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Part 1: I’m a Good Girl

Chapter 1

Mila

My friend Hazel and I settled into our favourite corner of the sunlit café. This was our reward for having worked ourselves into a sweat at our usual Wednesday morning gym class. Our coffees arrived and we thanked the waitress, a young lady who looked about our age.

When the waitress had left Hazel leant in and said, “Did you see him on the treadmill? Honestly, I don’t think I’ve seen a man look that good in running shorts,” she confessed. She rolled her eyes and licked her lips as she leant back into the leather bench seat opposite.

I pictured the new guy in my mind again watching the sweat run down his large flexing biceps.

I was generally more reserved than Hazel so I sipped my coffee in an attempt to hide my smile. “I saw him,” I admitted. “He looked like he’d stepped out of a fitness magazine. But we’re both married so we’re not allowed to think like that.”

Hazel waved her hand dismissively and sipped her cappuccino. “Oh come on Milly. People say marriage should give you tunnel vision. But who decided we’re not allowed to notice? I’m not talking about acting on it. We’re just looking, even doing a spot of harmless fantasising.”

I added a couple more grains of sugar and stirred my coffee again. “But isn’t that crossing a line?” I asked but wasn’t entirely convinced. “I thought you’re only supposed to have eyes for your husband. That’s what being faithful means.”

Hazel laughed again. “I love Seth, you love Mike. But we’re women with eyes. It’s not betraying anyone to appreciate beauty is it? Besides, sometimes a little fantasy reminds us what we love about our own life.”

I pondered this for a moment and a smile tugged at my lips. I thought of my marriage; dependable, affectionate and sometimes predictable. I firmly believed it was built on a foundation of mutual respect.

I remembered the early days when I’d be getting ready for a date with Mike and the anticipation sent shivers of excitement through me. I could barely contain myself waiting for time to pass. But time had dulled the passion a little.

Was it so wrong to feel excitement over another man’s smile, especially when he was a buff good-looking man? When our eyes locked one time it had rekindled that long-forgotten tingle!

Hazel sensed my conflict and leant in again to whisper, “You’re secretly enjoying the thought aren’t you?”

My cheeks flushed and I burst out laughing. “Maybe just a little,” I admitted. I felt I was confessing to something naughty. “Hey, so how do you spend your whole life with the same guy and still feel excited?”

“Wow, there’s a question. Is that when people start getting into porn? When I was working for that guy at the boatyard I had to drive to his house one day and pick something up. I saw a pile of videos spread across the TV cabinet that were clearly still being used.” Hazel was talking low again.

“He must’ve kept his DVD player. His missus was at work but I felt I was intruding on a private situation. Do you reckon she sits there watching dirty DVDs with him and they’ve got their favourite ones lined up? Like, do they just sit there drinking and watching or would they have it on while they’re doing it?”

“Goodness Haze, how can you just sit and watch porn without wanting to get into it? I can’t picture sitting there acting like it’s any old movie, can you?”

“Not sure Milly, I’d have to try it.”

“Oh no thanks. I’m not interested in watching some low-grade pumped-up posers in broad daylight humping in some loungeroom. From the very little I’ve seen it’s like there’s no romance, the lights are bright and I feel like there needs to be a lot more lube on display.”

“Haha, wow. When did you ever see a porn movie girlfriend?”

“Oh at my cousins. She’s a few years older than me and tends to have all sorts of goodies at her place. I popped over one day when she was, you know, having some alone time. She convinced me to sit down and watch with her. Thankfully there was only 10 minutes left of it.”

“Ohmygod, so did you learn anything?” an intrigued Hazel insisted.

“I learnt what a pearl necklace is. I’ll give you a minute to picture that,” I said and waited for a moment.

“Ohmygawd, yes thank you, I get it. So what else did you learn?”

I looked around for inspiration and tried to piece a meaningful sentence together.

“Well I’m not sure about other women but I can’t cum from just being poked. The girl was on her knees and this muscle dude was kneeling behind her just going in and out, in and out. She seemed to be getting worked up over being pistoned constantly.”

“Yeah, Seth is very handsy so I couldn’t imagine him just doing that.”

“I guess Mike’s a bit like that actually, I sometimes have to tell him to do stuff but I don’t like to make him feel like he’s inadequate. I wonder if watching porn will give him some ideas.”

“Oh you can’t tell me a man hasn’t watched porn, surely Milly. Mike’s got a laptop set up in the spare room hasn’t he? Don’t you reckon he’d be watching girlie stuff when you’re not around?”

“Well, I suppose it’s possible but I’ve never seen anything, mind you I don’t go poking round on his computer, or his phone for that matter, checking out his history.”

“I do!”

“Do you really Haze? But why?”

“Oh I guess I want to make sure he’s not getting texts from that new girl at the dealership. Have you seen her? Ohmygod, talk about high maintenance.”

“Yeah but you’re way more gorgeous than her, she’s pretty plain really, just very made up and under-dressed.”

“Thanks babes. You’re pretty gorgeous yourself and you don’t even know it. So what else did they do in that video?” Hazel was all ears again.

I remembered the day I visited my cousin and was made to sit down with her. She insisted I’d had a far too sheltered life and needed some worldly education now that I’d left home and my wedding was looming.

I recall feeling almost repelled by the video thinking the actors in it certainly lived in a world I could never relate to. It’s a pretty big industry though I thought, so maybe I’m missing something.

Another girlfriend had admitted to me once she always needed to use lube during sex but that has never been my problem. Am I unique in that regard? Do women always have a draw full of bits and pieces they use during sex?

“Oh I don’t know Haze, maybe a holiday will help recharge our horizontal playtime. I’m certainly running on low after Mike working so many hours and coming home late and exhausted. I’m feeling a little neglected actually. Bring on the holiday.”

“I’ll drink to that, you certainly deserve it,” my girlfriend toasted with her coffee.


Chapter 2

The guys finished their eighteenth hole and headed for the clubhouse as the sun hung low on the horizon. As usual when Seth won he had a bounce in his step and looked cocky as he led the way inside and headed for the bar.

It was a hot afternoon and the cool air-con was a relief. Mike and Seth settled onto high stools at the polished table and ordered two frosty lagers to celebrate a successful month at the car dealership where they both worked.

Their conversation focused on the excellent sales and the impending bonuses that made the early mornings and late nights worthwhile. Seth was looking forward to his upcoming golfing holiday.

Mike shared his intention to surprise his wife with a piece of jewellery, something he’d noticed her admire in a window weeks ago.

When their beers arrived the conversation faltered as both men’s eyes were drawn to the deep cleavage and wobble of the exposed portion of the young waitress’s tits.

Seth broke the silence first. “No harm in looking mate. Just paying the girl a compliment, right?” His tone was conspiratorial and expected an agreement.

Mike hesitated and lowered his eyes. He drew in the condensation on his glass. “Maybe,” he replied and glanced up blushing a little. “But when you’re married shouldn’t you stop noticing chicks like that?” He tried to sound certain but he wasn’t. As he spoke he looked over at the bar to the young lady again.

Was she even old enough to be working a bar? The place was way more crowded with men than usual, he noticed.

Seth shrugged. “We’re only human, man. It’s the looking, not the acting, that keeps the world spinning eh.”

Their laughter was tinged with guilt. Mike looked away feeling the weight of his wedding band. He’d always prided himself on devotion, on loyalty. But in that instant he wondered where harmless ended and disrespect began.

Was it wrong to notice other women when he had one at home, or only wrong to act on the attraction? He doubted himself, caught between easy banter with his good mate and the sense of commitment he felt deeper down.

He took the weight of guilt and confusion with him when he and Seth had finished their beer and left the clubhouse. They only ever had a single beer after a game as they both had to drive in different directions to get home in time for dinner.

Mike pulled into his driveway to find his neighbour from across the road coming from having knocked on his door.

“Hi Angus, how’s it going?”

“Hey Mike, going good, how was golf?”

Mike chuckled. “What do you call it when your slice has an extra slice at the end of it?”

“Ha ha, couldn’t tell you. Last time I played I never made it past the front nine before I ran out of balls. I could get work as one of those water finding dudes. A water definer yeah? If there’s an underground pond, give me a golf ball to hit and I’ll find a rabbit hole that leads to it.”

The men shared a laugh and chat about their golfing exploits. They ended up in Mike’s garage staring at the 1975 Falcon 500 that was stripped down for restoration.

“Yeah you guys are off for your second honeymoon this weekend, right? I was going to see if you’d leave me a key and I’ll get a bit done for you here while you’re gone. I could carry on with the sanding?” Angus offered.

He was a recently divorced man of thirty-eight who came over to help out with the restoration on weekends when he didn’t have his kids.

“Sure man thanks,” Mike agreed and gave his friend a key.

Mila pulled into the driveway and greeted their neighbour with a big smile. She had bought a new timer for her garden watering system that Angus had agreed to help fit. The fact the guy was enjoying a good peep down Mila’s blouse whilst he was at it didn’t escape Mike’s attention.

That evening Mike finished cleaning up the kitchen and knocked on the partially open bathroom door. Mila was in the bath. “Hey baby, I’ve got one of our questions for you.”

“Oh?” Mila replied, brows raised.

On their wedding night they had agreed to be open and honest with each other about everything, and if there was ever a concern of any kind they would talk.

Mike sat on the closed toilet seat. He felt his face flush. “There’s this new barmaid at the golfclub they’ve obviously put on to attract male patronage and it’s hard not to notice her cleavage.”

Mila swished her washcloth in a circle on her belly then twisted it and wrung it out. She nodded a little. “There’s a new guy at the gym they might have put on to get more female clients. It’s hard not to notice in his tight shorts.”

Mike’s body flushed with tingles of excitement; it was an angsty arousal he’d experienced before but could never get his head around.

“So is this something new for you Mike, noticing other women?”

“Er no, I s’pose not. It’s just that Seth was looking too and we talked about it so I ended up thinking more about it than I usually would.”

“Oh, more than you usually would huh? So this is a regular pastime?”

Mike’s wife rolled her eyes but was smiling.

He took a breath and ventured bravely, “Well I s’pose a guy never really stops looking but it doesn’t mean anything.”

“Hmm I see,” his wife muttered, wringing her washcloth again. “So it’s the fact that guys are superficial in terms of being visual rather than emotional, is that your excuse?”

“Haha yeah, guess it is,” Mike tried with a chuckle. “It’s good to hear you girls suffer from the same affliction sometimes too. What was the guy’s name, at your gym?”

“I don’t know, I think it’s Troy something or other,” Mila answered offhandedly. “So what’s the new barmaid’s name?”

Mike shrugged. Do barmaids have names? He’d never really thought about it.

“What colour are her eyes?” his wife went on quietly and more seriously.

Mike flushed but had to shrug again.

“Hmm good. The fact you don’t know her eye colour is a plus.”

“Why’s that? What colour eyes does Troy something have?”

Mila smiled defiantly. “Aqua.”

Mike frowned.

“You see that’s the difference. I know you guys can’t help looking. You’re hopeless. It’s worse with women though, we do more than look. I feel like I’m betraying our marriage when I notice some guy in tight shorts at the gym. It’s way worse for us than it is for you,” Mila complained.

“Wait a minute, so you’re saying that you checking out this Troy dude is worse than me checking out the barmaid? No way!” Mike declared.

“Well yes it is, because guys only look, girls think about it. We imagine what it’d be like to be with a guy not just to get with him.”

“Oh right. Like you mean romantically?”

Mila glared in the affirmative.

Mike took it in frowning as he processed it.

“Yeah but that flips when you have to worry about the other player in the game baby. Chicks probably have to worry about other chicks more than dudes have to worry about other dudes if that’s all true. With the other dude looking at you I know it’s purely physical and about sex. It sounds like you’ve got to worry about my new barmaid wanting to run off with me haha.”

Mila blushed. “Oh so she’s your new barmaid is she? Yours personally? Yours to keep?”

“Haha yeah right, and your new gym guy just wants to double you on the exercise bike does he, with you in front sliding up and down on his cock?”

“Oh! Um..!” Mila rolled her eyes again, blushing guiltily now.

“Oh so that appeals to you does it baby, you doing the pedalling down-up-down?”

“Shut up,” Mila giggled but she was still blushing.

“Down up down until he fills your belly with his cum, eh baby. Is that what he wants?”

“Hmm I don’t know. I wish!” Mila tossed back defiantly. “Since it would be purely physical and wouldn’t mean anything, right?”

“Yeah that’s true,” Mike agreed whilst looking at his wife’s pussy in the clear bath water.

This was something completely new. In three years of marriage they had never talked like this, teasing each other about other sex partners or romantic ones.

“And I suppose your new bimbo barmaid wants you to dump your wife and take her to the resort this weekend, does she? To take her for walks on the beach and cuddle her in the balcony love seat watching the moonlit waves, telling her all about the mansion you’re going to build for her?”

“Oh yeah, you think?” Mike said and stroked between Mila’s thighs under the water. He was kneeling beside the bath now and kissed her softly. “And has your gym Adonis got a big dick baby, how deep does it go on the down stroke?”

“Mmm too deep Mike. I can’t believe how big it is.”

“Aw fuck,” Mike groaned into his wife’s open mouth whilst rubbing against her pussy.

She had her thighs squeezed together denying him and was gripping his wrist as well. He could feel her clit was engorged so he concentrated on it whilst he continued kissing her.

“The water’s getting cold. I have to get out,” she told him and squirmed away from his hand. She wrapped herself in a towel and left him there on his knees.

Mike had his shower and joined his wife watching television. He sat beside her on the lounge and she leant into his cuddle. They were both quiet for a while, their thoughts probably down the same garden path he imagined.

With no idea where the path might lead Mike kissed his wife’s hair and muttered, “That was an interesting conversation in the bath baby.”

“Hmm really! You think?”

“Yeah I enjoyed it. It was an interesting picture I had in mind.”

“Oh yeah, of the barmaid on the love seat or of the gym guy with me?”

“Yeah no, with the gym guy with you of course. With you using his cock as a bicycle seat,” Mike groaned breathily.

“Um Mike?” his wife uttered in protest.

“You’ve never said anything about past boyfriends or lovers baby, have you ever had one with a really huge cock?”

“Mike! I’m sure you wouldn’t really want to hear if I had?”

“I don’t know baby, I’m curious, do you mind talking about before we met a little bit?”

Mila took a breath. “Don’t they say you shouldn’t? It can’t be good for your relationship to go there, surely?”

“Yeah I dunno, I don’t see the problem. We didn’t even know each other so whatever you did had nothing to do with me. You were twenty-two though, you must’ve had a few boyfriends or whatever before that?”

“Yes of course I did but it was mostly just dating, I didn’t really have a serious long-term boyfriend before us. I went out with a few guys for three or four months at most.”

“Oh yeah? And what about your first, how old were you?”

“Um well I had two different boyfriends at high school, and I guess I started experimenting with sex but I was eighteen before I did it for real. It was with a much older guy who knew what he was doing, so that was good. Better than the first experience for most of my girlfriends.”

“Oh right, so you were eighteen and still at high school?”

“Yes. I turned eighteen in my final year and the guy was one of the teachers but not one of mine. He was the guy’s PE teacher and coach of the rugby team. I guess he’d have been late twenties or early thirties. Not too old but old enough to have had experience and he knew how to touch me.”

