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Chapter 1

Ivy

I really don’t enjoy the taste of semen but it excited me now. I could still taste it from my husband a little while ago, though I pictured someone else and imagined it was him I could taste.

That would be the morphed fantasy lover I found myself thinking about quite a lot this past week; the one who was a combination of my husband’s alpha male cousin Diago and our new investigative journalist neighbour Carson.

I was picturing him imagining I could taste his cum as I ravaged myself in the shower with my vibrator. It was a waterproof one my aunty had secretly given me for my 18th birthday. Three years on it was still going strong, despite frequent use.

I was super slick. My husband had cum in my pussy only a few hours ago, so I was still gooey from that. Still, I was imagining that from my morphed fantasy lover too as my orgasm hit. I slid down the shower wall with my body clenched and my thighs squished together.

My pussy was throbbing on the vibrator but the contractions squeezed it out. It fell to the shower floor between my feet. I grabbed it and twisted the base to stop the buzzing and sat for a moment collecting myself.

I felt confused and guilty thinking like this after only three weeks of marriage. But the truth was I hadn’t yet stopped thinking like this.

It’s not like it just started. I’d been fantasising about Diago for the past six years. He’s always been around giving me looks and smiles behind Santino’s back.

What I felt confused and guilty about was that I hadn’t stopped fantasising about Diago. Despite my husband and I enjoying our wedding and honeymoon period together. And worse, I was doing the same thing with the neighbour.

The fact they were both more mature and muscly than Santino was what attracted me, I knew that much. Then there was the fact he’s always turned a blind eye and let it happen. And now he’s openly saying he’s okay with his cousin looking at me; that he’s proud to have me when his cousin didn’t.

It’s all silly one-upmanship of course, but what girl doesn’t like being competed for, right?

I finished my shower and mulled over my thoughts watching TV with my husband. He had already fucked me over my kitchen sink then got me to suck his cock.

Santino went straight to sleep whilst I lay awake anxious over tomorrow morning. Diago would be here to help Santino lay turf in our back yard.

I got almost no sleep and awoke at five o’clock to slip out of bed and make my husband a hearty breakfast, ready for the day’s physical work. No doubt Diago would come in for a coffee before the truck arrived too, so I was prepared to welcome him as the resident housewife in her new kitchen.

Something my cousin Cleo asked me yesterday had me quite excited. She asked if I had panties on under my nightie when the neighbour watched me hang out the washing. Which I had. I wasn’t wearing any right now though and dared myself to stay like this for Diago.

I had already picked out a revealing nightie. It was satin with a lacy bodice you could see right through. The skirt came to about two inches below my crotch, so it covered me well but felt risqué to be sans panties.

I wore a short satin robe too but it was open and you could see my boobs quite easily.

“Ciao tesoro. I didn’t expect you to get up,” Santino said coming from the bedroom to cuddle behind me.

He kissed my neck and had a squeeze of my boob. I snuggled back.

“You’re going to need a good breakfast. It’s hard work laying turf. I did it with Dad once, wait till you’ve been at it for half an hour, you’ll see!”

“Oh yeah I’ll see alright, I’ll see these amazing tits and have a suck for breakfast. That’ll keep me going.”

My nipples were clearly visible through the thin white lace. Santino had hold of them and was turning me on but his breakfast was ready and Diago would be here any minute.

I wriggled away and sent him to sit down and served him eggs and sausages. I wondered how to broach the topic of me exposing myself to his cousin. We’d clearly agreed I would be going braless in a skimpy top, but that was during sex, so in the heat of battle, so to speak. This was the cold light of a new day.

I sat across from my husband with my coffee. He had glanced at my open robe several times.

“Is this alright?” I asked him, hoping he remembered everything we’d said.

He nodded. “Can see them pretty easily baby. Are you going to leave that open?”

I grimaced. “Um, should I?”

“Or just take it off?” he suggested as his cheeks turned pink. His eyes narrowed and intensified. “I mean we’re at home and you just got out of bed to get breakfast. It’s too early to be dressed yet on a weekend day, right?”

I bit my lip and blushed too. I looked down at myself and lowered my robe from my shoulders.

I looked across at my husband. “He’ll see everything if I’m just in my nightie Tino. Is that really what you want?”

Santino gulped and nodded stiffly. “You look amazing in that bellissima. Can see your tits full-on. The full globes and your nipples. I want him to see what it’s like for me being the one married to you. I wanna make him drool haha.”

