take me now I screamed to myself.

He opened his mouth over my pussy, as if in slow motion, and peeled the crotch of my panties away more, so he could get at me, his tongue slicing up my opening and sending another bolt of electricity through me down there. “Aw fuck, that’s nice,” he groaned into me, his lips and his breath causing more sparks.

“But we can’t. We shouldn’t,” I went on protesting, though I had a handful of the older man’s hair and my legs had splayed open involuntarily.

“It’s ok, just let me help you get nice and relaxed, love.” Curt lashed my clit, isolating and sucking on it. His tongue was rolling around and probing my folds. He nibbled me gently with his teeth and I flinched. He inserted a finger and rubbed back against my pubic bone while continuing to massage my hard little glans with his raspy tongue. “That’s it love, let it go,” he groaned and reached up with his free hand to grope my tits.

I pulled my tank top up to my neck. My legs were pushed together and my panties stripped from them. Curt’s chin and mouth were wet. He paused to look at my body. I lifted my top off completely and dropped it aside. He felt a tit with one hand and inserted fingers back into my pussy with the other. He watched what he was doing down there then lowered and covered my clit with his mouth again.

“Uh huh huh,” I moaned, sucking in a breath, my eyes rolling back at the sensation. I wriggled lower in my seat and lifted my feet up onto the lounge, spreading myself completely open again. I pulled at the older man’s hair and ground on his mouth, my orgasm rising again and reaching the brink before he suddenly lifted his head and extracted his fingers, abandoning my pussy and leaving it to throb in the cool air.

Curt pushed down his shorts and jocks. His impressive cock levered upright. He pressed it down and positioned the head against my opening. “Are you on birth control, love?”

I shook my head, swallowed hard. “Mmm but it doesn’t matter,” I mumbled.

Curt smiled. “Nice,” he said and sunk into me.

“Uh huh huh,” I moaned and flung my arms over the back of the lounge, my body undulating up off the seat as the cock inside me probed deep and surged. I clung to the backrest and kept my feet planted, my bottom raised. My hips were being gripped and my vagina was being reamed as the guy pounded against me. “Uh huh like that!” I cried out as my orgasm exploded from my head to my toes, and I remained spread wide and up off the lounge cushion while Curt fucked me through several more peaks then jammed himself up me and held firm.

I felt his cock pulsating inside me. I remained still. He pulled back a bit and watched his shaft throb. I rolled my eyes down to watch too.

He grinned. “There you go, love.”

I blushed.

He squeezed off the last few spurts and pulled out, wiping me closed with his cockhead. “Yeah those young fellows been pumping theirs in nice and deep I suppose. There’s a nice full cunt for you too, love.”

“Mmm that felt deep too at first.”

“Haha yeah first few spurts, but I produce a lot, don’t worry.”

“Um okay. It’s exciting that it’s from you, Curt.”

“Yeah come on then. Let’s lie down and draw it in nice and deep eh.” He lay me down and pressed his body to me. He kissed me deeply. “I’m going to fuck you again in a bit. Just need to recover first.”

“Like, again tonight?” I asked, peering up from the man’s chest.

“Yeah, let’s do it nice, in bed.” He stroked more hair from my face. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you, love?”

“Uh huh,” I uttered. “I’d like it.”

*

Rodney took a deep breath and expelled quietly. He could hear every word from outside the open living room window. His overnight bag was on the front porch, where he had first peeped in and saw Curt removing my panties. He left it there after catching a taxi from the airport with the intention of surprising me.

He watched through the curtain as I was being led naked up the stairs. He remained sitting there on the window ledge, listening up at the balcony above. He heard the bed squeak and the low tones of talking. It was a good while before my moans alerted him to the fact I was being fucked again, and Rodney listened through the squeaking of the bed and the loud grunt of the older man, obviously ejaculating, and no doubt inside me again.

Soon afterward, Rodney watched Curt walk from the house and along the pier to his boat. Rodney walked out into the yard and looked up at the balcony and bedroom. I didn’t appear to move about at all and simply turned off the light, so he walked back around the house, picked up his bag and strode off toward town.


Chapter 15

I woke late the next morning and immediately checked my phone. There was only the one message, received late the previous night.

Rodney: Could be another 1-2 days. Call you when I get a chance tomoz xx

I blushed at the pang of guilt filling my belly and heating my face. I typed.

Julia: Hurry back! Miss you already xx

“Oh my god,” I muttered to myself and pushed away the thought of being taken to bed by Curt, the fact that he said he’d be back tonight for more sex with me.

I didn’t know what I was going to say to my husband. I knew I would have to tell him what happened. It wasn’t as if it was that far over the line, I convinced myself while showering the sticky residue from my pussy and inner thighs.

There was the additional worry that I may fall pregnant though, and Curt was now officially added to that equation, since I was carrying his seed as well as Luke’s and the other man, Anthony’s.