“Oh yeah, he knew how to touch you huh?”

“Uh huh. He was so strong and he used to hold me against the wall with his hand up my skirt. I was so worried someone would come along and catch us together.”

“Oh shit, so this was at school?”

“Um no, not exactly,” Mila squeaked guiltily. “I had a boyfriend in his rugby team and he used to play with me when the boys were in the showers after practice. He used to put his hand up my skirt and down my panties and rub me to orgasm when the guys were right there on the other side of the changeroom wall.

“I’d be so worked up waiting for it to happen again that he’d only take a minute to get me to orgasm on his fingers.”

“Aw fuck, now that’s what I’m talking about baby. I want to know everything about you like that. That’s so fucking hot to picture in my head. Do you have any idea how easily I’m going to fill my time waiting in traffic or in the doctor’s waiting room now that I can replay that over and over in my head?”

“Mmm but doesn’t it make you feel jealous, me telling you that?” Mila asked, peering up from her husband’s shoulder. “Why would you want a picture in your head of some other man doing that to me?”

Mike kissed her lips. “First of all, there’s nothing to be jealous about since we’d never even met, like I said. And second of all, do you know how hot you’d look slammed against a changeroom wall in your school uniform having an orgasm on some old dude’s fingers?”

“Hmm okay, well if you really like to have mental pictures in your head of things I guess I don’t mind telling you,” Mila said into a kiss and held her husband’s hand to her breast.

He pinched her nipple and she moaned into his mouth. “I really like your idea of using the new guy at gym for a bicycle seat.”

“Oh yeah, tell me!” Mike groaned.

“Um well it’s true that he’s really huge judging by the size of his package in tight shorts. I’m sure he wants us girls to notice.

“I imagine it being too big for me and I have to try and work my way down onto it. Only it’s not just too long, it’s too thick as well and it’s really stretching me.”

“Aw it’s stretching you and you’re still trying to wriggle down on it?”

“Uh huh. I know you men need to be all the way inside to feel like you’re filling us. One of the guys I dated before us told me that and wanted to try different positions so he could get as deep as he could.”

“Oh right that makes sense. Let’s get back to him later. What about Troy the gym guy’s cock, can you feel it in your belly, is it that deep?”

“Uh huh, it’s that deep Mike. It’s so thick it’s almost splitting me in half and I can feel it all the way up in here,” Mila frowned and touched below her belly button.

“I’ve always loved the feel of a guy this deep inside me though. Troy in fantasy and a guy named Elliot in real life before we met.”

“Aw fuck Elliot, huh?”

“Uh huh, Elliot. The budding artist who talked me into posing for him and seduced me in his parent’s basement.”

“Aw hell Elliot, and what was the other guy’s name, the one with the different positions?”

“Hehe. Simple Simon we used to call him or Sim for short. Which was the reason he needed to try different positions, because of it being too short for him to feel like he was deep enough inside you.”

“Oh fuck,” Mike groaned. “This is so fucking arousing talking like this. Feel how hard my boner is!”

“Mmm I know, it’s amazing,” Mila cooed whilst squeezing her husband through his pants and rubbing her head back against his face.

“The position Sim liked best after trying lots of different ones was for me to lie on my side with one leg bent up. He’d be on his knees holding my leg sort of over his shoulder, and squished right in against me like that. He’d have me spread completely and squish the base of his cock inside my pussy lips and get his dick in as deep as he could, fucking me sideways.”

“Oh yeah and I know how flexible you are baby. I can imagine how wide he could spread your legs like that.”

“Uh huh. He used to spread me completely and he’d take ages to cum. He was really good like that. He had such control and used to make me orgasm over and over before he’d finally lose it and fill me up.”

“Aw fuck, he’d fill you up huh baby? Now there’s a thought.”

“Mmm naturally,” Mila smiled back at her husband still feeling her tits.

Mike drew a big breath and pinched a nipple. “So has Troy the gym guy got a condom on right now with you riding his cock like this?”

“Um, he didn’t have one and it’s late and we’re the last ones at the gym and the pharmacy’s closed so he couldn’t go and buy one.” Mila thrust her tits as her husband felt them both and pinched both nipples.

“But he promised he won’t cum inside me Mike. He’s keeping still and letting me ride him and he’s going to tell me when to hop off.”

“Oh really, he’s gonna tell you huh! And then what are you going to do baby, are you going to leave him on edge and go have your shower are you?”

“Mmm I don’t know,” Mila giggled excitedly. “Do you think I should do something for him? I can’t let him cum inside me, you know that. So what else should I do?”

“Uh fuck, you know what else baby! You know what you have to do,” Mike groaned.

“Um, well I can think of two things,” Mila moaned and wiggled back as she stroked her husband’s hard cock in his pants.

“I could finish him with my hand like this but it’d go everywhere and all over the exercise bike that others need to use making it all sticky. So I shouldn’t do that, should I?”

“Na baby, you shouldn’t do that and have it spurt everywhere all over the bike,” Mike gulped.

“So do you think I should do the other for him Mike? Should I suck him for the last little bit and let him cum in my mouth?” Mila breathed and thrust her tits whilst squeezing her husband’s cock in one hand, rubbing into her pussy with her other.

“Do you want me to suck him off Mike, is that what you want?”

“Aw fuck baby I almost do just talking like this. I know it’s not real but fuck!”

“Mmm it’s fun to imagine and fantasise together,” Mila breathed heavily, coming down a little from being on the verge of orgasm. “Wow that was so intense.”


Chapter 3

Mila

It had indeed been intense to imagine having sex with the new man at my gym but there was no way anything like that was happening in real life. I was happily married and very satisfied with our sex life.

My husband took me to bed and was so hard and forceful as he fucked me that night. I really was close to orgasm before he entered me and it came on quickly once I had a penis to throb around.

Of course clitoral orgasms are amazing when you’re on your own but my husband has a lovely thick penis that is wonderful to bear down on when those explosions of pleasure are thumping through you.

Mike kept screwing me after we’d both climaxed. He had remained hard and I was off delving into memories of being fucked by other men before I met my husband.

Mike was right that I’d had time for a few lovers before him. I wasn’t sure if I’d had the standard quota of too few or too many. I’d had full sex with seven different guys up until the age of twenty-two. I’d played around or been played with by four others. Three of whom had been in my mouth, whilst the first of them had stopped at clumsy teenage groping. 

I didn’t dress to attract male attention as a married woman but still got plenty, as men are hopeless. They get ideas even if you’re not interested. Up until meeting Mike I used to show more cleavage and wear my skirts and dresses shorter but again, only to the normal degree of teasing and flashing, never too slutty or anything.

It was interesting that Mike seemed to be quite stimulated by the idea of a man at the gym looking at me. I wondered whether I should search through some old clothes for our second honeymoon weekend, maybe give him a little surprise and see if he really likes me getting looks from other guys.

All my clothes from my late teens still fitted me and I had a few ultra short dresses I used to wear clubbing with girlfriends. I could think of a breezy casual one that’d be good for the beach. It was one I only ever wore in public with a bikini under it, as there was no way of avoiding your underwear being flashed by a gust of wind.

I was thinking about that whilst my husband continued screwing me deep and slow. He was gradually building pace and working towards another climax. My orgasm was still right there too so I shut up talking to myself and bore down against a series of powerful thrusts, making it rise and peak again and thump through my body.

“AH! Fuck,” my husband snarled and curled his hips to penetrate fully and hold firmly whilst his cock throbbed and spurted again.

It softened quickly this time and oozed out of me with a warm gush through my butt that puddled under me.

Mike rolled off and lay catching his breath beside me. “Fuck baby. You were so hot tonight.”

“Mmm and you were so hard and worked up. Are you going to have anything left for our honeymoon nights?”

“Haha yeah, I’ll be good to go again tomorrow, how ‘bout you?”

“Well yes, I’ll be fine tomorrow too if that even matters. I can always just lie there and think of England if necessary,” I cooed into a kiss. “Like I used to have to do with one particular guy I dated for a while,” I added teasingly.

Mike gulped and looked at me. “Oh yeah?”

I glared defiantly. “But you wouldn’t still want me to tell you stuff like that, not after we just..?”

“Yeah alright just this one…. last one for now and you can tell me about some other ex-lovers later,” Mike encouraged. “You just had to lie there with him, did you?”

I was lying on my front, half across Mike’s chest fiddling with his chest hair. I still didn’t know about this but it was exciting telling him about other men I’d been with.

I grimaced. “His name was Tolu and he was a big islander guy with lots of tattoos I met at a club and ended up taking him back to my flat. Only he stayed for about two months before he got called up to work at some big event thing overseas and I never heard from him again.”

“Oh right, well that sounds like it would’ve been fun, or were you sad when he left?”

“Oh no I was relieved, not sad. It was fun for a while but I was over him after the first month and couldn’t wait for his departure day to arrive. He’d pretty much moved all his stuff into my flat without me even inviting him.”

“Uh yeah I get it. I had a mate do that to me once. I put him up for a few nights and it took six months to eventually get rid of him.”

“Hmm I bet that was Davo, right?”

“Haha yeah of course it was. But what about this Tolu, what do you mean you just had to lie there and think of England?”

“Um because of how often he needed it,” I grimaced again. “Apart from clubbing on Saturday nights we spent the whole two months in my flat. He barely let me get out of bed.”

I blushed to myself as excitement for teasing my husband filled me.

I looked into his eyes. “The guy screwed me day and night. He was like a machine with his stamina and how frequently he could cum.

“He was the guy I was pregnant to before I had my miscarriage,” I confessed and blushed deeply having told my husband more about that.

“Oh right,” Mike said and gulped. “So he was the guy then, the one you said vanished afterwards?”

“Yes. Although I don’t know whether or not me being pregnant and losing the baby had anything to do with it. He didn’t know I was pregnant when he left and he was supportive by text for a while before he changed his number or whatever.”

I huffed a breath. I needed to calm myself at the sadness of losing the baby. Although I was never certain it was Tolu’s. He’d brought home one of his islander friends a few times and shared me with him, but I wasn’t sure about telling Mike about that.

That guy had fucked me about half a dozen times over the two months and cum inside me each time too. I was on the pill all the while but was late taking it a few times when the party nights rolled on all weekend.

Still, that was all just normal stuff when you’re turning twenty and single and free to do what you liked. That was two of the men I’d been with. There were several before and after; some one-night stands from clubbing and others that I dated for a few weeks or months.

But really, I was a good girl compared to some of my girlfriends. I had a few more stories to tease my husband with if he asked again. Maybe I’d tell him about waking up in bed between two naked islander men sometime. Or I could tell him about being talked into trying anal sex by an older man once.

My husband wouldn’t have known I wasn’t an anal virgin. He had mentioned anal sex a few times so far but never asked for it or tried to initiate it in any way.

It had been an interesting experience with the man who had taken me that way and I’d be willing to do it again, with my husband.

Now that I was admitting things to myself I could admit to wanting to try anal again. Perhaps if I got another opportunity to tell Mike about past sexual experiences I could tell him about that and suggest I wouldn’t mind if he wanted to try it with me.

Even anal sex was within the bounds of normalcy though, especially for a happily married couple like us. I was still a good girl thinking like this. And if I dug out some of my party dresses to tease my husband I would still qualify as a good girl, right?

Of course that’d mean fielding more looks than usual from other men, but where we were going for our second honeymoon weekend was a full-on party venue for young adults. There were clubs and pubs and strip joints lining the boulevard and every woman would be in a short party dress of some kind.

As if anyone would seriously be looking at me on my husband’s arm and obviously spoken for. And who was going to care if I dug out a couple of my string bikinis from when I was single?

I mean, I was 26 now and not a silly teen anymore. But I was the same shape apart from an extra bra-cup size.

Mike had gone to shower and I was holding up one of my old string bikinis in the mirror, checking the top still held my boobs in well enough.

If anything it looked even better with some boob spilling out the side I thought, having tied it on modelling it with my boobs thrust forward.

I was still nude below the waist and my husband’s cum trickled down my left inner thigh as far as my knee.

I wiped it up and sucked it from my fingers, smiling naughtily in the mirror at myself.

I was really such a good girl though. This second honeymoon resort weekend was going to be so romantic and maybe with some spicy fun would give our love life a nice little boost!

***


Part 2: Can You Imagine

Chapter 1

Mike and Mila packed for their second honeymoon. They were headed for a long weekend at a posh resort they’d been saving up for to celebrate three years married.

Mila stood before her wardrobe pondering the short dresses she wore as a teen. She had already hidden the two string bikinis in her bag; the ones she’d dug out last night that Mike hadn’t seen her in since before their wedding.

Mike, meanwhile, busied himself with the essentials, phone chargers, sunglasses and so on. He watched Mila from the corner of his eye. Her lacy white bra was visible down her dress each time she bent forward to fold an item of clothing into her bag.

He had noticed another woman’s breasts yesterday. He tried to shake off the memory of the barmaid from the golf club; her friendly smile, an arch of her eyebrow that lingered in his mind.

He adored Mila, of that he was certain. So why did a fleeting moment with a stranger awaken something restless within him? What was that last night about their shared confession noticing other potential sex partners that led to such an intense sexual encounter?

Where had that intensity been this past year?

Mila sensed Mike’s gaze and smiled as she reached for her toiletry bag. She too was distracted by the thought of the new man at her gym; the way he held the door for her and asked about the best running trails.

There had been nothing untoward, just a fleeting spark of curiosity that left her embarrassed and oddly exhilarated. She loved Mike. She was sure of it. And yet her mind wandered at the edges, testing the boundaries of her own happiness.

The drive to the coast was a pleasant three hours of conversation and music. They pointed out cows in the fields, laughed at each other’s singing and pretended the night before had simply been one of experimentation and that it didn’t necessarily mean anything.

Mila found herself stealing glances at Mike as he drove; the lines at the corners of his eyes when he smiled, the way his hand fit so naturally over the gearstick.

She remembered the first time they’d gone away together for a weekend at the coast. They hadn’t been back since and they were booked into the same resort with the same room number.

Their first honeymoon had been to the snowfields so this second one was going to be something different entirely now they were settled into routine married life.

Mila wondered if they could get back to that first year of tingly fun. Or was what happened last night going to be the way forward; the intensity and excitement of teasing each other with taboo fantasies.

Mike squeezed her hand. He sensed his wife was pondering things they’d discussed last night. They were both feeling a little off kilter. He couldn’t keep the pictures from last night out of his head and was sure Mila was thinking about them too as he watched her face. He noticed her cheeks redden without her turning to face him.

They listened to the hum of the tyres on the highway and watched as the landscape shifted from rolling green hills to suburban sprawl, and finally to the bright shimmer of the sea on the horizon.

At the resort the salt air seemed to sweep away some of the tension. Mila unpacked in their sunlit room, arranging her dresses in the closet and her sandals by the door.

Mike stretched out on the balcony, breathing in the scent of the ocean and letting the sound of the waves work loose the knots in his chest.

They spent the afternoon walking along the beach letting the cold water lap at their ankles. They talked about everything but the night before.

That evening they ordered room service and ate on the balcony overlooking the beach. They chatted about their married lives and plans for buying a house, maybe starting a family in the next three years before they turned thirty.

The resort building had two wings facing each other angled enough to allow for views of the ocean. Mike and Mila’s room was quite close to the other face of the building and they could clearly see into any apartments with their curtains open.

