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Chapter 1

Ivy

My cousin Cleo was the same age as me, 21, though she was far more experienced. I’d always seen her that way. We went to the same high school but were part of very different cliques.

Cleo was a bad girl, hung out with the jocks and went to all the parties. I was in the choir and did drama, hung out at home in my bedroom studying and practicing and was active with the youth group at church.

Now Cleo was an assistant manager in a clothing store and I was a newlywed housewife with an online presence. I sang covers and did the occasional stage production with our local community theatre group. All of which was fun and kept me busy.

I didn’t need to earn an income since my husband Santino had family wealth.

Cleo and I had met by chance today at the shopping mall food court and sat together because we’re related and it would’ve been weird not to. It must be the nearest café to her work place.

“I don’t really know, I guess we’ll probably think about having children early rather than later,” I grimaced and I felt my face flush embarrassingly at the mention of anything sexual.

My cousin smiled and looked up after sipping her coffee. She had a question, I could see it in her eyes. She seemed to abandon it though.

“What?” I asked blushing deeper. I wanted questions. I was desperate for any advice I could get about being married, having a husband to, I don’t know, what the heck was I supposed to do with a husband?

Cleo shook off her frown and looked at me squarely. “So were you a virgin Ivy?”

My blush went next level.

“I mean on your wedding night?” my cousin continued as she leant forward and tilted her head curiously.

I swallowed and nodded then drew a big breath. I had been a virgin until my wedding night three weeks ago. Since then we’d been on our honeymoon for two weeks and home in our brand-new house for one week. Santino had been having sex with me every night.

“Yes I was a virgin but I’m not anymore,” I told my cousin. We’d never talked about anything like this before.

Cleo was blushing a little too. “That must have been really special,” she said, her eyes genuine and a hint of envy in her voice.

I responded honestly and frankly, “It was scary. I had no idea what to expect or what to do. I still don’t!”

Cleo smiled again. Her eyes were still genuine.

“Oh that’s funny, is it?” I scolded, smiling too.

“Yes it kind of is, but mostly I’m just jealous. It’d be so exciting if it was all new and frightening again. It gets old when you’ve had a few boyfriends.”

I drew and expelled a calming breath. “I wish I’d had a few boyfriends and knew what I was doing. It’s worse than scary, I just have no idea and Santino doesn’t either. He was a virgin too!”

“Yeah I figured,” my cousin acknowledged. “Santino doesn’t look like he’d have any idea, but he’s not alone. Guys our age are hopeless, I hooked up with this older, um, can I talk about this?”

“Oh yes please, please!” I begged.

My cousin checked around but we were in a booth and there was no one either side of us. She spoke low anyway.

“So I hooked up with this much older guy a couple of weeks ago and seriously, he had me in orgasm for like an hour before he even took his pants off,” she said and seemed to pause as if to gauge my reaction, then continued.

“He was playing me like an I-don’t-know-what, like a frigging violin or something. Slow, slow, slow, then fast and faster and off I’d go again, exploding with his head in my lap and two handfuls of his hair I must have been pulling out of the scalp.”

I stared back at my cousin and frank honesty blurted from my mouth, “Santino hasn’t given me an orgasm yet.”

Cleo sipped her coffee and nodded. “Figures. Apart from that guy there’s only been two others that have for me, and they were both by accident. Guys don’t get how we work at all, in my experience. There seriously should be lessons for them at school or something. We’d have let them practice what they were learning, right?”

I rolled my eyes and shared a giggle at my own expense. “It’s not that I didn’t want to get with boys!”

“No, you’re glad you didn’t Ivy. Seriously, I’m so jealous that you get to experience this for the first time with your husband. That’s pretty cool you know. It’s just too bad he hasn’t had some experience at least. Does he like, go down on you at all?”

My blush filled my face again.

“No I mean, if you want to talk?” my cousin checked. “It’s fine if you don’t, I understand.”

“No I do want to talk. I desperately need to talk,” I pleaded.

“Okay, so it’s just us girls, you can tell me. Does he go down on you?”