I pulled on one of my summer dresses and opened my laptop while having some cereal for breakfast. I had to think carefully but was able to work out when my last period was, give or take a few days. It was over two weeks since it had started, and according to the ovulation calculator I was using, I should have ovulated in the past few days. At the latest it would be today or within the next 48 hours if I had my starting date wrong.

If it was earlier, there was definitely sperm present from Luke and Anthony, as well as from my husband. If it was later, there would be sperm from Luke of course and now from Curt.

I had a hot flush at the thought of getting another service from Luke this morning and another from Curt tonight. I was going to be very well covered that was for sure. Very well primed for the release of my egg this month with all these men’s sperm ready to meet and fertilise it.

I was thinking that and had no panties on when I knocked on the pool house door. Luke pulled me inside and into his arms. He took me hard in a kiss then turned me around.

“Like this?” I asked back over my shoulder. I was being felt up. There was a stiff, hard cock against my lower back. I squeezed it and helped the guy free it. I lifted to tiptoes and gripped the kitchen counter while Luke worked himself into my pussy from behind. “Uh huh huh,” I panted and swallowed hard at the feel of being penetrated and filled. “Mmm fuck me,” I told the guy, and he humped me hard and fast, pounding me through an orgasm and emptying his balls into me.

“Aw fuck you’re hot, Julia. You’re so fucking hot.”

“Mmm fill me up, Luke. Fill me with your sperm.”

*

That afternoon, I got a call from my husband.

“Hi Rodney.”

“Hey Jules, I’ve only got a minute. I just wanted to check you’re okay?”

“I’m okay. I’m fine,” I answered, twirling a lock of hair until it hurt. “When are you coming back? I don’t like this without you.”

There was a moment of silence before Rodney spoke again. “Is Luke still fucking you? Like, this morning?”

“Yes. He’s getting more and more confident. He fucked me before he even said hello this morning. Although I was a bit later than usual and he was waiting.”

“Oh, you were later, huh? Did you sleep in?”

My blush rose again. I took a breath. “There’s actually something I need to tell you, Rodney.”

“No, don’t,” Rodney cut in definitively. “Leave it till I get back, okay? I don’t want to know, on the phone like this.”

“Oh. Okay…?” Confusion replaced my flush of guilt. “It’s important though, Rodney. I need to tell you.”

“No you don’t, Jules. Trust me, you don’t need to say anything. Just tell me you’re safe and not in any danger in that way.”

“No, I’m not in danger, Rodney. I’m fine here. Luke’s right there if I need him, but I’ll be okay anyway.”

“All right then.” Rodney huffed a breath into the phone. “And what about safe in terms of birth control, Jules? Do you need to worry about that yet?”

“Um, I guess,” I uttered, chewing a lip now. I grimaced to myself. “I’m probably borderline unsafe right now, to be honest. I think I might be ovulating pretty soon, if not already, so there’s a chance I could fall pregnant from this.”

“Yeah? Do you think?” Rodney croaked.

I swallowed at a knot of nervous excitement. “Which I wouldn’t mind so much. If it happened with Luke, for example.”

Rodney expelled a breath into the phone. “Really?” His tone was subdued, curious.

“Or if it was with that guy from the bar or even some other big strong man,” I went on searchingly. “I mean, it would still be our baby – yours and mine. There would be no need to ever know who the biological father is, right?”

“Yeah, there’d be no need,” Rodney agreed, expelling hard again. “I mean if it was a muscle dude or whatever. But I still don’t think it’s a good idea to go back to that bar though, Jules. Not with those other guys there, the ones who were watching.”

“I know. I’m not going anywhere without you, Rodney. I’d be so easy for any man right now. Those guys from the bar would probably just take me home with them if I went back there.”

“Aw fuck,” Rodney groaned.

I giggled. “Oh, so you like that idea?”

“No!”

“Hmm, sounded like you did.”

“Aw shit, Jules. I’m actually back already. I’m in a motel room in town. I came back last night and saw you with Curt.”

“You did?” My entire body lit up with tingles. “You’re here? You watched me?”

“I know, it’s pathetic, isn’t it? I didn’t know what to do. When he left and you turned the light off, I just walked away and didn’t stop until I got to town. Then I found this motel and hired a car this morning. I was just going to try and watch you again.”

“No Rodney, it isn’t pathetic, it’s hot. This is so exciting! You have to come tonight. Curt said he’s coming back to fuck me again. He didn’t ask or anything, he just told me to expect him and be ready.”

“Shit, he said that? He told you to be ready?”

“Uh huh,” I uttered, smiling to myself. “And he knows I’m not on birth control too, Rodney. He only just came and he got so hard inside me again when I told him. And that’s when he said he’d be back tonight, so he can try to get me pregnant.”