“There, she’s definitely smooching up to both of them,” Mila suggested. They noticed a woman opposite seemingly entertaining two men. She was cuddling one of them in the kitchen whilst the other was out on the balcony. “I think that one’s her husband if either of them are, Mike.”

“Yeah he looks more her age. Unless that other one’s her dad or some other rellie. She was only leaning into a hug with him before, she wasn’t looking up at him like she wanted to be kissed like she is there.”

On cue the man did kiss the woman, taking her passionately as he felt her up and down. Mike and Mila watched in silence. Mike squeezed his wife’s hand in her lap. They were sitting together in a love seat and he had his arm around her cuddling close.

The couple in their kitchen took drinks out onto the balcony and sat together facing the older man. Their faces were distinguishable enough to see it could well have been the woman’s father or another relative of that generation.

The group settled into conversation over drinks and Mike and Mila resumed chatting about the timing of their house buying plans and having children.

Mike was enjoying the view down Mila’s dress in the light from their apartment and got to thinking about what happened last night; the pictures manifesting in his head again.

“So anyway baby, what we were saying on the drive about last night is true in as much as our marriage is definitely strong enough to make fantasies like that a positive thing rather than a negative.”

“Hmm I still think that comes down to you more than me Mike. There’s no way I want to know about your history with other women and I definitely don’t want to share teasing fantasies about you and that barmaid, I can assure you!”

“Haha no of course not baby. I meant it when I said that wouldn’t work for me either.”

“Yes but how does that make any sense? How can you enjoy fantasising about me getting with other guys and not enjoy fantasising about you with other women?”

Mike shrugged. “I probably could if it was just me and I was single. But with us sharing the fantasy it has to work for both of us in a positive way, right? And remember guy’s getting onto women means nothing other than the physical while women would have to compete emotionally if the man was one of their husbands.”

Mike stroked down over Mila’s shoulder and felt a nipple as he spoke. The trio directly across from them were watching casually. Two levels above was a man leaning on his balcony rail watching more intently. He was in the dark so they couldn’t see his face and eyes but his head was turned their way more so than towards the ocean.

“Um Mike, I think he’s looking again,” Mila whispered and squeezed Mike’s arm. “He can see you doing that,” she uttered nervously.

Mike kissed her hair. “So let’s let him watch baby, what’s the harm?”

“Um I don’t know, there’s no harm I guess. It’s just scary.”

Mike felt her tit fully, squeezing and thumbing up and down over her nipple whilst kissing his wife’s upturned mouth for their voyeur to see. That one in particular. He suddenly noticed several others out on balconies and looking all around.

“So there’s the picture in my head of you riding the exercise bike at the gym with Troy’s cock as your seat to pedal down-up-down on. Then there’s the one with the small dick guy fucking you sideways with your leg bent up over his shoulder so he can stick it to you as deep as possible to blow his load.

“Then there’s the big tattooed islander guy you took home from the night club and he stayed for two months fucking you senseless the whole time. Do you have another picture for my highlights reel sweetheart? Tell me about another ex-boyfriend?”

“Hmm do you really want more? That’s not enough already?”

“Yeah it’s great baby, but I want more,” Mike said into a kiss. “Have you ever flashed your tits in public, has any guy ever asked you to?”

“Um what do you mean by ‘in public’, does a party count?”

“Hell yeah, a party counts. What happened baby, tell me about it?”

“Nothing much happened at all. I lost a bet and had to flash my boobs to a roomful of cheering guys.”

“Oh fuck. That’s what I’m talking about. Was it just a quick up and down flash or did you have to hold your top up?”

“Um, I flashed quickly first but they all complained, and I had to do it again and hold my top up while my girlfriend counted to five, which she did really slowly and took long enough for some of the guys to take pics with their phones.”

“Oh yeah? And did you see any of the pics later, did anyone show you?”

“Uh huh. I saw the one they sent to my little brother when Dad took his phone off him and had a damn good look himself before deleting it and yelling at me.

“But then again every man in the family had a look down my wedding dress when they passed me around for dances so what’s the big deal about a silly drunken party photo, right?”

“Hell yeah, I agree baby. How about trying something right here flashing your boobs with this guy watching?”

“Um trying something like what?” Mila squeaked.

Mike undid the top button on her dress. He’d been fiddling with it for a while thinking about trying to get his wife to open her dress at the top a little.

She glared up from him doing that. He tugged at the next button and she sucked in a breath and held it whilst he opened her dress away either side.

“What are you doing Mike!”

“I dunno baby, do you wanna just um…!” Mike undid another button and uncovered one of her tits as he slipped her dress from her shoulder.

She whimpered and buried her face against his neck.

He responded to a rush of adrenalin and pulled the other side of her dress down too, uncovering both of his wife’s tits and letting the watchers in the opposite building see.

She gripped his thigh with one hand, digging her nails in and clung to the seat beside her with her other hand.

Mike kept his wife’s head to his neck and opened another button and pulled her dress aside more. Then he looked around at three men he could see watching. He couldn’t make out the faces of two of them but the one closest lit a cigarette. Mike met his eyes for an instant as he looked up from Mila’s tits and nodded appreciatively.

“Are any of them looking?” Mila uttered.

“Yeah, they all are baby. Fuck this is hot.”

“Mmm but Mike!” Mila moaned and thrust her chest forward as he felt one of her tits for the men.

The two men directly across were watching. The woman was too whilst she was being cuddled and felt up by her husband or partner.

It was crazy Mike hadn’t even asked Mila or warned her he was going to expose her like this. He hadn’t thought it through though; it had been totally impulsive.

He felt from one tit to the other, pinching and pulling on her nipples and making her moan. Her face was still buried against his neck and her arms wrapped around his head to keep herself held tight and hidden.

With her arms up now her tits had more wobble to them and Mike played with that. He cupped and jiggled them whilst the voyeur men watched and the woman continued to be felt up as well. Her top was up and her nipples were visible in the glow of light from their apartment.

Mike squeezed and pulled on Mila’s nipples, gently gripping with his fingers and thumb and tugging down before letting the nipple slip from his hold. Her dress was in the way with her arms raised so he lowered one of Mila’s arms and removed it fully. She complied and allowed him to do it.

“Yeah that’s better baby, let them see properly,” he muttered and gently pulled back on her bare shoulders, making her turn a little and thrust her tits for the men.

She kept her head turned away and allowed Mike to extract her other arm. “Fuck yeah let them look at you,” he groaned.

“Mmm how many are there watching?” Mila uttered.

Mike lifted her chin and kissed her lips. “Probably about half a dozen. I need to pull the balcony curtain back more so they can see you better.”

“But you can’t leave me sitting here!” Mila squeaked.

“No I’ll just um…” Mike reached and quickly pulled back the curtain so Mila was now sitting in the full light from their apartment. He heard a groan from the man two levels above and directly across who was checking them through binoculars now.

He counted four other men watching and one of them had a telescope. The trio across the way had gone inside and disappeared into what would have been the bedroom.

Mike kept his wife’s pretty head cuddled to his neck and otherwise kept her sitting with her body exposed to the men watching her. He resumed feeling her tits for them to imagine. She clung to his thigh and the seat beside her and allowed him.

He had her dress pushed down to her waist and started squeezing and rubbing up one of her thighs.

Mila was a complete ragdoll. She dug her nails in harder as he felt under the skirt of her dress and rubbed into her panties. Mike was beyond any kind of reasoning or rational thought. He pulled her skirt up to show the voyeurs her underwear.

He rubbed into her through the crotch and isolated her clit. It was swollen and he could feel and hear her pussy squelching. She was a ragdoll from the waist up but kept her knees pressed together.

Mike could imagine the guy with binoculars and the one with the scope focused down below, so he stretched the waistband of his wife’s panties down in front and showed them her cunt.

“Mike!” she moaned in protest but only dug her nails in more as he felt her thighs relax and slightly open.

“It’s okay baby. This is just you and me. Just let me show them, yeah?”

“Um aren’t you already?”

Mike stretched Mila’s panties down from one hip. She lifted her butt for him and he quickly pulled them from her other hip and down her thighs. He pushed them down over her knees but couldn’t reach to take them from her ankles.

She kept her feet together as he pushed from inside her knees and opened them. “Oh fuck yes!” the man closest with binoculars trained on target groaned loudly.

“Oh my god Mike!”

“I know baby, oh fuck,” Mike groaned too and felt for his wife’s opening and inserted his middle and ring fingers up her.

She was completely slick and searing hot inside. She whimpered and buried her face further into his neck.

Mike fingered in and out of his wife, working up a steady rhythm and rubbing back against her magic spot, making her whimper and moan and squirm with her butt.

He pulled his fingers out and spread her cunt open for the men watching; for the two with the binoculars and scope, hopefully able to see inside of his wife whilst he held her open for them with his fingers and thumb.

In Mike’s whirling brain he wanted to show these men where they could stick their cocks, wanting them to imagine doing it and having turns fucking Mila whilst he was a passive observer.

She only allowed him to hold her open for a few seconds then squirmed her thighs together. His fingers slipped right back in but he was throbbing hard himself now and needed to fuck his woman.

He stood and took her in his arms and carried her into the bedroom. He dropped her on the bed, ripped his pants down and got on top then slammed into her.

Mike crushed his moaning woman to him and fucked her with a roll and thrust of his hips. She clawed his back and soon cried out in orgasm and he slammed home and blew his load into her pulsating heat.


Chapter 2

Mila

My husband rolled off me and we lay side by side the wrong way on the bed. The pillows were at our feet and the side window of the apartment and closed curtain were right behind our heads.

“I need a drink,” I told my crazy husband. “I can’t believe you stripped me out there!” I scolded and peeped out the curtain.

I noticed we had an even more direct view of the facing building where the woman and two men were. They had their curtains open and a large screen TV was visible in the apartment.

I spun over onto my front and studied what I was looking at closely, trying to make sense of it. Mike sat beside and gave me a bottle of beer. He looked out through the curtain too. “What is that on the screen?”

Whatever the image was it suddenly changed and one of the men walked across the window and seemed to adjust something. Then the image cleared and focused. We could see it was the butt of the other man thrusting between the woman’s spread legs.

“Fuck, that’s a live stream of the old dude nailing her,” Mike said.

The man walking around the room was definitely the younger one. He pulled a black balaclava mask over his head then knelt to look closely at the mating couple on the bed. His head came into view on the screen as he closely examined their coupling. His arm was moving as he stroked his cock.

The butt of the older man was pulling back and surging, his butt cheeks were firm and clenching tighter with each thrust. You could tell it was the older man because the fat around his hips was wobbling.

The other man crawled back and moved a tripod and camera a little. The image on the TV flickered then clarified to focus more clearly on the coupling of the mating pair.

“Oh my god that’s pornographic,” I uttered enthralled.

“I know, it’s exciting seeing a woman’s pussy split open and being shafted like that though baby. That’s why I was trying to show yours to the men out there before. I hope they were zoomed in with their binoculars when I spread your pussy lips. Could you feel me doing that?”

“Yes I could feel it Mike, oh my god!”

“Yeah well watching a cock sliding in and out of a pussy allows you to imagine it’s your own cock and you can almost feel it if you’re a guy. I wanted them to imagine being inside you baby. I was feeling your tits so they could imagine that then I knew what they’d be hoping for after that.”

Mike stopped talking and stared across at the big screen with me. “Yeah that’s it, he’s blowing right now baby, can you see?”

“Uh huh I can see. I can almost feel it too,” I uttered.

The old guy pulled out and left the woman’s pussy gaping. The other man took the camera and zoomed right in close to see inside her. Her split open pussy filled the big screen. It was puckering slowly inside and there was a huge wad of cum sitting there. Some trickled into her anus and some was gradually drawn in as her pink inner folds continued to throb.

“I’d love other men to see you like that baby, with your legs spread and your pussy open and full of cum. Wouldn’t you enjoy that?”

“Um goodness. I don’t know. I guess as long as it’s your cum and they’re only imagining!”

The camera panned upward to take in the woman’s sweaty tits and her heaving chest. It lifted to her face that was covered with a white half mask. Her teeth were biting the corner of a smile.

The camera panned back around to focus on two more naked men who were entering the room with full head masks on. I squeaked excitedly.

“Oh yeah gang bang!” Mike enthused. “Here we go!”

The old guy took over with the camera. The original younger one sat at the top of the bed and claimed the woman’s wrists. She writhed her butt up off the bed as one of the other men approached. He was cradling his large stiff cock in his hand and got between her legs.

“Aw fuck I can imagine that being you baby,” Mike groaned and massaged the back of my neck.

I watched in stunned silence thrilling all inside as I could virtually feel this woman being fucked. It was true that watching close-up and in detail was almost like it was your own pussy being penetrated. I could only imagine how it felt for the guys watching and the idea of it being me on show for them sent tingles of excitement rushing through me.

The man humping the woman suddenly got up and the other one who was naked except for his mask, who was also holding his cock, took his place and surged into her.

“Oh yeah, that’s it. Tag team turns,” Mike groaned. “Fuck. Imagine if that was you baby. Three other men having turns fucking you. One’s already blown his load and your pussy’s all creamed while the other two shaft you good and deep.”

“Mmm I can almost feel it too Mike. Look how huge that one is!”

The camera panned around and the man who had just been fucking the woman positioned a stimulator on her clit whilst the other one was still inside her. The stimulator was held in place whilst the other slow fucked her. The hand of the older man appeared in shot feeling the woman’s tits.

All the sensations she would have been experiencing were tingling inside me as I watched fascinated. My fingers had absentmindedly found their way to my own gooey pussy.

“So, do you wish that was you baby?”

I blushed. “Um yes and no.”

The guy holding the clit stimulator fed his cock into the woman’s mouth. The camera zoomed in so we could see her lips around his veiny shaft on screen.

“What about that baby, do you wish that was you?”

“Mmm I don’t know, he looks a bit big to suck. It’s better when the guys a bit smaller.”

“Oh yeah, so tell me about a time you sucked a guy off?” my husband encouraged. “Does any one time stand out?”

“Um yes, on my eighteenth birthday a family friend got me to do it for him. He was much older, nearly forty I think. He told me he’d been waiting for me to come of age and that he had a special birthday gift for me.”

“Oh yeah, go on, tell me what happened baby?”

“Mmm well his name was Dane Henderson, or Hendo everyone called him and he used to do house renovations round the neighbourhood. He built a deck and garage for my parents and used to watch me in the pool all the time.

“Then at my party he took me with him to buy more alcohol, since I was officially old enough and wanted to use my ID card and buy some for my first time.

“Then on the way home he could see how attracted I was to him. I couldn’t help it. He was so ripped. His huge arm muscles bulged in this tight t-shirt, and I think I was staring at them and nearly wetting my pants to be alone with the guy like that.”

“Oh fuck yeah, so he had you swooning and he what, grabbed you or something?”

“No, first he put his hand on my knee and squeezed and rubbed up and down, and his hand was so much rougher than I was used to with boys my age. He was telling me how beautiful I was and that he’d been trying hard not to notice me too obviously around my parents. And then he rubbed far enough back and touched me between the legs with his pinkie finger. I nearly orgasmed right there and then.”

I drew a big breath and gulped then went on, my husband was a captive audience.