“Mmm okay,” I cooed excitedly. “Oh my god I feel almost naked,” I whimpered thrusting my boobs for display.


Chapter 2

Ivy

The knock at the back door made my entire body tingle. I wasn’t expecting Diago to appear there. “You there Tino?” he called out and came in through the laundry. He smiled at me as his eyes widened and flashed to my boobs.

“Yeah man, come in,” Santino called back. “You wanna coffee?”

“Uh yeah wouldn’t say no. Hey cugina, what are you doing up already?’

“Um, doing my duty as the lady of the house,” I smiled.

As I stood my robe was still around my elbows. I left it there whilst getting a coffee mug for Diago. He sat at the table. I poured him coffee and turned to face him with my nipples poking distinctly at the white lace covering them.

I was behind Santino at that point and he had resumed eating his breakfast whilst Diago talked about their plan for getting the turf laid.

I looked up from my tits and met my husband’s cousin’s eyes lifting from them too. I had my shoulders scrunched and was pushing them together with my upper arms. It’s not like they needed enhancing, as big as they are for my small frame.

I served Diago his coffee. He looked up at me beside him but his eyes rolled down to my tits again. He gripped me around the hips and squeezed. “So you’ve got this new housewife role down pat already cugina?”

I leant into his cuddle and blushed down at him. “I like playing hostess in a home of my own, what girl wouldn’t?”

“Hell yeah, makes a bloke wish he had a wife to see him off to work in the mornings too. Do you get this treatment every day Tino?”

“Yeah so far,” Santino chuckled and met my smile.

“Haha, a cooked breakfast, hot coffee, a dang hot wife in her PJs. Where do I sign up?” Diago bantered and looked right at my tits again as I pushed my hair back and thrust them at him.

My robe naturally lifted with my arms raised but I left it off my shoulders when I lowered them again. I’d felt cool air up the skirt of my nightie and realised I was wet between the legs.

Diago was still clutching my hip and his fingers were touching my groin excitingly close to where I was tingling so badly.

“It’s true there’s nothing like being served brekkie by your wife in her PJs,” Santino agreed with his cousin. “You look beautiful babe, bellissima.”

I bit my smile and looked down at my tits again then up at the men. “But I haven’t even done my hair yet. I think you guys are being a bit generous.”

“Oh yeah, hadn’t noticed. My eyes have been distracted,” Diago grinned and looked at my tits again.

I pushed his head. He gripped me tighter and lifted his hand to clutch my ribs. I shrieked and he took hold and dug both sets of fingers into me, making me double over and squeal and laugh.

Diago pulled me onto his lap and kept tickling whilst I glared at my husband. Santino watched intently and his face drained of colour.

I was giggling and panting for breath. Diago relented and eventually held me around the waist as I sat on his lap. His powerful arm was across my middle, that hand under my boob. His thumb was upright and pressing into it.

“Bully!” I scolded and pried his hand from my person.

He allowed me to get up but smacked my butt and made me shriek again. I didn’t jump clear. I glared at my husband and raked back my hair whilst his cousin held me around the hips again.

Diago’s hand was lower now, under the hem of my nightie holding my upper thigh with his fingertips reaching around to my bare groin.

“Yeah those really are nice PJs, do you get treated to this kind of beauty all the time round the house cugino? Half your luck man.”

“Yeah all the time,” Santino gulped. “And I mean as long as it’s you visiting and not just anyone, right baby?”

“Um yes,” I squeaked and looked down at my tits with the men. “I think this’d be a bit revealing with anyone else.”

“Hell yeah, no need to cover up when it’s only me,” Diago agreed and his hand released from my hip. He gave my butt a little squeeze. “I’ve always felt close to you guys and I’ve been round a bit, so good for advice if you need when it comes to this sort of thing.

“How’s it going so far in the bedroom, you guys working it out?” he asked and trailed his fingertips softly down and up the back of my thigh. “How often you givin’ it to her cugino, every night I hope?”

Santino gulped. “Yeah every night.”

“Uh that’s good, and you’re being the good little wifey giving it up to your husband, yeah?” Diago asked, looking up at me as he continued to stroke up and down the back of my thigh rendering me glued to the spot.

“And he’s givin’ it to you good, is he?”