I sucked in a big breath and nodded. “He licks me a little bit then gets on.”

“Does he lick your clit, does he seem to know where it is?”

I shook my head. “I don’t think he knows. He just gets me wet with his tongue, like just licking to make me um, so he can um..!” I grimaced.

“Yeah I get it,” my cousin placated, raising her hand and shaking her head knowingly. “The old standard two licks and wham bam thank you ma’am. They all seem to know about that much and no more.

“So when he’s having sex with you, it lasts about two minutes and he’s done and ready to go to sleep?” my cousin enquired and sipped her coffee.

I nodded. “Maybe two minutes, maybe less.” I grimaced. “It’s still nice though.”

Cleo giggled. “Yes of course it’s nice. It’s nice foreplay but where’s the rest? Do you have a vibrator or massager or something? Do you want me to send you one, there’s this fantastic little buzzy that’s on special right now. You won’t believe it Ivy. It. Is. Amazing!”

I grimaced guiltily. “I know, I’ve got one. I’ve been using one of those for about a year now and I’ve still got a regular vibrator I’ve been using. Aunt Charlotte bought it for my birthday and gave it to me in secret.”

My cousin stared at me mouth agape. She blinked. “Aunty Charlotte gave you one too?”

I nodded.

“Right.” Cleo pointed to the food outlets. “Do you want to get lunch, I’m starving.”

I nodded some more. This was perfect, it was exactly what I needed. We lined up and got sushi and another coffee and a slice of cake each for sweets.

“Okay, so we can do for ourselves all our lives if we have to but it’d be way better to train a man to do it for us, right?” Cleo picked up from where we’d left off.

“I’m thinking that older men are the answer. We need to experience sex with some men who know what they’re doing then take those lessons back to our men.”

I grimaced guiltily. “There’s an older man next door to us who knows what he’s doing.”

My cousin’s brows shot up.

“I mean I assume he’d know what he’s doing. He’s just the type. You can tell by the way he looks at you that he’d know what he was doing if he got hold of you.”

“Oh really, do tell! What’s his name?”

“It’s Carson. He’s an investigative reporter. Travels all over the world and isn’t ready to settle down and get married yet. He’s only 28 though, not that much older than us.”

“I see, and is he hot?” Cleo asked and sucked her coffee spoon after scooping some froth.

I blushed again. “He works out in his garage a lot. It’s hard not to watch. It’s been every day so far.”

“Oh okay, nice. So you’ve only been in your house for a week. Have you met him yet? You seem to know a bit about him. What’s he like?”

“We’ve talked a couple of times over the fence. He seems nice. We don’t have a proper fence yet so we can see into each other’s yards. If you’re outside at the same time you have to say hello at least, right? There’s nothing wrong with that is there?”

My cousin smiled. “I don’t know, does it feel like there’s something wrong with it? If it feels naughty, it probably is. Based on my experience.”

I grimaced again. “I don’t know, I just got married, it feels a little bit wrong talking to another man.”

“One you find attractive,” my cousin pointed out. “And you said you can tell he’d know what he’s doing by the way he looks at you?”

My blush heated again and my cousin stared in question.

“He looks you up and down like he’s undressing you but it’s not sleazy, it’s open and honest and sort of flattering and exciting. It’s like he knows he can’t have you but he wishes.”

“Oh wow that’s making me flush and I haven’t even seen the guy. Do you wear anything? I mean of course you wear something, I mean to make him look?”

“Um no,” I squeaked blushing terribly now.

“Liar!” my cousin glared back at me. “Oh my god, slut!” she giggled.

“I am not! I’ve only been married three weeks, it’s nothing like that. He was just watching me hanging out the washing yesterday and I hadn’t gotten dressed properly yet.”

“Hmm, so what were you wearing?” Cleo asked without the banter in her tone now.

I drew a breath. “I was still in my nightie and dressing gown.”

She nodded. “How long is your dressing gown?”

“Um, it’s summer,” I defended. “It’s not that short though. It covers me.”