“So anyway he knew he had me however he wanted, and he parked in this empty office building parking lot. Then when he pulled me to him and kissed me I really was swooning.

“He used his tongue and put it in my mouth and he was feeling my boobs and had my nipples aching and shooting bolts of electricity down to my pussy, which he started rubbing again. It was like he knew exactly where my clit was and how to rub it in circles getting firmer and firmer then when he stretched aside the edge of my panties and inserted his big rough finger I orgasmed.

“It was the first one I’d ever had with a guy touching me in any way. And the guy kept kissing me and fingering me and keeping it going with his thumb against my clit.

“When he’d finished ravaging me with his tongue and fingers he took his cock out and told me that the other half of my special birthday gift was um…” I grimaced guiltily. “What he said was so crude and I’ll never forget it.”

“Oh yeah, what did he say baby, tell me?”

“Um…” I rolled my eyes. “Really? I have to say this?’

“Go on baby please! This is gonna make it so fucking intense for me picturing it in my head.”

I shook my head and huffed then continued defiantly. “He said that the rest of my birthday gift was in his balls and I had to suck it out of them if I wanted it.”

“Aw fuck yeah,” my husband groaned. “And did you want it baby? Did you?”

“Huh, I don’t know if I wanted it or not. It was hardly about me though. The guy was fully erect and obviously needed me to do it for him. Plus he’d just given me my best orgasm ever and I owed him, didn’t I?”

“Fuck yeah baby you owed him alright. It was time to pay up and suck him off yeah? You did it, didn’t you?”

“Yes I did it, of course I did. I bent over into his lap and did it as nice as I could for him. Even though I wasn’t very experienced and didn’t know much about giving guys blowjobs.”

“Oh right, but you’d had some experience before then? It wasn’t your first time sucking a guy off?”

I rolled my eyes and blushed embarrassingly. “Let’s just say you know what boys are like. You must remember being one, I’m sure you were no different to the one’s I came of age with.”

“Oh yeah so you would’ve been well used to sucking cock by then,” my husband smiled triumphantly.

I scoffed. “Well maybe so but I still didn’t know much about how to do it, and especially with a mature man who would’ve been expecting me to do it nice for him. But fortunately he coached me to go slower and faster with my hand and to bob on the head or suck him deeper when he needed it.

“It was actually a great learning experience for me and I ended up doing it quite a few times for him over the next year or so. He used to pick me up secretly and take me on dates where no one would recognise us, and he always had a gift box from the jewellery store for me, so that was very nice.

“We used to park and he’d finger me and I’d give him blowjobs for more practice, and he always came so hard and there was no choice in a car but to swallow it all. He also took me to his house a few times and fucked me in his bed. That was really strange because you could see my house right across the road and my parents would be home while I was being nailed by the guy.

“Oh my god he used to go off when he had me in his bed Mike. He used to fuck me so hard from behind with the curtains open looking across the road. I even saw dad in the garage or mowing the lawn one time.

“But I was 18 so there was nothing illegal about it. Only afterwards I’d hide down low in the guy’s car while he backed out of the garage and drove me past my house to the local mall where he’d drop me to walk home like nothing had happened. Except my legs would be weak and my pussy would be tingling wildly and all soppy from where I’d been fucked”

I was still watching the action across in the other building. There was a fourth man there now who looked as old as the first one. They’d been having turns screwing her and using the stimulator on her clit. They kept moving round from one type of ravishing to another, including them taking turns in her mouth.

“Yeah there he goes, that one’s cumming in her now baby.”

We could see one of the younger ones had his head back and mouth open. It looked like he was howling at the moon but we knew what was happening. The first older guy still had the camera and zoomed in on the younger one’s balls clenched up tight and pulsing against the woman’s vagina. She was definitely getting her second serve of cum.

Mike stroked the hair from my neck and kissed me, whispering breathily into my ear, “So we’re not going to do it but can we both just say we wish that was you being filled with your second load of stranger cum so far tonight?”

“Um Mike!” I hummed excitedly.

“Aw fuck baby I really wish we could do that and it was you over there getting gang banged and creamed by masked strangers.”

“Mmm me too Mike. I’d love to be fucked by one man while another one was playing with my tits and buzzing my clit and another one was in my mouth. I’d love it if you were holding my wrists above my head like that and letting them all have me!”

My husband entered me from behind. He was fully erect again and I was so on edge from my naughty thoughts. I was up on my hands and knees on the bed and he rode me whilst we watched the sex show across in the other building.

“That time with Hendo fucking you across the road from your house makes me think of Angus baby. I’ve noticed the way he tries to check you out all the time. He probably imagines dragging you into his bedroom and getting onto you.”

“Uh huh, huh, really?” I moaned and squirmed back against Mike holding me firmly on his cock. I hadn’t reached orgasm myself but could feel my husband cumming. “Would you like to think of a fantasy scenario with Angus and tell me about it Mike? I think it’s your turn to be the storyteller if we’re going to play this game.”


Chapter 3

After showering together and realising it was only nine o’clock, Mila slipped into a little red party dress and presented herself making Mike’s eyes light up with his smile.

They joined a small crowd for cocktails on the resort bar’s terrace. Mila looked radiant and Mike was feeling relaxed and content. For a few hours it was easy to believe this was the beginning of something new; an exciting alternate way of life by night, at least, or perhaps on the occasional weekend away.

As night closed in they walked hand in hand along the shoreline with the waves lapping at their feet. They paused to watch the stars bloom above them, silent witnesses to their unspoken questions and intensely exciting evening, of Mike stripping his wife for other men to look at and of Mila allowing him to do it.

The romantically-renewed couple strolled and kissed and softly recounted their thrill over the experience.

Later they went back up to their second honeymoon apartment and curled up to sleep. Although pretty soon Mike was snoring away and Mila got up and walked back out onto the balcony, still quite unsettled deep down over what she’d told her husband about her previous lovers and the fantasy they had shared about her riding the new muscle man at her gym.

Mila’s unsettled feeling was a mixture of guilt, fear and intrigue. She often had flashbacks to being woken in the middle of the night and being fucked by her huge islander lover or being coached through trainee blowjob sessions by the older man from across the road when she was barely old enough for him to seduce.

She closed her eyes to the gentle sea breeze and remembered the feel of being taken from behind by a mature businessman she worked as a temporary personal assistant for. It had been a three-week assignment that included two weeks at a country retreat where she had to take notes at conferences and organise the man’s schedule and presentations.

He had seduced her one night after too many cocktails and talked her into letting him have anal sex with her. He was gentle but persistent. It had been painful but Mila was curious enough to put up with that and when the pain gradually subsided, the thrill of being taken that way by a man was intense and like nothing she’d experienced before.

She had almost asked her husband to try it with her a dozen times but chickened out every time and she remained intrigued and unfulfilled when it came to having a man on her back and humping her arse.

“Mmm,” she moaned to herself at the thought and opened her eyes to see the man from the facing apartment had his binoculars trained on her again.

Mila was in a skimpy satin nightie held up by tiny shoulder strings.

She remained facing the man and slipped the shoulder strings and lowered her nightie to show him her tits the way her husband had.

She held her nightie at her waist and thrust her tits for the man to enjoy but the thrill welled up inside of her as hot tingly guilt and she pulled her nightie back up and rushed back inside to cuddle up to her sleeping husband and smile gleefully at how naughty she had just been.

***


Part 3: A Professional Touch

Chapter 1

The warm breeze tugged at Mila’s ultra-short sundress, flashing her toned thighs almost to the crotch of her panties as she and Mike strolled hand in hand along the boardwalk. They were discussing the rather risqué events of the previous night.

The boardwalk was buzzing with scantily-dressed holidaymakers and locals alike. Along the promenade alfresco restaurants spilled onto timber decks, their white umbrellas swaying in the sea breeze.

Mila and Mike were enjoying the second day of their anniversary celebration. Mila paused, her gaze lingering on a bistro shaded by towering Norfolk pines. The place was alive with the clink of glasses.

“This one?” she asked, nodding toward the open terrace.

Mike grinned and squeezed her hand. “If they have oysters I’m sold.”

Moments later they were seated at a table angled toward the sea view. The bronzed handsome young waiter took their order.

“We’ll start with half a dozen oysters please,” Mila said glancing at Mike. “And the prawn salad with extra lemon if you don’t mind.”

Mike tapped the menu. “The fisherman’s basket for me. And a side of that house tartare.”

“Coming right up,” the waiter beamed a brilliant white smile and tapped on his tablet.

Mila leant back to shade her face. “Can you believe how different this is from our first honeymoon?” she mused. “Two years ago we’d be clomping round in ski boots somewhere in the Alps, bundled in thermals and snow gear.”

Mike laughed as he remembered. “And eating schnitzels and fondue. Not a prawn in sight, unless it was frozen and on a pizza at the lodge café.”

“Remember that blizzard on the second day?” Mila asked. “We got snowed in, played cards by the fire and drank hot chocolate till we felt sick.”

Mike reached across the table and brushed a strand of hair from his wife’s face. “It was perfect in its own way. But this…” He gestured at the sun-dappled water and character wooden buildings. “This seriously feels like a new chapter baby.”

Their oysters arrived with wedges of lemon. “This is exactly what I wanted,” Mila said closing her eyes. “Fresh, not frozen. The real thing.”

Mike grinned as he picked up his wine glass. “Makes you wonder how we ever settled for anything less.”

Their first honeymoon had of course been about newness and adventure, about learning to navigate the unfamiliar, both the icy slopes and uncharted married life. In contrast this long weekend felt like more of a celebration.

They talked about their jobs and how it sucked that Mila had to work weekend shifts which meant they really didn’t spend enough time together and hardly ever got away from the house. Mostly they complained about how their life bore no resemblance to this magical weekend and that it should. At least on regular occasions.

Mike smiled and his eyes crinkled at the corners. “Let’s make a pact. A weekend here at the coast every three months. Fuck waiting for another anniversary.”

Mila laughed. “Does that include watching live porn?”

“Hell yeah,” agreed Mike. “I damn well hope so baby, I’m still feeling nothing but positive about last night, how about you?”

Mike had been keeping this in the back of his mind all morning. They had awoken feeling a little shocked with themselves and burst out laughing at what they had done.

They both became serious and now that Mike had processed it deep down he was ready to face up to things.

“Yes I feel positive too,” Mila answered softly as a light blush coloured her cheeks. “It was exciting being exposed to other men like that Mike. I shaved my pussy in the shower this morning in case you make me do it again.”

Mike stared as his mouth hung open. He blinked. “You shaved your pussy?”

“Yes well that woman on the big screen was shaved bare and those men having turns with her seemed to like it.”

“Yeah I’m sure they did. Visually you can definitely see better when the woman’s shaved. Especially with your legs together.” Mike leant close to whisper. “Like when your pussy’s all smooth and pink and you can see your slit. That’s so fucking hot baby.”

“Hmm when it looks underage you mean?” Mila accused. “It feels like I’m a young teen again all of a sudden. It feels very naughty!”

“Oh yeah and not much covering it in that short dress either,” Mike grinned. “I don’t remember seeing you in that before?”

“No. I dug it out of my old clothes for this weekend. I’m supposed to be wearing a bikini under it though.”

“Aw hell no, you’re way hotter in panties baby. Lots of guys have been checking you out.”

“Yes I’ve noticed,” Mila said and looked around. “It certainly feels like there’s not much covering me down there.”

Mike drew a breath. “I want to show you to that guy with the binoculars again if he’s there today.”

Mila’s blush rose. She nodded a little biting her lip.

“Do you want me to again baby?”

“Um if you want to.”

“Yeah hopefully in the daylight this time. Maybe lie on the banana lounge and sunbathe for a bit?”

“Uh huh. I was thinking about that. Do you think that’d be okay on the balcony? I mean, I know it would with a bikini on.”

“I think it’s an adults’ resort baby. You don’t see any kids at the spa or pool or anything. I think there’s other places set up for families with multiple rooms and kitchens and such.”

“Um okay, that’s what I thought too. Hopefully it’s only adult men looking at me.”

“Yeah I’ve seen some groups of young guys but they’d be of age. They seem to be welcome at the bar well enough.”

Mila nodded, chewing her smile again. Her eyes were bright and filled with excitement and anticipation. “I’ll need to use lots of sunblock for my white bits. I wouldn’t want to get sunburnt anywhere too intimate.”

“Aw fuck yeah, I love how deliberate this’ll be this time baby. Last night just sort of happened and I didn’t know what I was thinking. This time we’re deliberately going to show these other men your tits and pussy. That’s fucking next level hot.”

“Uh huh, I think so too Mike. My husband is going to show me to other men so they can imagine having sex with me.” Mila leant close to whisper. “That’s why I shaved my pussy so they can see it better and imagine more vividly.”

“Oh yeah,” Mike groaned, feeling his cock flex in his pants.

Mila whispered close again, “That’s why I’ve got my legs angled towards that man right there looking all the time.”

Mike followed his wife’s motion with her eyes to a dark-haired middle-aged man. His sunglasses were down his nose so he could see over them. He glanced whilst Mike was watching him and his eyes lowered to Mila’s legs. The breezy skirt of her dress was straight across them offering a view between her slender thighs Mike was very familiar with.

“He’s been looking at my legs this whole time we’ve been sitting here and I’ve been letting him,” Mila said under her breath. “Every time I forget for a minute and let my knees stray apart he zeros in like I can feel his eyes on the crotch of my panties. Like, I can feel how thin they are and that I haven’t got a bush to cover my pussy anymore.”

Mila drew a big breath and expelled. “He’s the most obvious but other men have been looking too. I can feel it every time one of them levels his eyes on my crotch.

“I feel so hot and squishy down there Mike. I’m probably wetting my pants for them too.”

“Aw fuck, for them huh? Your pussy’s all wet and slippery for that guy right there, is it baby?”

“Uh huh. I’m so turned on for him Mike, the way he’s looking at me,” Mila uttered and rubbed her neck. “I can’t even feel my legs and my knees won’t stay together. My pussy is definitely prepared for him to service me.”

Mike’s heart was thumping. He had to turn his head a long way to see this other man so he exaggerated the movement and looked past him and back again. He could see that Mila’s knees were slightly apart. The guy would have a clear view between them. He reached down to scratch an ankle and saw that Mila’s panties were stuck to her pussy and cutting in nicely.

He swallowed hard and drew a breath. “You really are wet for this aren’t you baby? What if he got you alone somewhere and tried to fuck you, would you be able to resist?”

“Um, don’t even say that Mike, not when the other man is right here like this, it’s not fair.”

Mike nodded. “Okay I get it. He actually could fuck you if I left you alone with him, so it’s up to me to not let that happen.”

Mila grimaced guiltily and blushed a little deeper. Mike reached under the small table between them and squeezed her knee and pressured it aside a little more. She didn’t resist and he parted her thighs more for the guy watching.

“It’s too bad you’re wearing panties baby. Maybe we should buy you some of those see-through mesh ones?”

“Um, he’s really looking now Mike. I want to do this but I shouldn’t. It’s crude with my legs open like this.”

“So he’s staring at your crotch now?” Mike asked.

Mila nodded.

“Okay just for another minute then we’ll go,” Mike said and pressured his wife’s knee aside a little more whilst keeping pressure against her other ankle with his foot so she didn’t close that leg.