“Um yes I’m giving it up,” I answered the first part. “I’m letting him have me and I still use my mouth,” I was mesmerised looking to Santino.

He stared back with his mouth hanging open. He couldn’t see that his alpha cousin was stroking the back of my thigh and I bit down on my lip, trying not to let on too much.

“That’s perfect cara mia, you’ve got to suck your husband off at least twice a week. That’s the minimum quota,” Diago continued smiling. “I’m sure I read that somewhere.”

“Yes, probs in a men’s magazine,” I challenged. “He’s lucky I agree it’s a girl’s job to do that for her husband. I think it should work both ways more than it does though.”

“Hell yeah it should! You’re not going down on your girl cugino? What the fuck man?”

“Huh! Yes I do,” Santino defended blushing wildly.

“Yeah but do you get her off doin’ it? Sounds like you’re not!” his cousin went on accusing as his hand was firmly on my butt under my nightie. His thumb was digging in so close to my wetness I felt it peeling me open.

My legs were weak and I rested against the guy.

“Do you know how to lick your girl properly cugino?” he asked. “There’s a quota on that too man, that’s at least twice a week and you gotta give ‘em orgasms if you want to cum in their mouth when it’s your turn.

“Do you know how to give her an orgasm with your tongue?”

“Um what, I dunno,” Santino gulped and swallowed hard.

“Uh yeah, I see what’s going on here,” Diago continued. He was clearly enjoying the topic of conversation. “We need to talk cugino. You need to wise up. Might have to give you some lessons.”

The beep of a truck reversing into our driveway interrupted the highly interesting conversation. Santino took off to go see to the turf delivery. I came to my senses a little and held his cousin’s hand away as I slumped onto my chair across the corner of the table.

Diago gulped his coffee down and stood with an obvious bulge to one side in his pants. I blushed as I looked up from it.

He smiled down at me and looked at my tits again. “Do you want me to talk to him?”

I nodded. “Yes please.”

He looked at my tits again. “You’ll keep showing me those if I do?”

I nodded. “Yes.”

He moved behind me and squeezed my shoulders. He massaged them and watched my tits lift with each firm squeeze. I looked down at them with him, keeping them thrust upward and pressed together with my upper arms.

I wanted to create deep cleavage down my nightie as well as have my nipples show through it. One of my shoulder straps slipped and sagged down my arm, almost revealing my nipple.

“Does he ever fuck your tits tesoro?”

I looked up. “No?”

Diago nodded and tilted further forward to look at them. “I’ll have a talk to him about that too, they’d be perfect for it.”

I drew a big breath and expelled. “Okay,” I uttered.

“Yeah? You’d like that?” Diago smiled.

I blushed deeper. “I don’t know, I’ve never had that done to me.”

“Hell that’s just fucking wrong. The size of them and the way they press together, a bit of lube and slide your cock up through ‘em. Mmm yummo!”

We heard a machine outside. Diago looked up through the window. I waited with my upper arms pressed together and my nipple exposed.

Diago squeezed my shoulders again and had another look. “Oh fuck yeah,” he groaned, seeing my nipple. “Fuck I’d better go help yeah!”

I blushed up at him biting my lip. He bent to me and shocked me by kissing my lips. He cupped my face and pressed down on my chin with his thumb and I opened for him.

I moaned as he deepened the kiss and reached down and squeezed my half-exposed breast.

I held his hand and responded moaning into his mouth. He broke off and left me sitting there in a stupor as he disappeared out the door.


Chapter 3

Santino saw his wife standing at the window watching the truck driver unload the last stacks of turf with his mini forklift. She still had her robe open down her arms. Her tits were clearly visible through her nightie and the driver glanced at her whenever he could.

This was surreal. But it seemed right somehow, that Diago would take charge of how Santino was having sex with his new wife. He took charge of everything, including the unloading of the turf truck, as he had just done.

Ivy was looking at Santino and he was staring back at her. They needed to talk about this but there was no time right now.

Diago helped the driver load the forklift onto the back of the truck. He signed for the turf delivery and stuffed the receipt into Santino’s top pocket. “Come on, lets get to it yeah!”

The driver stepped up to the sidestep of his truck and stopped and looked at the gorgeous woman through the window. She looked down at her tits then back up at him. Her eyes were glazed over and her mouth was open a little.