“Uh huh, so was he looking at your legs, this investigative journalist who travels the world and works out in his garage where you can watch him?”

“Yes, he was looking at my legs, but I didn’t know he was going to be there. I just had to hang a few things in time to get them dry while it was sunny. I wouldn’t normally go outside in my nightie and robe, would I?”

“Hmm I’m not so sure cuz. Has Santino met this guy? What was his name again?”

“It’s Carson. And yes, Santino gets on great with him. They had beers and played darts and pinball in his garage the other night while I spied out the window.”

“Haha I bet you did. And so your husband gets on with the guy, that’s good. No harm in encouraging his looks then. Since that’s all you’re allowed as a married woman, I suppose. It could encourage the men to talk about sex and maybe this Carson guy gives Santino some tips, you never know!”

My cousin sipped more of her coffee and frowned.

“So tell me Ivy, when you went outside to hang your washing for this guy to watch, were you wearing panties under your short nightie?”

My mouth hung open. I glared at her.

My cousin smiled. “Well, were you?”

“Yes! Oh my god,” I cried.


Chapter 2

Santino worked for his father in the family new car sales business. He was technically assistant manager of the franchise, his uncle the manager, his father the CEO. The family had been in business for twenty-five years and were looking to expand, so Santino would soon have his own car yard to run.

He had to do the work though; his uncle and father insisted he do fulltime hours and account for any time he needed to take off, as would another employee.

The only leg-up his father had given him so far was a loan to buy his house. The bank of mum and dad with no interest and easy payments over fifteen years. Thirty percent of the purchase price was given as a pre-inheritance to make the house affordable.

Santino got home at 5.30pm with a couple of hours of daylight. He spread good quality topsoil ready to lay turf tomorrow. It was being delivered at six in the morning. His cousin was coming over to help out and he was doing it himself otherwise to save the cash.

The house was a new build. The other half of the duplex belonged to Carson next door. He’d been in there for six months and had established his lawn. They’d be putting a permanent fence between the yards in a couple of weeks’ time and planned on doing that together to save on costs too.

Carson was doing laps of his pool. He had a lovely in-ground pool with decking around half of it and bowling green grass around the other side. His place was looking great.

Santino had a rest from levelling the topsoil for a moment and saw that his wife was looking out the kitchen window, watching Carson in his pool. The guy was ripped with the top half of his body glistening wet in the late afternoon sun.

He rested back against the side of the pool with a beer in one hand and his phone in the other, seemingly unaware Ivy was watching him.

Santino was a little underweight, strong but thin and sinewy. He was only 23, so a good five years younger than his neighbour and more boyish, whilst Carson was a grown man. Santino was just starting to fill out a little but the process was slow.

His new wife was obviously enamoured by the neighbour. Her eyes appeared glazed over and she was fiddling with the neckline of her dress.

This went to something that had happened at their wedding three weeks ago. Santino’s older cousin had cast a spell on Ivy too. He was also a more mature and fully developed man and had always intimidated Santino and bossed him around growing up six years older.

Santino had noticed his cousin with his eyes down Ivy’s wedding gown a number of times and he’d grabbed Ivy three times for slow dances. He’d had a damn good look down her cleavage each time.

Santino had let him get away with it unchallenged. His cousin had cornered Ivy plenty of times at family gatherings and tried to hit on her but it was a shock when he did it at their wedding.

What was more of a concern to Santino was the way Ivy reacted to his cousin, which was what she was doing right now with the neighbour; staring enamoured.

Santino left off the last bit of soil raking and went inside. He grabbed his wife from behind and felt her up. This was how he’d handled the situation each other time too, by taking hold of his utterly gorgeous wife and having a kiss and feel-up; claiming her for his own.

It was even better now of course, as they were married and there were no limits to how far he could go asserting his authority over a potential competitor.

Ivy always seemed responsive at times like this too, like the interaction with someone more mature than him put her in a mood to be taken.

“Um Santino, what are you doing?”