She let him do it and stared blankly towards her voyeur until Mike rubbed up the outside of her shin and closed her legs together for her.


Chapter 2

Mila

I was taken by the hand and led back along the boardwalk towards the resort. I was stumbling along in a daze, my legs still weak and my pussy slippery and tingling wildly for every man we walked past.

Once inside our apartment Mike pushed me back against the door and kissed me hard whilst rubbing into my crotch.

He put his hand down my panties and inserted two fingers up me. He kissed me deeply and passionately whilst doing me slow and firm with his fingers, making me squish down against his hand.

I didn’t orgasm but I was in a weird state of arousal that had my entire body warm and soft and full of pleasure tingles at every touch from my husband.

“Do you want to do some sunbathing baby? If that guy with the binoculars is there he’ll see you for sure.”

“Okay,” I agreed submissively. “But can you check there are no children on the balconies?’

Mike left me in the bedroom to undress. He flung the curtains back and opened the balcony doors to the living area and bedroom as well. The entire apartment opened to the view of the ocean and facing building.

“There are no kids baby. I counted four guys and one woman looking out to sea. There are probably other people sitting but it’s hard to tell.”

I was in my bra and panties holding an arm across my boobs. I didn’t know how to do this. Do you just strip and walk outside fully nude and lie down on a banana lounge?

Our room was close to the internal edge of the building. The facing balconies directly opposite were about ten metres away. With the wings of the building angled away from each other, the balconies closer to the ocean were much further away.

I imagined anyone trying to see my pussy in detail would need binoculars or a telescope like the two men had last night, otherwise I’d just look like a nude woman in the distance.

Inside the bedroom we were visible to the balconies directly opposite and up to three or four levels higher. But I imagined with it being slightly darker inside people wouldn’t be able to see very well.

That was different last night of course, when the people having an orgy in the room directly across at the same level as us had their curtains open and the light on. They may as well have been performing on stage.

I shyly pushed down my panties and slipped out of my bra. I stood deep into the room with my arm across my chest and a hand over my pink pussy. Oh it was exciting to have shaved it bare. I felt so thoroughly naked right now.

“Are you going to strip off too?” I asked my husband a little pleadingly.

He had the sunblock and squeezed some and started rubbing it onto my tits. I lowered my arm and thrust for him.

“I guess I could if you want me to baby?”

I sucked in a breath. “I’d feel better if it wasn’t just me.”

I had already done my arms, legs and my face and shoulders with sunblock for our stroll on the boardwalk. Mike did my back then squeezed a big splotch of the cool cream and did my stomach and rubbed down over my mons and around my pussy lips.

I was facing away from the balcony at this point. I wasn’t scared of showing my butt to the world as I spend a lot of time at the gym and am proud of how well toned I am.

I have feminine hips though and a broad gap between my thighs, so my pussy is visible quite easily from behind, which it would have been to men with binoculars right now.

Mike quickly applied sunblock to his bare chest and I did his back. He pushed down his pants and jocks and I squeaked gleefully. He’s not in bad shape either and has a nice firm butt.

“Don’t worry, I’ll be sitting on that,” he chuckled as I applied sunblock.

I squeezed a liberal amount and applied it to his penis. It was already swollen and firmed quickly as I squished my fist up and down. “Uh fuck baby, careful,” he groaned.

“You’d better take a towel to cover that if you need to Mike. It’s one thing to be nude on a balcony but a whole other thing to show you’re aroused don’t you think? At least not in daylight.”

“Yeah I agree baby. I was thinking of finding an adult shop and buying a dildo to use on you while we’re here doing this but probably not until it’s nighttime and others are putting on shows as well.”

“Mmm, that’d be interesting,” I cooed into a kiss whilst still holding my husband’s erection and slowly stroking up and down. I let it go so he could relax and hopefully soften for public viewing.

We went to the kitchen fully nude and got drinks. It was so surreal walking round with my boobs jiggling free and my pussy bare and shaved bald. I was quickly getting used to it though. It was actually quite fun. It felt very natural and freeing.

The kitchen was deep in the apartment and not in view of the facing balconies. We waited there sipping our drinks until Mike’s condition subsided.

“Okay are we ready?” he challenged. “I’m keeping the towel for when that guy with the binoculars has them trained on your little pink slit there.”

I grimaced excitedly and followed my husband into the living area and the view of the others at the resort. There were two banana lounges in the sun on the balcony, both in plain sight of any potential voyeurs.

We sat and laid back. “Oh my god,” I exclaimed excitedly. The sun glistened from my shiny skin and warmed me instantly. I rested back with my arms by my sides and my tits proudly on display.

I had my legs straight and pressed together but my thigh gap was working against my modesty.

“Aw fuck that’s good baby, can see your full slit with you shaved like that.”

I measured some deep breaths. There were men looking over already. I counted three but there were soon others.

“Fuck yeah, here he is baby,” Mike groaned.

The man from last night appeared with his binoculars. He had stepped back from the balcony rail, hidden a little inside his apartment. He had his binoculars directed at me though and I could feel them focused on my pussy.

“Are you okay baby? He’s onto you already. Bet he’s zeroed right in on your pussy.”

“Uh huh, I know Mike. I like it though, I want him to see me,” I told my husband and I wiggled my feet apart a little and opened my thighs a few inches.

“Fuck yeah,” Mike groaned encouragingly.

“Mmm I know but it’s different here like this. It’s totally safe and not as scary as with the guy at the café. No one can touch me here. They can only look and imagine.”

I had a sun hat and dark glasses on. I was watching the man with the binoculars, free to look right at him without him able to see my eyes I imagined.

I lay for a while with my thighs slightly apart then had a stretch and bent up one leg. Oh my god this was absolutely lewd. I swayed that leg to the side and spread my thighs open wide for the men watching. There was the one from last night with a telescope and another one higher up with a telescope too.

I could count about ten others looking out to sea and roving their gazes around to regularly focus on me.

Mike had his towel in place and was tenting it. He was squeezing my hand end smiling encouragingly as he looked from my tits to my pussy and back to meet my eyes.

“I’ve thought of a fantasy scenario with Angus getting onto you baby, do you want to hear it now or save it up for tonight?”

I smiled gleefully. “Um now please!”

Mike smiled back. “Well it’s a pretty realistic fantasy coz if given half a chance Angus would be all over you in real life too.

“It starts out with me bringing him into the house one hot afternoon when we’ve been working on the Falcon and you’re there having a snooze on the couch. Your little dress is up round your waist and you’ve got a pair of the see-through mesh panties on we’re going to buy you tomorrow.”

“Oh really? You’re taking me shopping tomorrow are you?” I teased playfully. I love shopping for me.

“Ha you bet we are, unless we can find a lingerie and toy shop open this evening. But back to the story. I’ve invited Angus into the house and you’re lying there with your dress bunched up enough to show the crotch of your panties. But I haven’t seen you there coz I was getting drinks in the kitchen and only Angus had wandered to the counter and looked into the living room.

“So he’s there looking at you and can see your shaved slit through your panties and he doesn’t know if he should say anything, and what’s he going to say if I see you and see that he’s been looking!

“The poor guy doesn’t know what to do so he just stands there staring. But what he doesn’t realise is that you’ve heard me clanking beer bottles and you’ve woken and saw you’re being checked out and you don’t know what to do either.”

“Oh my god I definitely wouldn’t know what to do,” I squeaked as I imagined the scenario.

Mike chuckled. “So anyway, I hand Angus a beer and rest back against the sink to drink mine, still not knowing you’re there. And Angus sips his beer being strangely quiet and keeps looking at you but he’s trying not to give himself away. And you um…”

Mike stroked up my bent leg and squeezed my knee whilst looking at my pussy.

“Well, the thing is, your pussy is starting to drip and ooze clear fluid like it is right now baby. It’s doing it for binoculars guy lying here with your legs spread for him and it’s dripping for Angus when he’s sipping his beer and perving on you on the couch at home, isn’t it?”

“Mmm yes, it’s dripping and tingling like crazy Mike. It is right now and it’s going to be for Angus when we get home. I already love the way he looks at me sometimes and I’m not going to be able to resist letting him even more now that we’re talking like this.”

“Yeah I know baby, I don’t want you to resist. In my fantasy you’re lying there with your legs together but you stir and roll over onto your back and spread them for him.

“Your bald pussy has leaked and made the crotch of your panties soggy and they’re stuck to you and completely transparent now. You stir some more and stretch until your dress is right up round your waist. You know Angus is looking but you pretend you’re still asleep and you rake your inner thighs and touch your pussy for him to see.”

“Uh huh,” I moaned and did just that, raking my inner thighs and touching my pussy with my thumbs for the men watching.

“Aw fuck. And then my phone rings and I take the call outside and leave Angus there with you baby. He can’t help himself and approaches you. You open your eyes and look guiltily up at him while still raking your thighs. He looks at your pussy and swallows hard. And then..?”

“Uh huh, huh, what? What happens then?” I pleaded.

“And then,” my husband went on but he stood and pulled me up from the banana lounge and into the bedroom.

He ripped the curtains closed behind us and flung me onto the bed. He got on top of me and I reached down and guided his cock. “Uh huh, huh,” I moaned as he slammed into me.

“Uh yeah baby, this is Angus fucking you, not me.”

“Uh huh, fuck me Angus, I’ve been wanting you so bad all this time,” I gave into my husband and clung to him whilst imagining he was our older divorced neighbour fucking me.

“Oh yes, oh take me Angus. Take me while he’s busy on the phone,” I moaned and panted. “Oh you’re so deep in me, you’re so much bigger than I’m used to,” I embellished the fantasy to suit me and tease my husband who was pounding into me now.

“Uh huh, huh, fuck me Angus. Cum in me and fill me with your seed,” I cried, surprising myself and sending my husband into a frenzy of jiggling thrusts that ended in him ploughed all the way up me and throbbing his release.

“AH! Fuck yeah man, fucking fill her up,” he growled.

I dug my nails into his butt and held him to me with my legs spread completely and my feet resting on the back of his thighs. I had reached orgasm too and my bald pussy was split round the base of our neighbour’s fantasy cock. My accommodating vagina was sucking on it and drawing his sperm in nice and deep.

“Oh Angus thank you,” I breathed. “I’ve always wanted to be fucked by you.”

I was blushing wildly to myself right now. Was this still a fantasy? Guilt welled up inside of me.

Mike lifted his upper body and sought my eyes. “Is that true baby? I don’t mind if it’s true,” he added quickly.

“Um I don’t know, maybe. He’s such a strong looking man, it’s hard not to find him attractive and sort of wish it was normal to do things like that. Like those people last night and the woman being shared by the man she was with.”

“Well yeah, exactly baby. Who’s to say it’s not normal if it was pure sex and doesn’t mean anything. I’ve been thinking about it a lot and I keep coming back to what we talked about at first, about it being purely physical for men and that it’d have nothing to do with our relationship.”

“Yes! Purely physical for the man and with him physically inside me rather than inside my imagination,” I contended. “And what if he got me pregnant Mike? That’d also be perfectly normal, wouldn’t it?”

“Well yeah. There’d be that risk for sure. They were all coming inside that woman last night. It wouldn’t have been the same if they weren’t,” Mike admitted.

“Exactly!” I glared. “It might as well be with a dildo if the man’s not going to cum inside you,” I added with a pout.

“Yeah, so that’d have to be a part of it; of the decision to do it and take the risk. I’m not saying we definitely should, but I’m starting to think maybe?” Mike went on warmly. “I wonder what it’d be like to let another man touch you? I mean, what about that massage thing we were reading about yesterday, where they come to your hotel room and you can request male or female and what level you want. What if we got you one of those and requested a low level of intimacy?”

“Um, I don’t know,” I uttered, blushing wildly at how exciting that idea sounded.

My husband smiled. He read me so easily. “Oh yeah?”

I rolled my eyes. “I don’t um, like, do you mean tonight?”

“Sure, why not? I could call and try to get a booking.”

“Oh my god really? You’d have to stay and be here too. You can’t leave me alone with some big masseuse dude!”

“No, I’ll ask about that, make sure I can stay and watch. I need to anyway baby. It’d be as much about me finding out if I can handle watching you being touched by another guy. That’d  be the whole point of paying for a professional, so we’d have full control and be able to stop it anytime we wanted.”

“Mmm. I seriously like that idea Mike, some big hunky gym guy touching me professionally and you supervising in charge of how far he’s allowed to go.

“I wonder what the levels of intimacy mean exactly, was it on the website?”

“No, not exactly. I tried to find that when you were in the shower but it didn’t say exactly, just that 10 is a full service and 1 is fully clothed. The reviews were saying that level 5 is pretty hot but without any penetration and that if you got to 8 the masseuse takes their clothes off too. I think they might have been censoring the reviews for too much detail. It said something about that for site content restrictions.”

I drew and expelled a big breath. “Well okay then husband, I’m game if you are!”


Chapter 3

Mila

Mike made the call and got me a booking for 6pm. He’d called just at the right time to nab a cancellation. There was no other time available so I had all of half an hour to chicken out if I was going to.

The instructions were to be showered and ready wrapped in a towel with panties on if I wanted. With a level 5 appointment the masseuse would be touching you anywhere that was uncovered and for female clients, touching of breasts was unavoidable at that level.

Mike was massaging my shoulders in preparation. It was nearly time.

“Maybe take off your panties baby? It’d be hot seeing the guy touch your pussy.”

“Mmm I know, that’s what I’m thinking too Mike. I want him to see me down there too. It was amazing with those voyeur men and their telescopes focused on me. Imagine that close up and in real life but still safe!”

“Yeah definitely, and without penetration so very safe. Although I wonder what that really means. If the guy’s fingers slide through your pussy lips and open them a little bit, is that penetration?”

“Oh I don’t know, oh my god,” I whimpered and pushed down my panties. “Is it time yet?”

Mike poured a scotch and I took it off him and gulped it. He poured another and downed it in one gulp then poured another which I took and had another big sip of but couldn’t finish.

There was a knock at the door.

“Oh my god,” I squeaked and did a little hop on the spot. I quickly hid my panties under a lounge cushion.

Mike showed the masseuse in. He was a tall well-built blond man with a big natural smile. “Hello there, I’m Steven, or Sven if you like.”

“Hi Sven,” I gushed. “Oh I’m so nervous, sorry. I’m Mila.”

“Mila, Mike.” The man nodded and motioned to the vacant floor space in the middle of the living area. We had the balcony doors and curtains closed for privacy.

Sven was in tight white shorts with a big bulge to one side in the front. If he had underwear on it was doing nothing to conceal the outline of his cockhead. His upper body was all muscle and he had a tiny tank top stretched over his chest, just covering his nipples. His biceps were huge and flexed as he laid out a large beach towel on the floor and positioned a bottle of massage oil with a pump dispenser at the ready.

“Mila,” he smiled inviting me to lie down.

“Um, should I lie on my front or back?”

“How about you lie on your front first and we’ll see if we can’t relax you with a little back and shoulder rub, yeah?”

“Um okay!” I grimaced at my husband who was sitting backwards on a dining chair, arms folded on the backrest. His face was a little pale and his eyes were filled with worry. He was managing a smile but I could see he was as unsure of this as I was.

My masseuse spoke low and soft and his gentle confidence in concert with the strong kneading of my back and shoulders relaxed me. My towel was open at the top but still covered my butt. My head was to one side facing my husband and my arms were by my sides.