“Yeah, that’s good man, that’s how you want your missus, like a walking talking cum dolly yeah!” Diago said, crushing Santino’s shoulder. “Can see her tits so good through that nightie. The driver’s lovin’ it.”

“Yeah, but it was supposed to be just you,” Santino contended sounding worried.

“Nah this is good. You wouldn’t want just anyone coming into your house when she’s in a nightie but looking at her through the window’s fine, or answering the door or somethin’. I see your neighbour’s been lookin’ over too. Didn’t you say he was gonna help us do the turf?”

“Uh yeah that’s Carson. He said he would if he didn’t have to work. Looks like he’s coming over.”

Carson was pulling his outdoor boots on. He’d been checking out Ivy whilst he stood on his patio eating a bowl of something. He disappeared briefly then came over and joined in with Santino and Diago laying out the squares of turf.

The three men chatted and worked together. Ivy disappeared inside her house and when she came out with cool drinks after an hour of turfing, she wore jean shorts and a longish crop top that showed her midriff. Her nipples were poking at the top.

She got compliments and banter from the guys. Diago noticed the way she looked at Carson and made a note of the obvious attraction. This was going to be interesting, he decided.

Diago very much liked the idea of playing with his cousin’s new wife and could see the neighbour was an alpha too. He’s bound to be trying for the same thing.

“Yeah man, I can see what you’re thinking. I’d say she’s up for it,” Diago said to Carson when they were left alone. They were watching Santino see Ivy off back into the house, helping her with the drink glasses and jug of lemonade she’d made for them.

“But Santino’s your cousin though, right?” Carson queried.

“Sure, but I’m fine with it, don’t worry. Do your best gettin’ onto the girl. She’s up for it and he needs the education. You’ll see a lot of her in the backyard and I can tell by the way she looks at you.

“I’ll be playing supportive older cousin and dropping by a lot, try and catch her after bathtime at night or early mornings before she gets dressed. Showing her tits like that this morning, that’s an invitation if I’ve ever seen one buddy. I’d say we’re both in if we play it right,” Diago encouraged and led off back to turfing the yard.

The three men worked hard at it and had all the turf laid by midday. Santino brought over a cooler full of beers and they set up for lunch at Carson’s outdoor table by his pool. Ivy brought over a big tray of sandwiches.

She still wore the denim shorts but had changed the crop top for a white string bikini top. Her tits bulged from all sides. The men’s eyes were stuck to them again.

“Are you going for a swim?” Carson asked her with a big smile.

“I don’t know, am I allowed?” she replied sweetly.

“Hell yes, anytime. Help yourself Ivy, it’d be good to see the pool getting some use.”

“Hmm okay, are you guys going in too?”

“Yeah after lunch,” Diago grinned. “We’ll just watch you for now.”

Ivy blushed at the men. “Okay. I’ve already had my lunch but you guys eat up. I need to put my bottoms on. I’ll be back in a minute.”

Diago muttered something under his breath about just taking the shorts off and forgetting the bottoms.

The men ate and drank and talked about lawns and pools and outdoor settings and gazebos. Ivy came back with a bundle of beach towels.

When she put them down and dipped a toe in the water, the men collectively looked from her bulging tits to the tiny white triangle covering her pussy and the furrowed slit they could see through it.

“Fuck me,” Diago groaned under his breath.

“You’re not kiddin’. Damn your wife’s beautiful,” Carson said to Santino.

“Yeah I know. She seems even more beautiful now we’re married,” Santino agreed. “I dunno if it’s just me looking at her differently now that we’re um, well, you know.”

“They abstained and waited for their wedding night,” Diago explained to Carson. “They’ve been together since they were young teens but have only been sleeping together the past few weeks, right Tino?”

“Yeah that’s right,” Santino nodded and drew a calming breath.

Ivy had submerged in the water and stood to push back her hair and thrust her tits in doing so. Her bikini top was wet and they could see her nipples through it. Santino had never seen this particular bikini before.

“Damn those are nice tits,” Diago commented, speaking low enough that Ivy wouldn’t hear. “She likes showing ‘em Tino, you need to step up paying attention to them. I know what I’d be doing with them on a regular basis if I were you.”

Carson joined in a knowing chuckle.

“Right?” Diago encouraged him. “You know what I’m saying, hey man?”

“Haha, I know what you’re sayin’. They’d be perfect for it, and you’re right she wants us to notice.”