He had bent her over the new kitchen counter and was feeling her tit whilst reaching around from behind to rub her through her panties. He had a hard-on as usual. He pressed against his new wife and she flared her hips and wriggled back onto it whilst muttering and complaining.

“I want it baby! Give it to me yeah?”

“Mmm, but I’m trying to cook dinner and you need a shower, you’re all sweaty.”

Santino pulled his wife’s panties out of the way. He ripped open his pants and got his cock out. She whimpered but was still flaring her pelvis. He pressed the head of his cock into her wetness and thrust.

“Ahh huh, huh,” she moaned but the throaty sound ended in a squeak. She held the counter with one hand and reached over her shoulder to hold Santino’s neck with her other.

She braced against his thrusts. He was slamming against her butt and spearing in and out of her. She was so slippery and hot inside and he lasted less than two minutes and slammed home pressed against her butt pumping his load into her.

“Uh huh,” Ivy whimpered, still flaring her pelvis and holding him against her back.

“Nya fuck baby, you’re so fucking hot.”

“Mmm hmm, do you like me like this?” she breathed. Santino could feel her fingernails. She was touching where he was still inside her.

“Yeah I like you like this baby, where’s your bra? You’re not wearing one!”

“I know, I just didn’t feel like wearing one. I felt like trying to be more sexy, do you like it?”

“Yeah I like it. I love your tits without a bra. You should go like this all the time,” Santino groaned into a neck kiss.

His wife giggled. “Oh yeah, even to church?”

Santino chuckled but blushed to himself at the thought of the men in his family seeing his new wife braless. Not at church of course, but he pictured her visiting him at work with his uncle and his cousin Diago, who was the head mechanic.

Fuck, imagine Diago seeing Ivy braless in a tight-fitting dress like this, jeez.

Her nipples were hard through the thin stretchy fabric; you could see them easily and the crevice between her tits from over her shoulder was deep.

Ivy had a small slender frame and large breasts. Every guy she walked past on the street looked at them. Now that she was officially Santino’s wife he wasn’t sure how to feel about that.

He took a breath. “Well maybe not at church baby, but you do look good in that dress with no bra on. I’d be proud if my wife showed her boobs off more now we’re married.”

“Mmm really?” she cooed and turned her head right back for a kiss.

Santino was still inside his wife but had softened. It felt like she squeezed with her pussy and he oozed out of her. The deed was done though; he’d staked his claim. He’d fucked her and popped off inside her.

Fuck it was good having a wife to nut in, he thought. It was her job to take it. He’d probably give her another load tonight.

He left her with her panties around her ankles, trying to wipe up his load running down her inner thigh with her fingers. She was right, he needed a shower.


Chapter 3

Ivy

I stepped out of my panties and used them to wipe up my thigh. I went to the bedroom and lay back on the bed with my vibrator. Santino was in the ensuite shower and hadn’t quite closed the door. I could hear him whistling to himself, happy and content.

I turned the dial up to full buzz and picked up fucking myself where he left off. Although the image of the man on top of me was our neighbour Carson. Not my showering husband.

There was something very different about being a virgin, saving myself for my husband and my wedding night. Santino and I had been going together since we were young teens in youth group at church.

The idea of sex during those six years was completely romantic and spiritual. Now that it had become physical it was so much harder to resist the attraction I felt to more mature men, particularly Santino’s cousin Diago. And now our neighbour Carson.

Diago is always staring at my boobs and trying to peep down my tops. He even touched my breasts a few times on my wedding night whilst dancing with me. Of course he made it seem like an accident, but I knew it wasn’t.

The guy is a total player though. He only wants one thing from a woman, and that’s what he’s always wanted from me. Well, he wasn’t getting it.

But that was when it was completely romantic and spiritual. Now that sex had become a physical thing it didn’t seem so absurd to picture Diago on top of me.

I imagined him chasing me through a field of flowers and I’m running and squealing and he’s too fast and catches me and I end up on my back on soft grass. And he’s on top of me and kissing me and I can’t stop him.