Sven scooted back and worked oily lotion into my calves then thrilled me by moving upward to do the back of my thighs.

He straddled my legs and massaged up under the towel to do my butt and swipe oily fingers over my hips. That dislodged the towel and he used his thumbs to complete a nice all-over massage by kneading into the base of my back.

“Okay then, so a level five treatment was your request and we’ll move onto the more sensual portion of your experience,” Sven announced and rubbed up my sides to swipe his strong oily fingers over my boobs.

“Hmm,” I moaned and stared at Mike. He gulped hard and poured more scotch. I noticed his hands shake a little and the glass clinked.

My masseuse touched my arms. “Lift up a little for me Mila,” he encouraged and got me to raise up on my elbows. My tits were bared and my nipples touched the towel.

He pumped more oil into his hands and rubbed them together whilst I waited in anticipation. He smoothed his hands over my tits and squeezed and kneaded and squished my nipples with his oily fingers. “Oh these are nice Mike, your wife has lovely tits.”

Mike sucked in a breath and nodded stiffly. “Yeah she does.”

“Uh huh, huh,” I panted, I couldn’t help it. The man squeezed and squished and pulled on my nipples over and over.

I could feel his cock brushing against my butt. It felt like it was erect but I wasn’t sure. He was rolling his pelvis and poking me with it quite deliberately I thought.

“Do you like this Mike? I know Mila does,” Sven taunted. “I can feel her body flinch every time I flick her nipples like this,” he said and used his fingernails to flick back and forth across both nipples for Mike to see.

“This is for you too, isn’t it Mike; to see your wife handled by another man? It usually is when the husband asks to watch.”

Mike gulped and drew a short breath. “Yeah I want to watch. I want to see you handle her.”

Sven lifted his leg over and dismounted my butt. He was facing Mike and still feeling my tits beneath my body with one hand. He pumped more oil into his other hand and touched me between the legs.

I felt his oily fingers slide through me down there and squish over my mons. They flayed and swiped and speared through my folds then swished back over my vulva.

“Ooh she’s lovely and smooth down here Mike. Your wife’s got a slick little pussy, yeah? Think it might have been wet already though. I’m trying not to slip inside too much.”

“Uh huh, huh… huh huh, huh,” I panted and wiggled my butt and squirmed at the contact.

“Aw fuck yeah slip into her,” my husband groaned.

“Yeah, do you want me to? Do you want penetration?” the guy asked me.

He was massaging my clit. “Uh huh, huh… huh huh, huh,” I panted as my orgasm hit and throbbed through my pussy.

“Ooh there she goes,” Sven grinned triumphantly.

“Uh huh, huh… mmm huh, huh,” I went on moaning as my body quaked with the tremors of tingly pleasure wracking it.

My masseuse had his big strong hand over my pussy and was gently squishing back and forth across my clit, keeping the tremors going.

“So time’s nearly up Mike. I’m just going to have a little look at her now okay, just a little look for me to enjoy?” he said and encouraged me to roll onto my back.

He crawled around to above my head and smoothed his big hands over my tits again, making me thrust my chest.

“Oh your wife has amazing tits Mike. Feels like I should be paying you for this.”

Sven massaged firmly and tweaked my nipples. He was staring down at what he was doing and thrilled me with the genuine lust in his eyes.

He smoothed down over my belly with his oily hands and speared his fingers between my legs. His thumbs swiped either side of my clit. He was leaning over me and his package was right there in my face and the manly scent of him swirled in my overloaded head.

My legs were down straight but he swiped beneath my thighs and bent them up and spread me open.

He concentrated on my pussy and swished down over my vulva then sliced his fingers upward opening my lips a little and feeling inside. He had been slipping in a little bit but not very far.

He leant right over me with his cock bent to one side and fully erect in his pants in my face. He supported himself on one hand and examined my pussy with is other. He was slicing one fingertip through my opening and pasting my labia aside to expose the opening of my vagina.

“Uh huh, huh,” I moaned as he inserted his middle finger into me.

“Oh your wife’s pussy is tight Mike. That feels good eh, the way she squeezes and sucks on your finger like that. You’re a lucky man buddy.”

“Aw fuck,” my husband groaned with his hand over his mouth and his eyes filled with tragedy.

I was braced up off the floor with my butt in the air and wriggling uncontrollably. The guy’s finger was rubbing back against my magic spot.

“Ah huh, huh,” I squeaked and panted as my orgasm clenched around his finger and shuddered my oily tits as it thumped through me again.

“Oh yeah there she goes,” my masseuse smiled triumphantly and kept massaging my magic spot for another few seconds then extracted his finger and smoothed my slick pussy closed.”

He left me lying on the floor with my towel clutched over my naked, still-trembling body. He delicately pulled his towel from beneath me, wiped his hands on it and stuffed it into his gym bag with the bottle of oil.

“You’ve got a beautiful wife Mike. She’s ultra responsive. You should do more of this with her.”

Mike gulped and nodded. “Um, do you know of an adult shop round here, with lingerie and toys and such?”

Sven took a business card from the side pocket of his gym bag. “Give Delilah a call, she’ll come see you right here in your room and help with anything you want.”

He patted my husband’s shoulder and smiled at me. His eyes roved over my still softly throbbing body. I couldn’t help looking at his erect cock clearly defined in his pants again.

“It was a pleasure Mila, maybe we could try going up a level or two next time, yeah?”

I stared. I couldn’t talk. My ravaged body was a mass of tingling nerve ends. The idea of being penetrated by the thing in the man’s pants drew my eyes back to it.

“Aw fuck I don’t know about doing this again,” my husband groaned and pushed against the hulking masseuse’s shoulder, trying to urge him out the door. But the man lingered for another long second and looked at where I was now sitting up on the floor with one of my tits exposed above the towel again.

“Yeah so fucking beautiful,” he groaned.

I lowered the towel so he could see both of my tits again.

***


Part 4: Wife on Show

Chapter 1

Mila and Mike strolled hand in hand along the oceanside boardwalk. The restaurant district was bustling and loud with holidaymakers and socialising locals.

Mila tugged Mike’s arm, gesturing towards a neon-lit bar where a crowd swayed to the beat of a live band. He led her up to one of the rooftop bars and grabbed a table by the rail. There were drinkers below on the protruding patio, mostly male. Some were already looking up.

“Oh my god Mike, I know why you want me up here,” Mila scolded.

“I know, just stand here by the rail a minute and let some of them have a look,” Mike encouraged.

Mila acquiesced and Mike stood close behind her whilst one guy noticed right away and angled for a look up her dress at her pussy. The guy could see her slit fully under her short dress and nudged his friend.

The two young men settled back against the high-top bar. They watched the romantic couple up there on the rooftop talking together and looking down at the street. The man remained behind the woman and kept her facing the rail. He seemed to glance down at them a few times. He must’ve known they could see his woman’s cunt, surely.

She was shaved completely bare and had slender thighs with a broad gap between them. They could see her full slit and little starfish when she turned round and put her arms up around the man’s neck.

An older man set up at the end of their table with a beer and immediately tilted to see what they were looking at. They gave him a grin and welcomed him to join their lucky viewing spot.

The woman looked down at the three of them but quickly averted her gaze. The man looked down too and acknowledged them. All three of them looked from his woman’s pussy to him then back at what they wanted up the woman’s little party dress.

The man kept his woman facing the rail and let them enjoy the view of her cunt till their meals were served and they sat at their table out of sight.

“Oh my god Mike, I can’t believe we did that,” Mila cooed. She was in a constant state of arousal now and was ready to do anything her husband asked her to do.

By the time they’d finished their meals a crowd had gathered outside a club across the street. Posters promised a burlesque stage show. Dancers were draped in sequins and feathers, men and women alike, poised in dramatic silhouettes. Mila’s curiosity was piqued. She leant close and asked, “What do you think Mike? Should we go?”

Mike had planned some quiet pussy flashing but Mila’s excitement was infectious. “If you want to baby,” he said, squeezing her hand. “It says ‘R18’, I wonder why? What could they possibly be doing to get such a tough rating? Let’s do it.”

They crossed the street and joined the lively queue outside the club. And as the doors opened and the lights dimmed Mila and Mike stepped inside, ready for whatever surprises the evening might hold.

They got a table in a dark and secluded corner but had a good view of the stage. The place quickly became crowded with every table full and many customers forced to watch the show from the bar area.

Mike had grabbed a round high-top table with four stools. One of the spares had been taken but there was still one vacant. A heavily set middle-aged man approached and motioned to the spare stool. Mike nodded for him to take it but to his surprise the man sat up on the stool where it was; the other side of Mike’s blushing wife.

Mila was sitting with her heels hooked on the rung of her stool and her legs together but her thigh gap worked against her modesty as usual.

The older man tilted and had a look between her thighs at her pussy. He grinned up from doing that just as Mike recognised him as one of the men from below them at the rooftop bar across the street.

Mike cuddled Mila close and whispered in her ear. “Are you okay baby, should I tell him to go?”

“Um no it’s okay, I don’t mind here like this. It’s too crowded for him to try anything and surely it’s too dark to see much.”

“Alright, so do you want to turn your legs towards him and lean back against me, let him see better?”

Mila swivelled in her seat and leant against her husband’s chest. The man immediately tilted for an easier look at her pussy. Mila watched him, completely mesmerised by the mood she was in. She held his eyes when he looked up from under the skirt of her dress.

“Nice,” he said with a little snarl. “What are you drinking?” he asked Mike. Mike let the guy order his next scotch and Mila’s appletini.

The show rocked the place with tits and pussies adorned with feathers and sparkly trimmings and bare cocks flopping around everywhere. There was so much nudity from the performers that it was really only the older guy sitting at their table who took any notice of Mila’s display.

Mike had a fantastic buzz going. Mila was radiant and had her eyes all over the male dancers. She was turning this way and that to watch them as they danced amongst the audience. Her legs were inadvertently parting all the time and Mike noticed their tablemate’s eyes zooming back in every time she moved.

They laughed and chatted with him. He was buying all the drinks and waving his hands and arms about animatedly, often touching Mila’s arm or waist.

He finally tried something and put his hand on Mila’s leg under the table out of sight of anyone except Mike.

Mike looked down at the guy’s hand, Mila did too. Mike quickly checked round and met the older man’s steady gaze. There was a challenge in it. Mike gulped and nodded a little.

The man felt up Mila’s inner thigh and touched her pussy. He leant close to disguise what he was doing from any onlookers and wiggled his finger into her slit. He found her to be tacky rather than wet but when he felt in deeper he found she was slick and hot inside.

Mila was resting forward now over the high-top table with her butt on the edge of her stool and her heels still hooked on the rungs. She relaxed her knees open further as the man inserted a finger up her cunt.

He rubbed around inside then extracted it and smeared her juices then inserted his middle and ring fingers and made her moan as she squirmed down against the penetration.

Mike glanced up from his wife being fingered and checked around looking worried. There were strippers pole dancing on stage now though and those who weren’t enthralled by them were busy talking in their groups.

The three of them at the secluded table in the corner all watched the older man’s fingers sliding in and out of Mila’s cunt. She pressed against her mons and spread the top of her pussy open to expose her clit. She touched it with a fingernail but the man fingering her took over and started rubbing back and forth across it with his thumb. He kept his two fingers inserted all the way up her rubbing back against her pubic bone.

The man was leaning close to Mila, supporting her as she rested her head on his shoulder. Mike shielded his wife from view from his side by leaning close enough to help hold her up.

Mila orgasmed on the older man’s experienced fingers. It exploded through her body very nicely and made her bold enough to grab hold of the bulge in the man’s pants before he unzipped and put her hand on his cock.

He covered her hand with his and moved it back and forth, making her stroke him. His cock was short and stumpy but super hard and the head was huge.

Mike kept everything going on under the table shielded from his side. The man’s body was broad and offered cover from that side.

Mila continued stroking and pulling the older man’s penis after he stopped and grabbed her cocktail glass. It had a few sips left in it so he handled it carefully so as not to spill any. He held it in place as he surged through Mila’s fist and ejaculated.

She held his cock in place blushing wildly and biting her smile. Spurt after spurt of cum more than doubled the small amount of drink she had left and made it into a creamy apple vodka blend.

A bouncer was looking over. The older man quickly zipped up and pushed his way through the crowd to the exit and disappeared. The bouncer questioned Mike with a rise of his head and Mike waved to him that everything was alright.

“Oh my god that was so crazy,” Mila squeaked excitedly. She was holding her glass, swirling to wash the ropes of semen from the sides. She grimaced. “Should I drink it?”

“Fuck yeah,” Mike groaned. “Go on baby, you have to!”

“Mmm, but it’s mostly semen,” Mila said and sniffed it. “Oh my god it’s going to taste so strong!”

Mike stroked his wife’s hair over her ear. “You want to drink it though, don’t you?”

Mila drew a big breath and nodded. “Yes I want to. Of course I do,” she grimaced guiltily. She had a little sip and screwed up her face. Then she tipped the glass up and took the contents into her mouth and grimaced terribly as she swallowed it down. “Eeyuk!”


Chapter 2

Mila

My husband grabbed my hand and led us through the drunken party crowd and out onto the street. I was very tipsy and he always gets pushy when he’s drunk, which I could tell by how firmly he was holding my hand pulling me along.

I knew what this was about though and it thrilled me. My husband needed to fuck me.

It had been a fifteen-minute stroll from the resort along the boardwalk. It took less than half that time for my husband to have me back at our apartment and into the bedroom. He had been drinking double scotches one after the other whilst I’d been too distracted by the big floppy dicks and balls on show and only sipped my Appletinis.

It had been my third the man who fingered me ejaculated in. The big mouthful I’d forced down was mostly semen and I could still taste it as my drunk husband muttered about me being such a slut now and fucked me.

Apart from Mike being a bossy drunk he was selfish when it came to sex. It was all about him and in no time at all he was ejaculating in me. A few minutes after that he was snoring.

I slipped out of bed and left him there. I had cum dripping from my pussy as well as the taste of it filling my senses but that was all positive. I was so turned on by the naked male dancers and the older man who’d spent the whole time looking up my dress and stuck his hand up it.

I felt it was fair he did that. I was a little shocked at the time but I’d deliberately let him look and had shaved my pussy for the purpose of attracting and teasing men. I shouldn’t be surprised that flashing a man sitting next to me in a strip joint led to him groping between my legs and sticking his thick fingers up me.

And oh, they were so rough and thick. He must’ve been some kind of tradesman who worked with his hands.

The thought of being fingered by a complete stranger in a burlesque bar tingled all warm and gleefully in my body, as I stood on the balcony sipping a glass of water enjoying the cool ocean breeze.

I was wrapped in a short satin robe and was bare beneath it. My party dress was on the floor where my husband had tossed it after stripping it from me.

It was quite late, probably after midnight by now. There were only a few people visible on balconies of the facing building. My favourite voyeur’s apartment was in darkness but as I stood watching the moonlit waves rumble ashore a light came on and he appeared in his balcony doorway.

I had the living area light on and was standing in it. The man’s figure was only a silhouette because his light was from behind. I could see he was looking at me though and I experienced a resurgence of the tingles when he lifted his binoculars.

The three strong cocktails and drink of cum had taken the edge off enough for me to be a bad girl. I put down my glass of water and faced my favourite voyeur and looked right at him.