“Perfect for what? What are you talking about?” Santino asked under his breath. “Are you talkin’ about her tits? I already know what she likes with them and do it all the time.”

“Oh yeah, and what’s that cuz?”

Santino whispered behind his hand. “She likes it when I suck her like a baby. She holds my head and feeds them to me.”

The two older men’s jaws dropped. Their eyes widened and focused on Ivy’s tits as she floated on her back in the pool.

“Fuck me that’s hot,” Diago admitted adjusting his pants. “So you latch on and suck? Fuck. Imagine that with her looking down at you doing it.”

Carson gulped and wriggled in his seat too. “Yeah I’m imagining.”

Santino smiled proudly. “See, I know what I’m doing. I know what my wife likes.”

Diago nodded. “Okay, we’ll pay you on that one but do you ever fuck her tits? They’re the perfect size and nice and firm looking. Straddle her waist sitting up and slide up through ’em or back and forward when she lies down.”

“Yeah definitely,” Carson added. “And don’t try and make her do all the work like you see some guys doin’, getting the chick to press her tits together and stroke him off. It works best if you get into a position you can thrust and fuck her tits for her. Ivy’s would be perfect for that, Santino, you’re a lucky man.”

“Yeah I know, thanks you guys. I never thought of doing that before. Do you think she’d like it?”

Diago pulled off his boots and socks then tossed his t-shirt. He got up and stripped his shorts and dived in the pool in his red jocks.

Ivy squealed, “Oh no, not you!”

He had emerged beside her and already taken hold around her waist. He tickled her and made her laugh and squeal.

Carson stripped off down to grey briefs and walked down the steps of the pool as Ivy’s eyes fixed upon his package, Santino noticed. You could see his cock bent to one side. When his pants were wet as the water lapped at his cock, it became clearly defined.

He remained standing on one of the steps and splashed his face and shoulders then slicked back his sweaty hair. Ivy had kicked away from Diago and floated past Carson on her back, smiling up at him.

She stood in the shallow end with the water to her waist. She gathered her wet hair and wrung it out whilst the men all looked at her tits. “What?” she cried giggling.

“Nothin’. That’s a good bikini top is all,” Diago said for everyone.

“Hmm thank you, I like it too,” Ivy said and plucked at it.

“It’s good how small it is, doesn’t cover much,” Diago continued without any banter.

“It’s good how see-through it is too,” Carson added. He was sitting on a step now with the water around his chest.

“Hmm, it’s not really that see-through, is it?” Ivy asked, blushing shyly and stretching the edges of the cups. “This is the first time I’ve worn it in the water. I was worried the fabric was too thin. It might be one of those bikini’s you only wear as fashion rather than swimming.”

“Hell no, it’s perfect for swimming if you ask me,” Diago smiled. He was at the deep end treading water. He ducked under and kicked off the end wall swimming beneath the surface and emerging to wrap around Ivy from behind. He pulled her backwards against him.

She relaxed back and let him hold her. Santino had stripped down to his jocks and dived in the deep end. He emerged nearby and rested back against the side of the pool.

Carson and Diago looked to each other and at Ivy’s tits. Diago reached for the beer Carson had placed for him on the side of the pool and they toasted each other.

“This is pretty secluded down the back here if you ever wanted to sunbathe topless,” Carson suggested. “Do you ever at the beach and that? You don’t seem to have tan lines.”

“Um no, I never have, I just have different shaped bikini tops and don’t wear the same one too often.” Ivy blushed around at everyone. “I don’t think I’d be game to go topless in public.”

“Naa, course. That’s what I’m saying, if you wanted to here where it’s more private,” Carson encouraged then added a grin. “We wouldn’t mind, would we gentlemen?’

Ivy giggled. “Hmm I’m sure you wouldn’t.” She still rested back against Diago whilst grimacing at her husband, who wasn’t saying anything or trying to grab her away from his cousin.

“You wouldn’t mind either, would you Tino?” Diago asked. “I mean with just us? Your cuz and your neighbour, who you might as well get used to your wife being checked out by, since it’d be impossible not to look out your window if she came outside, right Carson?”

“Yeah you got that right, absolutely impossible,” Carson concurred and made Ivy smile through her blush.

“Well I wouldn’t have a problem with it, but it’s up to Ivy,” Santino declared. “Plenty of chicks do it at the beach, so if Ivy wants to it’s fine by me.”