His tongue is in my mouth and he rips my dress open and his hairy chest is pressed against my bare boobs. He’s so heavy on top of me and so strong and he’s between my legs. And suddenly my panties are gone and he surges inside me the way my husband is allowed to now.

Except Diago goes slower now that he’s gotten me. I’ve given in to him and he fucks me slow and sensually. He intertwines his fingers with mine and holds my hands above my head. My erect nipples are rubbing against his hairy chest and he rolls his hips and fucks me.

Oh my god, I can’t spread my legs wide enough for him, I want him inside me so deep.

“Uh huh, huh, ah huh, huh,” I moaned under my breath as my orgasm hit and thumped through me. Carson’s huge cock was all the way inside me and gushing sperm in my naughty married belly.

Somehow the image of the man on top of me had switched from Diago to Carson. It had started as Carson and switched to Diago in the first place but they were interchangeable. They were two powerfully built men who made me go weak at the knees just looking at me.

Carson seemed to always look at my boobs too. I’d chatted with him a few times in the back yard and his eyes always drift downward as he looks away.

I put my vibrator back in the drawer and returned to my kitchen and dinner preparations. My pussy was all squishy and my inner thighs were sticky. I undid a button on my dress so it opened away and revealed deep cleavage. The neckline only just covered my nipples.

I dished up our meal and served my husband as he rambled on about work and complained about his useless uncle as usual.

Mr Perez was a mature version of his son Diago and intimidated the hell out of me. The other Mr Perez at the car yard, Santino’s father, was a much gentler man. He was a slightly built man, taking after the grandmother’s side of the family, whilst his big brother took after the grandfather.

Santino’s father was really nice and polite and so generous. He helped us buy this house. I loved him like a father.

His brother, on the other hand, was not family to me. He looked at me with lust in his eyes the way most men did. Being in a room with him was most definitely a sexual experience and I dared not imagine how he’d react if I visited the car yard braless with my dress hanging open like this.

As it was, I was getting the desired looks from my husband. I sat across the table eating my dinner listening to him talk about work. He shut up for a minute and stared at my cleavage.

“So husband, do you like me in a dress like this?” I asked.

Santino nodded. “You look hot bellissima.”

“Hmm, and do you mean just at home here for you?” I grimaced, blushing at the thought of anyone else seeing me.

Santino drew a big breath and expelled. He looked up and down from my bulging boobs. He shook his head. “Naa, guess I like the idea for out and about too. Like for others to see.” He gulped. “Like, for other guys to see, that is.”

I blushed deeper. “It feels exciting and sexy as a girl. It’s definitely about men looking though. Which they do anyway, but it’d be about encouraging them to look more.” I traced down the neckline of my dress and caressed my boobs.

“You mean the way Diago does anyway?” Santino suggested. “Which I’m not saying is a bad thing,” he added quickly.

“Oh it’s not?” I smiled.

“No, it’s all good bellissima. It’s always made me proud that my alpha cousin can’t keep his eyes off my girlfriend. And even better now you’re my wife.”

“Uh huh,” I uttered blushing excitement and confusion. “He was trying for looks on our wedding night and I felt his eyes on my boobs when I dropped in at the car yard the other day. He hasn’t let us getting married worry him at all.”

“Uh right, so he tried for a perv at work the other day, did he? I didn’t know that. What were you wearing babe, which top or whatever?”

“Um, it was nothing special, just one of my sundresses.”

Santino had been out of the office when I called in, which was how I got cornered by his cousin. It was interesting that Santino referred to Diago as his alpha cousin. It’s true Diago was definitely the alpha male but I’d never heard Santino admit that before.

“I wore a pretty lace bra, which he commented on. It was showing down my dress and he was teasing and grabbed and tickled me and got a look.”

“Uh right, so us getting married hasn’t stopped him from having a tickle of you either, huh babe. Bet he’d do it even more if you went braless like we’re talking about.”

“Hmm I’m sure,” I agreed. “I guess I wouldn’t complain if it happened. It’s exciting to feel how strong your cousin is Tino. Except he nearly touches my boobs when he tickles my ribs as it is. He’d probably touch them for sure if I was dressed like this.”