There was another pause during which I could only hear my husband breathing. Finally he swallowed and asked. “And he actually said that, he wants to try to get you pregnant?”

“Yes, because I told him I hoped it might happen, and that I wouldn’t mind if it was either him or Luke.”

“Oh okay. I guess they’re kind of similar in build and that, even though Curt is obviously older.”

“I know, Curt’s really strong. They both are. And it feels so nice being held by them, Rodney. There’s no way I can move when either of them are fucking me. They just take me as they please. Which is different, exciting!”

“I noticed how wide you had your legs spread for Curt on the lounge last night, Jules. I’ve never seen you do that before.”

“Uh huh,” I blushed to myself again. “He made me want to do that. Just the way he looks at me, Rodney. I can’t wait for him to get here tonight. I’m glad it’s worked out like this, with Luke in the mornings, and you not here this week while I’m ovulating.”

“Yeah.” Rodney huffed a breath. “I actually need to go back to the city again tomorrow, for another couple of days at least. I might just watch through the window again tonight.”

“Okay, I’ll make sure we stay in the lounge room then.”

“Okay, do you know what time?”

“He said he’d bring a bottle of wine after dinner. I’d say about eight at least, maybe a bit later before he actually fucks me.”

“All right, sweetheart, I need to make some other calls. I’ll be at that window in the front garden.”

“Okay bye, Rodney. Love you.”

“Love you too.”

*

I tossed the phone and walked outside to dive in the pool. I was alone there, Luke saying he had things to do in town all day. I swam laps until my arms were numb and my lungs were burning. I soaked in a spa bath, waxed my pussy and shaved my legs. Luke came home while I was eating dinner, and I took him a plate I had prepared and remembered to pick up the one I left on my first visit.

“No, you have to wait until morning,” I scolded the guy, smacking at his hands on my way out the door.

He caught me and pulled me into a cuddle. “Seriously though, it’s amazing you’re doing this for me, Julia.”

“What, the dinner? It’s nothing, I was cooking anyway.”

“Yeah right. You know what I mean.”

“Oh. That?” I giggled into a kiss. “I was serious about repaying you for what you did at first, though.”

“At first?”

“Yes, at first. And still now of course, but I like being with you as well.”

“Yeah, me too,” Luke said into another kiss.

“Yes, but you have to wait!” I scolded again. “I’ll come back in the morning, and every morning for the next week or so if you still want me to.”

“Fuck yeah, I want you to!”

“Well good! Now go and find some chick online to chat with or something. You have to start getting out there!”

I left the guy and went to clean up after my meal. I slipped on a satin nightie and waited watching television, continually checking the window for my husband. There was no sign of him before Curt tapped on the glass door, though.

The older man entered the house with a bottle of wine and a huge smile on his face. He pulled me into a cuddle and kiss then poured us drinks. We finished the bottle quickly and Curt took my empty glass and put it aside as he moved over me on the big leather lounge. He took my mouth, his kiss gaining passion and his hand rubbing up my side and closing over a breast.


Chapter 16

Rodney crushed his cock through his trousers. He was staring through the window watching the older man’s hand move on me. The guy’s tongue was in my mouth. He forced my thighs open and positioned himself between them. Rodney could see my bare pussy. Curt’s hand rubbed down over my belly and cupped it. I undulated up off the lounge as he felt into my opening.

“Aw fuck,” Rodney groaned under his breath. His heart was pounding, his chest tight, his cock as hard as a rock.

Curt slipped a string from my shoulder and bared one of my tits. He nuzzled it and sucked the nipple. He was braced over me with one hand clutching the armrest of the lounge. The fingers of his other hand were now wet with my juices, my legs spread completely open and my hips rolling as two of the guy’s big digits moved in and out of me as if in slow motion.

Rodney freed his cock at the same time Curt did. He thumbed the head and wet it with his pre-cum. Curt positioned the broad head of his cock against my open gash. Rodney sucked in a breath as the other man entered me and surged up inside me.

“Uh huh huh,” I panted, my eyes wide and searching for Rodney at the window. I met his gaze but it quickly moved away, as he obviously imagined I couldn’t see through the glare of the lounge room lighting on the glass. “Uh huh huh,” I moaned some more as I was fucked into the lounge.

Curt had lowered on top of me and was pumping me solidly, his thrusts slow and measured, his butt clenching with each insertion of his cock into my cunt. I was clawing at his back, fisting the t-shirt he was wearing. I cried out again and arched my head back, my body tense and quaking in orgasm

Curt slowed his action and worked me through that peak, then he resumed screwing me deeply, gradually building the pace of his thrusts until he suddenly drove hard up into me and held firm, his face contorted, jaw clenched.