“Oh yeah, go Tino!” Diago cheered. “See Ivy, it’s up to you and we can nearly see them anyway. How ‘bout taking that off and showing us properly?  Er, I mean to get an even tan,” he grinned. “That’s what we’re talking about right, to get a tan without the lines.”

“Hmm I’m sure!” Ivy challenged. “Is that what you’re saying too Carson, that I can sunbathe topless here by your pool in private to get an even tan?”

“Oh yeah definitely for the tan,” Carson grinned. “That’s all we’re saying.”

“Hmm I see,” Ivy accepted doubtfully. “And is my husband of only three weeks sure he doesn’t mind me taking my top off in front of two other men, for the purpose of evening my tan?”

Santino drew a big breath and nodded. “Go ahead if ya want baby. I know they’re just trying to get a better look but I agree chicks should be allowed to go topless wherever they want like guys can. So if you wanted to try it here in the backyard sometimes, I reckon you should.”

“Hmm okay you guys, but only because I don’t think it’s fair either. And not coz girls aren’t allowed but coz we get to look all we want and guys miss out. Since you’ve both got bare chests that I like looking at too,” Ivy explained as she pulled the strings and removed the tiny white triangles from her nipples.

“Oh fuck yes,” Carson and Diago groaned as one.

“Hmm, is that better?” Ivy smiled and pressed her tits together with her upper arms. “Only I heard what you guys were talking about before and my husband’s the only man I’ll be letting do that with them,” she added as she looked down at herself.

“Yeah, but we can imagine,” Diago said and touched one of Ivy’s tits with his beer bottle. She was still pressing them together. He placed the bottle below and pushed the spout up between them. “Haha like so,” he chuckled.

Ivy looked to her husband and blushed deeper. She didn’t protest as Diago lowered the bottle and pushed it up between her breasts again.

“See just like that,” Diago instructed Santino. “That feels good doesn’t it Ivy?”

Ivy swallowed and took a breath. “Yes but it’s very rude,” she uttered. She could feel where her husband’s cousin was firm against her butt and it confused her. She was sitting on his lap and he held her with a hand on her belly.

Diago kept her in place whilst pushing the beer bottle up between her breasts and pulling it back down again, over and over slowly.

“Fuck yeah,” Carson groaned and Ivy blushed at him.

She kept her shoulders scrunched and her tits pressed together with her upper arms.

“You get the idea, cuz?” Diago encouraged Santino and went up and down faster until the nearly full beer bubbled and frothed out of the spout. “Oh yeah and there we go!” he cheered and the men laughed.

“Hmm you guys are disgusting,” Ivy scolded but continued pressing her tits together whilst Diago fucked them with the beer bottle.

He went down and surged up again making more froth ooze from the spout. He pushed it right up and Ivy giggled and did a little suck on it.

“There. And that’s all you’re getting you dirty boys!” she scolded.

“Haha fuck yes!” Carson cheered. “That looked real.”

“It did not,” Ivy defended and wiped her mouth.

“Yeah have a little drink for us, show us what we’re missing?” Diago challenged and pushed the bottle right up through her tits again.

“Okay. But that’s all I’m doing!” Ivy said and took the bottle and tipped it up to drink some of the beer. She swallowed a mouthful. “Yuck it’s all frothy!”

“Haha just like the real thing eh!” Diago teased.

“It tasted nearly as bad,” she scowled.

Diago’s hand on her belly had inched down a little and his fingers were pressed against her mons.

“And another little sip for me too?” Carson asked. “That was his, how about mine?”

Ivy tipped up the bottle and took another mouthful of the frothy beer. She put her lips around the spout but removed them slowly. She swallowed and grimaced.

“Uh yeah, how did mine taste? Sweeter than his yeah?”

“Hmm I’m sure all of your cum tastes the same, I wouldn’t know,” Ivy defended and she wriggled away from Diago as he touched her between the legs.

She pushed away and floated backwards and had another drink of the beer then put it on the side of the pool. “There, that was one from each of you to satisfy your dirty minds. And you all tasted warm and frothy and as yucky as each other if you want to compare,” she defied them.

Ivy climbed out of the pool and wrapped a towel around her.

“Aaw where ya going Ivy, we’ll behave!” Diago called after her.

“Ha! You’re the worst,” she scolded back at him on her way to her house. “You dirty men!”

**  End of Part 2  **
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