My husband gulped and nodded then shrugged a little. “Which wouldn’t be so bad, right? I mean if he touched them accidentally!”

I bit an embarrassed smile and looked down at my boobs again, caressing down the neckline and tugging it open slightly more. I undid another button and my nipples popped out, aching and aroused.

“Aw fuck yeah babe, you’ve got an amazing rack,” my husband groaned. “You really should show them off more now we’re having sex. I say definitely get rid of your bras unless we’re going to church or visiting the olds or something. Undo buttons too whenever you can. I want other guys getting looks, not just Raga. Although definitely him too!”

I undid another button and lowered my dress from my shoulders, exposing my breasts fully. Santino was around the table in a flash and dropped to his knees and went for one. I held his head and fed him a nipple. He latched on and sucked like a baby.

This was something we used to do all the time before we got married and started having proper sex. He knows how sensitive my nipples are and how much I love having them sucked.

I stood and took his hand and led him to the lounge. “Uh fuck yeah,” he groaned, knowing what I was doing.

I sat and he crawled onto the lounge and lay down with his head in my lap. I held a boob for him and guided him to latch onto a nipple and resume sucking.

“Uh huh,” I moaned and felt him through his pants, as I always used to, getting him ready for his turn to be sucked too.

He got an erection quickly. I massaged it through his pants then unzipped and reached inside. He switched to my other nipple, sucking hungrily. His lips were around it and his tongue swirled and lashed and made a gentle suction like he was trying to milk me.

I had his cock out through his pants and stroked it. “So should I let Diago see me without a bra on in the morning, Tino? I think he’ll notice right away if I do.”

“Yeah do it babe, let him see,” Santino groaned whilst continuing to suck. His hips were rolling as he thrust through my hand. He was so hard.

“I might wear one of my crop tops for him,” I uttered. “For when he tries to tickle me, which I know he will.”

Santino looked up. I stroked his hair whilst continuing to pull on his erection.

“Do you want your cousin to see my tits, maybe touch them?” I challenged.

My husband’s eyes rolled back. He thrust more deliberately and squirmed as I massaged the head of his cock. He lost concentration and left my nipples wet and aroused.

I could feel how hard he was and knew he was on the verge. It wasn’t my favourite thing to swallow semen but Santino liked me doing it for him.

I leant over and looked closely at the head of his cock as I continued stroking and squeezing.

“Uh fuck yeah babes,” he groaned encouragement.

I stopped stroking and kissed the side of the shaft. I drew the scent of him and that thrilled me. It always did, like the scent of his cousin always does when holding me from behind and looking over my shoulder at my tits.

I kissed and nibbled up and down the shaft of my husband’s cock, sucking on it and lashing with my tongue, the way he does with my nipples. Of course he got nothing out of my nipples but when I did this to the head I’d be getting a creamy drink very soon.

I was so curious to know what it would’ve been like doing this for another guy, since I’d only ever experienced it with Santino. I could tell by the fullness of Diago’s package he was probably bigger. I was very curious about that.

I took my husband’s cock into my mouth. I could fit most of it in and just held the base as I bobbed and sucked.

He immediately groaned and thrust. I lifted and held the shaft in my fist and sucked the head as the spurts came out. There were four or five strong spurts and some lesser ones.

I grimaced at the strong taste and swallowed then took my husband’s cock from my mouth and laid my head on his thigh whilst squeezing and massaging it.

“Aw fuck babes. Thank you, that was amazing,” he huffed.

“Mmm you’re welcome husband, it was nice,” I fibbed.

Of course I’d done that so many times in the years we were abstaining from having proper sex before our wedding. I didn’t enjoy the taste but I was well used to it. It was better getting cummed in the natural way but Santino still liked this too.

I was ready for my shower now and would be taking my vibrator with me.

I was so wet for the idea of flashing Diago my boobs tomorrow. I was thinking I might not be dressed yet when he gets here. Maybe I’ll let him see me in my nightie first.

**  End of Part 1  **
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