I pulled the tie round my waist and let it drop. Then I gathered my satin robe and opened it to show the man my tits and pussy.

He held his binoculars in one hand and lit a cigarette with his other. The flash from his lighter illuminated his bearded face angled towards me.

I sat on a banana lounge and lay back with my robe fully open. I stroked up and down my body, caressing my tits and teasing my shaved pussy lips with my fingernails.

I stroked down my inner thighs as far as my knees and bent my legs up and spread them. Oh I was beyond any kind of restraint or embarrassment this time. I squeezed my tit and tweaked the nipple whilst rubbing into my pussy.

I smeared my husband’s leaky cum around and dipped fingers into my pussy and withdrew them. They were wet and slippery and I started rubbing my clit for the man to see and imagine.

I had my bare feet planted on either edge of the banana lounge and kept my legs spread wide whilst I frigged myself and played with one of my tits.

Oh I was such a slut now, but I soon brought on the orgasm my husband failed to give me. It clenched my tingling belly and thumped through me with my fingers still inside and my bare tits thrust forward and shuddering for my voyeur’s entertainment.

My orgasm ebbed away and I lay with my legs bent up still spread wide. I left my pussy pasted open and sucked my husband’s cum from my fingers whilst staring blankly at the silhouette of the smoking man watching me.

He lit up a second cigarette. I noticed his chest was bare when he did that. He took a few drags on the cigarette and put it down and it looked like his arm was moving. His free hand was possibly stroking his cock.

He moved back a little and leant against the sliding door. He was now in enough light for me to see he was indeed masturbating. I was so thrilled. I raked my inner thighs and peeled my pussy open for him to see inside and imagine.

I bit down on my smile as I stared at the man and framed my open pussy with my hands whilst pressing my tits together with my upper arms. Oh I wished he was on top of me fucking me on my banana lounge with my husband passed out drunk inside our apartment.

I would have let the dirty old man in the bar fuck me tonight. I thought I was probably going to let Sven the masseuse nail me in front of my husband for our last night tomorrow. My massage was booked for 9pm so that would be the grand finale of our second honeymoon adventure.

Oh my god there looked to be a grand finale going on across the way as my voyeur was hunched over convulsing. I wrapped my satin robe around my naughty display and scurried back to bed with my husband.


Chapter 3

Mike awoke to the sound of waves rumbling ashore and his beautiful wife cuddled to his chest completely nude. She had one of her legs over his and her bald pussy was pressed to his thigh.

Memory of what happened last night pushed the fog from his brain and surged through him. Mila had been fingered at the strip joint and had jerked an old guy off into her cocktail glass and drank his cum.

Mike had fucked her and drained his balls whilst imagining he was the old guy on top of his wife. Did he really want someone to fuck her? Is that where this was going?

He had to go to the bathroom. When he brought coffees back Mila was sitting up in bed waiting. She had the sheet to her waist and her tits bare as she did a big stretch and yawn.

The curtain was open on the side window, which was only five metres from the matching bedroom windows on the adjacent building. A young guy one level above was sitting by his window looking down at Mila.

“He was there when I flung the curtains open and he saw me fully nude. I’ve been trying to ignore him since but he won’t go away,” she smiled teasingly.

Mike chuckled. “Yeah I’m sure he won’t with you sitting there like that baby.”

Mike sat on the end of the bed out of the guy’s line of sight. Mila sipped her coffee then put it on the bedside table and reached across to Mike’s side where her phone was on the charger. She would’ve flashed her butt to the guy.

She moved one leg forward and opened her thighs to prop herself stretched across and flashed her cunt as well.

Mila kept her phone on charge whilst she checked her messages. Mike peeped from the edge of the curtain to see the young guy gawking out the window. He would’ve been barely old enough, surely.

A level above he had the perfect view and was close enough that Mike could see the colour of his eyes. Imagine the detailed view he had of Mila’s pussy!

“Fuck baby, the guy’s enjoying that.”

Mila flashed a smile. “I really like doing this now Mike. I can’t wait for my appointment with the lingerie lady tonight so I can get some see-through panties to take home.”

“Yeah, seven o’clock. She said to allow for an hour didn’t she? So maybe an early dinner before six to say goodbye to the boardwalk?”

“Uh huh, it’s already nearly eleven. I say we have brunch in one of the cafés and go for a walk on the beach to collect some more shells. Then I want to soak in the hot tub for an hour before I have to go back to our tiny bathtub.”

Mila had sat back up against the bedhead but was adjusting the sheet across her thighs to leave her pussy exposed for her voyeur. She raked back her hair thrusting her tits and dared to glance out the window only to blush and look away quickly.

“Oh my god he’s got some kind of looking glass too, imagine the magnification this close!”

Mike checked and saw the young guy had a small handheld field scope. It looked top of the range and would’ve had impressive magnification, and possibly a recording function.

“It’s painted in camouflage. Wonder if he’s in the army. He might be filming you baby, zooming in on your slit. That’s so hot with it shaved and your legs together. Your pussy’s all pink and puffy with a split down the middle.”

“Yes, exactly how it used to look pre-teen you dirty men!”

“Haha, but your tits give you away baby, don’t worry about that.”

Mila thrust and looked down at them. “I can’t wait for another man to touch them again Mike. We might have to tell Sven to skip the back rub tonight and get straight to it with my front.”

Mike gulped and took a breath. “The lady I booked with said level ten is him stripping off and having full penetration. Surely that means his cock.”

“Uh huh,” Mila uttered. Her voice became a moan as she touched her pussy.

“It’s going to be totally professional again though,” Mike went on thinking aloud. “Technically it’s still only a massage, only it’ll be internal. And the natural thing to rub inside your pussy with is his cock.”

“Uh huh. I want him to massage the inside of my pussy Mike. His fingers were nice last time at the end but they don’t go deep enough to massage properly. It looked like he had such a huge cock in his pants.”

“Fuck yeah,” Mike breathed. “That’s the main thing tonight after all this flashing and that. I want to see you with another dude’s cock inside you.

“I don’t know if we should or shouldn’t be doing this but I’m too curious to stop now, we have to see this all the way through.”

“Umm, Mike, I’m quite sure we shouldn’t be doing it. I’m supposed to be your wife and I want these other men to enjoy me, and you’re supposed to be my husband and shouldn’t be letting them!”

Mike’s heart thumped. He peeped round the edge of the curtain again. The young guy had his field scope resting on the window ledge aimed directly into their window. He had to be filming, trying to keep the scope steady like that.

“Do you want to lie over again baby? On your back this time and spread your legs for him?”

Mila complied, shifting the pillows across the bed and lying across on her back with her legs bent up towards the window. She watched her husband’s face and spread her legs.

“Aw fuck yeah,” Mike groaned. “Your cunt looks so juicy and pink inside baby.”

“Uh huh, it needs to be for Sven tonight,” she uttered sweetly. “He shouldn’t need any oil for that part of my massage I wouldn’t think,” she added with a giggle and was pulling her butt cheeks open with both hands.

“Damn it, that looks inviting too baby. Cute little starfish!”

“Mmm really? I’ve been thinking about that a lot since we started talking Mike. Should I tell you another story from before we met?”

“Huh?” Mike’s jaw dropped. “Do you mean about..?”

“Uh huh,” his wife uttered shyly. “I’m not exactly a virgin back there, you know. My ex-boss took me to a country retreat conference thing and talked me into trying anal sex. I quite liked it when I got used to it.”

“Aw fuck,” Mike groaned, astounded. He’d never imagined his prim and proper wife would’ve had anal sex before.

“It’s so interesting and exciting when a man on your back gets all dominant fucking you like that. There’s something about having to be so totally submissive as the girl to allow it. It’s all warm and squishy and thrilling when you have the weight of a man on top of you fucking your pussy. It’s even more intense when he’s in your arse and just taking you.”

Mila was raking her inner thighs and squirming with her butt. There was creamy lubricant seeping from her pussy into the crack of her arse. Mike imagined the young guy in the other building zooming in close to film but he had a sudden urge to keep his woman for himself and pulled the curtain across.

Mila giggled and he landed on top of her between her legs. He was hard in his boxer shorts and thrust the covered head of his cock against her crotch.

She reached down and freed his cock through the fly of his boxers and he surged into her cunt, making her moan into their kiss and wiggle as she was fully impaled on him.

He pulled back and thrust then pulled back and slow thrust again.

They stopped kissing when he pulled all the way back again, and Mila repositioned the head of his cock and stared into his eyes.

Mike gave a little thrust but there was tight resistance.

He pulled back and pressured forward again and Mila’s mouth opened as the resistance gave way and the tightness crushed the head of his cock.

“Ah fuck baby, should I be using oil?”

“Uh huh, but don’t stop this time. Just go slow and let me get used to it.”

Mike curled his hips and forced a little deeper then pulled back and curled his hips again. He worked his way into his wife’s arse a half inch at a time. She continued to stare into his eyes with her mouth open and no sound coming out.

“Oh fuck that’s tight baby, feels amazing.”

Mila gulped and took a breath. “Just stay in me now. Stretch me so I get used to it. You’re a bit thicker than the man who had me like this before we met.”

“Aw fuck yeah, that’s crushing me. That’s so good.”

“Mmm okay, I want to turn over now but I want you to stay in me,” Mila said and pushed Mike to raise his upper body so she could get her leg through between them.

He lifted to prop himself on straight arms and she wiggled and squirmed round then he lay down with her and spooned to her back.

“Mmm that’s better,” she said and he felt her slippery fingers smearing her pussy juice around their coupling as he started naturally humping her.

She was so damn tight he’d felt nothing like it. “Aw fuck. I’m not gonna last long baby.”

“Uh huh, that’s okay. Fast is better so you don’t make me too raw like my ex-boss used to. And I’m never going to orgasm like this,” she said and kept her hips flared and her butt presented.

“Uh huh, just take me Mike. Fuck my arse.”

“Nya fuck yeah,” Mike growled feeling an animal dominance. His cock was being squeezed so damn tight as it slid back and forth through his wife’s sphincter. He could feel their coupling getting dry but he was there.

He slammed up her and let out a howl.

“A-ooh, fuck yessss!”


Chapter 4

Mila

I squirmed back on my husband’s spurting cock. It was all the way in. I hadn’t been very squishy up till this point, not like having one in my pussy. But it felt intriguing to have one in my arse again.

“Mmm you’re too big for me Mike.” I pushed back against my husband’s hip and unimpaled myself from his penis. It oozed out and I checked to find I was nice and slippery inside so shouldn’t be too sore.

I left him and had a quick shower then dressed for our brunch and usual beach walk. It really was beautiful here and being semi-tropical was even warm during early winter. We’d definitely be having regular long weekends here throughout the year in future. It was only a three-hour drive. What a waste not to take advantage of it!

We had brunch at one of the boardwalk cafes then walked on the beach collecting shells. I had a big bag of them already and intended to use them for all sorts of handcrafts.

We had worn swimmers and went for a dip in the ocean then laid out towels and lathered ourselves up with sunblock.

Even in bikini pants I felt I was getting lots of looks from passing men. But maybe that was more about how risqué it felt with my shaved pussy and only a tiny yellow triangle of fabric covering it.

“So Mike. Did you really like that this morning?” I asked for the tenth time. I was so excited about us trying anal and had another idea I wanted to introduce somehow.

“Fuck yeah, I liked it baby. I mean it, it’s even better than usual sex coz you’re so tight. So long as it’s good for you too when you can’t even orgasm from it.”

“Um well, that’s not necessarily the case if we use my clit stimulator or if you rub my clit while you’re fucking me, which is the way Hazel and Seth do it,” I added with a blush.

“Huh! Hazel and Seth?” Mike asked as his eyes shot open.

I grimaced. “I don’t know if I’m talking out of school but yes, they have anal sex and Hazel has orgasms with Seth using his fingers and even a buzzy massager sometimes.”

“Oh fuck yeah, I can imagine them! I can imagine Seth wanting it, that’s for sure. Don’t know about Hazel. Jeez, you sure?”

“Uh huh. She’s told me all about it plenty of times. They both love it and do it regularly.”

“Oh shit, that’s fucking hot. So both of you girls like it huh?” Mike grinned.

“Mmm yes. And that leads me to the other thing I was thinking about after what we talked about at the beginning. Remember, girls not being able to share their husbands coz of the emotional stuff? That wouldn’t necessarily apply if they were close girlfriends and trusted each other surely?”

I said that as I stroked down my husband’s chest and peered up at him. He looked confused but I could see the cogs turning slowly. I just stared defiantly as it suddenly dawned on him.

“Wait. No way. Do you, seriously?” he challenged.

I grimaced guiltily. “I think Hazel might be into it. I don’t know about Seth. He might be okay fucking me but whether or not he’d let you fuck Hazel?”

“Oh shit baby, so a foursome! You think we should see if they want to get together and swap partners?”

I nodded and grimaced gleefully. “Or maybe more of an orgy with all of us together? I mean it wouldn’t have to be you guys touching but maybe Hazel and I could a little bit. I know I’d like to try that with another girl and I’m pretty sure she’s nearly suggested that with me before.”

My husband gulped. “Holy fuck.”

I smiled now and giggled a little. “So hubby likes that idea?”

“Fuck yeah hubby likes that idea!”

I pouted. “But not too much I hope!”

“Uh, yeah um… hey it’s your idea not mine,” he smiled broadly. “Wow. Do you reckon Hazel would let me fuck her?”

“Umm, I think she might in an orgy situation but that’s not exactly what I meant.”

“Oh? Er… what then?” my husband asked looking confused again.

I grimaced with guilt-edged excitement. “Well I was thinking of anal sex only for you men. Seth wouldn’t be allowed to fuck my pussy and you wouldn’t be allowed to fuck Hazels. You men only get to fuck us in the arse while we’re playing with each other and maybe using some toys.”

*

My husband was clearly dumbfounded. He never said another word about the idea all afternoon or during our early seafood dinner at an alfresco restaurant on the boardwalk.

Oh it was on his mind constantly. I could tell by the stupid look on his face. He knew enough to shut up when he was winning though, and he was certainly doing that. Winning and not risking me second guessing myself and changing my mind!

Back at our apartment Mike opened our door to a pretty Italian lady. She was a few years older than me but about the same fit and slender build. She was dragging a big wheely bag filled with lingerie and sex toys.

“Um, we’re thinking of a dildo to insert to put on a show for the voyeurs in the facing apartments,” I told her honestly. “Also some pretty see-through underwear for being naughty when out and about.”

“Oh. So for the entertainment of men. How unfortunate. Sven mentioned you guys seemed like fun,” the woman said and plucked a long transparent dildo from her bag that looked like it was full of small balls.

“Something like this bad boy?” the woman asked as she twisted the base. The thing lit up and the length of the shaft swirled around distorting in a corkscrew fashion. “It’s sort of like having a hula dancer inside you,” she suggested and handed it to me to hold.

“Or perhaps a Thrusting Rabbit?” the woman went on and produced a smooth purple dong with an angled arm that obviously stimulated your clitoris as it was inserted. She clicked the base and the shaft thrust another few inches longer whilst the bunny arm shook and buzzed loudly.

“Although the Thrusting Rabbit is more for the woman on her own as it does the thrusting for you, while perhaps the traditional is better if sir will be in control?” she suggested and handed Mike a huge life-like dong with thick veins and huge balls at the base.