Rodney could see the guy’s butt cheeks quivering, his thighs flexing with each pulse of semen he was injecting into my belly. His thighs were open enough that Rodney could see his huge balls pressed against my bottom, the flex of his thighs contracting through them and making them pulsate. He soon pulled out though, leaving my cunt gaping and seeping cum. He flipped me onto my belly then effortlessly lifted me completely, positioning me on hands and knees on the floor. His cock was still erect. It was in his fist as he knelt behind me and positioned it against my slit.

“Yeah like that,” I said back over my shoulder. “I love being mounted and serviced like this.”

“Haha, a bitch in heat eh!” Curt chuckled and slammed into me making my tits surge out the top of my nightie. He gripped my shoulders and slammed into me again.

“Ah huh huh,” I cried out, glaring at the window. Curt pulled back and jolted my tits out the top of my nightie again. “Ah huh huh fuck me!” I screamed and my husband yanked open the window, climbed through it and dropped to his knees, shoving his cock in my mouth.

“Yeah go, Rodney!” Curt cheered and started humping in time with Rodney’s thrusts against the back of my throat. He had a handful of ponytail and was holding me in place. He was already on the verge and I was gripping the base of his shaft and sucking his cockhead hard as he pulled back for the next surge into me.

“Oh fuck. Oh yes. Oh fuck here it is!” Rodney cried out and probed as deep as I allowed him to. His load burst into my throat, my eyes squeezed shut tight, my face red as I coughed and swallowed.

“Yeah, good boy,” Curt said and pulled me away from him. He lowered me to the rug on the floor, flat on my tummy. He opened my legs and got between them, one of his hands beneath my tummy holding me up and working my clit while he supported himself on the other and resumed humping me.

I lay still with my face pressed against the rug and my eyes upon my husband. My slender young body was being squashed and jolted. The man on my back was thrusting into my cunt and squirming hard with each insertion, his pelvis flexing and gyrating, his cock spearing up inside me and probing the depth of my vagina. He was suddenly still and jammed up into me hard. “That’s it take it, love. Take that fucking load,” he snarled. “You fucking love that, don’t you?”

“Mmm, I love it,” I replied sweetly, still holding my husband’s eyes. “I love that it’s from you, Curt. I love that he’s watching you fuck me.”

Rodney gulped and glanced at the older man and nodded. “She wants you to get her pregnant.” He looked to me again. “Don’t you, sweetheart?”

“Yes I do,” I answered, still looking at him.

“Have you worked out when you should be ovulating?” Curt asked. He was still up me, moving slowly inside me.

I peered back at him. “Probably right now, or within the next few days at the latest. But Rodney’s going away again for a while, so you can keep fucking me.”

Curt grinned. “Happy to!” He lifted and peeled open the cheeks of my bottom. Rodney craned his neck to see the guy’s cock still inside my cunt. It oozed out of me and left me open and seeping cum. Curt crawled from between my thighs and allowed me to close them. He knelt beside me. “Come on love, suck it for me. Clean all that gooey load and I’ll give you another nice big one tomorrow night.”

“Mmm promise?” I asked and I got up onto my side and began by lifting the older man’s cock and licking his balls.


Chapter 17

Rodney watched stunned to silence. He sat there on the lounge craning to see me suck Curt’s dick clean of our combined juices. He watched me being led to the door and taken outside onto the deck. And he waited there still sitting on the lounge while I was cuddled and kissed goodnight by my older lover. Rodney waited there for 20 minutes before leaving us still talking and cuddled together and driving back to his motel room.

The next three days and nights were a blur for my husband. He had two court appearances and back to back meetings the rest of his waking hours. HIs reports from me were short and frank, details of me being fucked morning and night by Luke and Curt. He ended up stuck at home for another full week, and on the final day of my stay at the lake he called me again.

“Okay, so that was your last visit with Luke then?”

“Yes, but he’s met someone anyway. He’s been face-timing with some girl he met through a dating site the other day. He said he’s going to ask her out.”

“Oh okay. That’s good then, right?”

“I know, it’s fantastic,” I enthused. “Mission accomplished.”

“Yeah, mission accomplished. And debt paid in full, do you think?”

“Um, maybe.”

Rodney’s cock flexed against the hand he had in his trouser pocket. Standard practice during any communication with me lately.

I grimaced excitedly. “My period is late for sure now, so I took a home pregnancy test this morning, which was positive.”

“Oh shit, really?”

“Yes it’s very early, so not definite, but there’s every chance I’m pregnant to one of these men, Rodney. I’m sure I would have ovulated when there was sperm from them present.”

“Yeah, well that’s what it takes, I suppose.” Rodney swallowed hard. “And we knew all the while, didn’t we?”

“Uh huh, but I’ve been extra bad,” I uttered softly. “Uh huh huh,” I moaned. “Mmm Anthony, that’s so deep!”

** The end **
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