Mike was smiling his head off. He turned a dial on the base and the whole thing went off buzzing and visibly vibrating. The nodules on top of the shaft near the base looked like they might do some damage.

“I have a whole range of equipment here we ladies could talk about, but I’d recommend the traditional Adonis if hubby here is going to be using it on you sweetie, and better still if he’s going to be down there with his tongue flicking your little button.”

“We’ll take one of each. And one of those clit stimulator things there and one of those vibrating eggs and one of um… what do you call those?”

“This is a wand massager,” the woman explained about a long black thing with a round head that vibrated loudly when she clicked a button on the handle.

“These are wonderful when used with any of the insertion toys or a man’s penis moving in and out.”

“Okay we’ll take one of those too and um,” Mike was perusing the various other crops and ticklers and handcuffs and leather restraint equipment.

“Um, we’ll have lubricant too please?” I asked shyly.

The woman smiled at me and added a large tube of lube to our shopping bag. She also added a handful of see-through mesh panties in various colours.

“So where are these voyeurs, do you mean these boys looking over right now?” the woman asked and looked out the balcony doors. “Should we give them a little girl-on-girl show sweetie? Let me show you how to use a Thrusting Rabbit,” she said and took the demo one she had shown us and grabbed my hand.

I let her lead me into the bedroom where the curtains and balcony doors were open. I grimaced at Mike. The woman smiled at him. “Do you mind husband, just a little demonstration yeah?”

“Hell yeah, don’t mind me!” Mike said as he chuckled and smiled stupidly.

The woman unzipped and stepped out of her dress. She wore black stockings and a garter belt and stilettoes and was completely naked otherwise.

“Oh fuck!” my husband squeaked and I glared at him.

“Oh don’t mind him. Let’s see what we have under here shall we?” the woman told me and went about lifting my dress up and off over my head.

I was crowded back onto the bed. I crawled backwards as the woman crawled over me. She kissed my neck and when I was flat on my back she teased my lips with her nose then pressed her lips to mine and they naturally parted.

This was my first time kissing another woman. I absolutely swooned. Her tongue was delicate yet insistent. It teased mine and danced and swirled around it. She was touching me between the legs, rubbing my pussy through my panties.

She kissed down to my neck again and lowered my bra from my shoulders. She pulled it until my nipples were uncovered and she moaned as she sucked and nipped from one to the other.

She was still rubbing me through the crotch of my panties but suddenly gripped my waistband at my hips and peeled my panties from me as she kissed her way over my belly.

I lowered my eyes from the ceiling at that point and saw my husband standing there with his eyes glazed and his hand over his mouth. His other hand was on the bulge in his pants.

The woman licked my pussy and I yelped. I couldn’t help it. I looked beyond her and saw my favourite older man voyeur with his binoculars and the young one with his field scope. Both were intently focused on what was happening.

“Okay, just a quick demo now and I know you have a booking with Sven for later, so this’ll be a nice little warm up, okay sweetie?”

“Uh huh. Okay,” I uttered demurely and balled the bed cover in two fists. Something was inserted into me. It was vibrating inside and suddenly there was pressure against my clit and a strong buzzing going on.

The vibrating shaft inside me expanded with a thrust and then contracted and expanded again. Half the length was thrusting deeper then pulling back then thrusting deeper again. It was fucking me whilst the base remained still with the small arm wedged against my clit humming away relentlessly.

The woman spun around and straddled my face. My mouth shot open in shock and she lowered her bald pussy over it and started squirming for my tongue, I imagined. I complied and licked into her.

I gripped the woman’s hips and licked her pussy curiously whilst the thing she had inserted continued thrusting inside and fucking me.

She wiggled and squirmed on my face and the dong inside me kept vibrating and thrusting whilst its nodule buzzed against my clit. I squealed into the woman’s pussy when my orgasm hit and thumped through my body.

The woman held the toy inside me and caressed my hair. She looked down at me and smiled as I tried to keep licking her open pussy.

My face was covered in her juices. My husband was beyond her with his mouth hanging open and his eyes glazed and popping out of his head.

She looked back at Mike. “So will that be cash or card?”

***


Part 5: Curious Girlfriends

Chapter 1

Mila

My husband and I stared at each other. Mike had come back into the bedroom after seeing the lingerie sales lady off and paying for our bag of goodies. I was still sitting on the bed naked with a pillow clutched to my front.

The voyeur men on the balconies of the facing wing of the hotel, with their binoculars and telescopes, still had them aimed at me.

The Thrusting Rabbit vibrator the lady had used on me was lying at the end of the bed, shiny and wet from my juices.

I was stunned to have been kissed and touched by another woman. It was the first time in my life. The look on my husband’s face was one of disbelief too. But there was a smile in his eyes and he still had a bulge in his pants.

I was covering my tits and pussy with the pillow. Two men opposite had a clear view of me through the open balcony doors; my favourite voyeur from the level two above us and the younger one from the level below him.

Mike sat on the end of the bed. He looked out the doors at the two men then looked at me. I lowered the pillow for the men to see my tits then took it away and rested back again. I bent up my legs a little and opened them. Mike turned to look at the men watching again then looked back at my pussy. “Yeah let them see baby.”

“Uh huh,” I uttered and spread my legs wider. “Do you think that younger one’s filming me Mike?”

“Yeah I’m pretty sure he is. Just let him for a bit longer lying there, it’d look like you’re on your own from that angle. You look so fucking hot baby!”

“Uh huh,” I moaned and twisted my arms around my lower legs and spread myself as wide as I could. My pussy lips peeled open. I was still gaping slightly from the huge toy.

“Aw fuck yeah they can see inside your cunt doing that,” my husband groaned and reached forward to smooth my wet petals aside more for the men watching.

I was showing my anus too. That was thrilling me after letting my husband take me there this morning.

He was showing me to the other men now, looking back and forth from where he was touching my pussy to them watching him do it. “Yeah guys, look at this eh, you want some? You both wanna fuck my wife do you?” He inserted fingers into me and moved them slowly in and out whilst on his knees beside me, still out of their line of sight.

I was up on my elbows watching him now. He was holding one of my legs and I had the other one relaxed completely open. “Is this how you want me for Angus when he’s perving on me at home Mike, should I spread my legs when I know he’s watching?”

“Fuck yeah nice and wide. I want him to see your cunt so he can imagine fucking you.”

“Uh huh. Will you let him finger me like that? Let him feel how wet and ready I am for him?”

“Yeah I’m gonna let him finger you and suck your tits baby.”

Mike continued sliding his fingers in and out and felt my tits for the men watching. I was thrusting them and looking at them and up at their lenses. He left my pussy gaping wet and scooted behind me to cup and bounce my tits for the men watching. I thrust my chest and let him do it.

“Mmm do you want me to do that for them?” I moaned.

“Yeah go on baby, bounce your tits for them.”

“Okay get off the bed and let me do it. I know what to do.”

Mike scooted from the bed. I got up on my knees and faced the men and with my arms by my sides I started bouncing on the springy mattress. My tits were surging up and down. I bit down on my smile and blushed my head off at the men watching and the one probably filming me. “Mmm, is that what you dirty men want to see?”

“Fuck yeah baby, that’s better than star jumps. Fucking bounce those titties!”

“Better than the star jumps our pervy PE teacher used to make us do in senior year, you mean? Making us bounce our tits for him and the other male teachers watching.”

“Oh fuck yeah, did they really?”

“Yes, but maybe because me and some of my girlfriends used to take off our bras for PE in the last few weeks before we graduated. That’s when our teacher came up with the idea of making us do star jumps, but I can’t remember which was first.”

I was still on my knees gently bouncing now keeping my tits surging up and down with my arms behind my back. I stopped bouncing and swung my shoulders side to side, looking from my wobbling globes to the men hanging over their balconies focused on me.

“We did it about half a dozen times at the end of year 12 and most of the girls in class joined in putting on a show for the male teachers who had obviously told each other about it. We’d get looks from them in regular class after doing that.

My nipples would often misbehave and show through my bra I’d put back on. Too bad it was after final exams and didn’t help with our grades haha.”

I’d had enough wobbling tits for the pervert men in the opposite building and grabbed my satin robe on the way to get a drink.

Mike closed the sliding doors and curtains. It wasn’t long till my masseuse was due. I was very relaxed and ready for him.

“Are you still going to let Sven fuck me tonight Mike? I’m definitely ready for it if you are.”

“Yeah me too baby. We’ve flashed your tits and pussy and let a guy finger you and that woman do you with the vibrator. It’s time to find out what it’s like letting another dude actually fuck you.”

I nodded and a thrill surged through me. “I saw he had condoms in his bag last night. I suppose he’d have to use them with multiple sex partners all the time.”

“Yeah you’d think he would, unlucky for us,” my husband said into a neck kiss from behind.

“Mmm hmm, unlucky for me you mean. I’d love to be full of another man’s sperm. I loved drinking my creamy appletini,” I smiled teasingly over my shoulder.

“Yeah even if he pulled out and jacked off all over you,” Mike groaned and squeezed my tits.

“Do you mean all over them or all over my face?” I moaned. Oh I was so ready for my massage.

We cuddled and ground against each other and kissed and teased about everything we wanted other men to do with me. Right on 9pm there was a knock at the door.

Mike showed my masseuse in with his little blue tank top and cock wrapped to one side in his tight white shorts.

I had showered and was wrapped in a towel with nothing on beneath. Sven laid me on my back on the floor and immediately covered my tits with his big oily hands. He played with my nipples for a while and rubbed down my front to my pussy, oiling me up and mixing his lubricant with my own natural juices. My pussy was completely slick for his fingers.

He bent my legs up and spread them and inserted his fingers into me. I was getting used to this, men playing with my pussy.

The giant masseuse banged me with two fingers whilst rubbing my clit with the fingers of his other hand.

He had me arched up off the towel with my body taut and convulsing and my shiny tits shuddering and wobbling about again.

Sven left me lying there panting with my legs still bent and spread. He stripped off his tank top and pushed his shorts down.

Ohmygod!

My eyes widened at the sight of his horse cock. The damn thing was as thick as my wrist and as long as that portion of my arm. The head was like my closed fist only smooth and the colour of blood under pressure. The eyelet was huge and seeping.

I pouted inwardly when the guy rolled a condom on and stretched it down to the base. It looked positively painful.

“Are we ready for this?” Sven asked, looking from me to Mike and back again.

“Yeah go on,” Mike squeaked and cleared his throat.

“Uh huh, I’m ready… I think,” I grimaced looking worried at where my masseuse was positioning the head of his cock against my open pussy lips.

He entered me then lay down on top and surged with his hips. I wondered if he was fully inserted. It sure felt like it.

I moaned from all the way down to my belly. He filled me with his cock but clearly wasn’t all the way in yet.

“Oh yeah that’s tight,” the man snarled and rolled his pelvis, surging out and about three quarters of the way in.

He was watching himself penetrate me. I managed to get a view too and Mike was craning his neck to see.

Sven lay down on top to cover me with his powerful heavy body. He was rolling his pelvis and fucking me deeper and deeper with each thrust.

I could feel my poor pussy stretched tight around his shaft and the head of his cock bumping against my barrier deep inside.

“Uh huh, huh,” I moaned as my orgasm reignited. “Uh huh, huh… huh huh, huh,” I panted and scratched at the man’s back.

He was rolling his pelvis rhythmically and his balls were slapping my arse. He was all the way in. It felt like I had a baseball bat stuffed up me. I was stretched so wide my clit must have been rubbing on the top of his shaft pistoning in and out.

My orgasm was chiming all the way from my fingertips to my toes and ringing my little bell as it continued to thump its deep base through my body.

All the naughty flashing and exhibitionism and fantasy stories my husband and I had shared these past few days had been pulled into an orchestral crescendo that was humming and pulsing through every cell in my body and every strand of my hair.

“Nya fuck!” the man pounding into me bellowed and he pulled my insides out with the suction of his cock being extracted from my pussy. He got up onto his knees.

He ripped the condom off and lurched over me to forced the head of his cock against my lips.

“Nya fuck yeah!” he growled and released the grip he had on his shaft to let the torrents of hot semen flow. It lashed the back of my throat and filled my mouth.

I stared wildly up at the man and drank from his cock. I had instinctively gripped his butt and had my long red painted nails dug into his taut little cheeks. He had pulled my head up off the pillow so my chin was wedged against my neck and his big dangly balls were resting between my tits as they throbbed.

I gulped down a huge mouthful of his cum and hummed my pleasure as the powerful taste filled my senses, the hot flush of taboo surging through me in a swarm of hot tingles that pinged the ebbing crescendo of my orgasm.

“Oh yeah good girl,” Sven groaned low and deep and he lifted his cock and lowered his balls to my open mouth. They were all man-sweaty and my orgasm pinged from my exposed clit to my fingertips and toes and clench deep in my belly again as I sucked on them.

Sven kept hold of a handful of my hair and reached back to finger my pussy with his other hand. I had my legs bent up and spread as usual and I rolled my pelvis and ground my gaping cunt against his palm.

He banged me with his hand and made me squeal with one of his balls in my mouth as another quake of my orgasm thumped through me. Every sinew in my body was tuned tight right now.

There was a huge cock resting on my face. I collected the head of it to suck that instead. I tried to bob my head and get it hard again but Sven took it off me and left me with my mouth open pleading for more.

“Alright girl that’s enough for you,” he chuckled. “Time’s up and I’m spent. Thank you for that though, I was built up from massaging women all day and not getting any release. It’s always a relief to get one at the end of the night if a customer’s willing.”

“Mmm I was more than willing,” I cooed. “That was so amazing, I loved it.”

“Yeah you did well. They usually gag,” the man said into a little kiss. “Or have to run to the bathroom to spit it out,” he added with a smile and a wink as he stood and left me wanting more of his kiss too.

My husband’s face was pale. His eyes were glued open and his voice was hushed and lacking any authority. He saw my masseuse off and came and took me to bed. I was still all oily between the legs so we worked him into my arse.

I lay on my stomach with my butt raised whilst my husband took out his angst and any twinges or aches of regret he might have been wracked with.

He slammed into me and blew his load in my arse in complete silence. That was perfect for me. I didn’t want to share my excitement for what had just happened either and was content for another little orgasmic sonata to secretly tremble through me.


Chapter 2

Mike packed his unusually quiet wife into the car with her luggage and drove out of the city and into the hills and countryside bound for home.

He noticed she wore a pair of the see-through mesh panties the lingerie lady had given her. He tilted forward for another look at her pussy through them and squeezed her knee. Her hand closed over his and he stroked backward up her thigh and squeezed again.

“I’m still thinking we probably shouldn’t have done any of that Mike,” she uttered. “We’re supposed to be married. It was supposed to be a honeymoon.”

“Yeah I guess,” Mike agreed. “I shouldn’t want to share you with other men baby, that’s what I shouldn’t be doing… wanting to!”

“Uh huh, and I shouldn’t be letting you share me but I can’t seem to help myself thinking about it and getting excited for how it feels to be lusted over by other men. It lights me up inside and makes me want to do it more and more.”

Mike nodded and gulped. He tilted for another look. “I see you’re ready for more today baby. Do you want me to show you to someone else?”

“Um no, not necessarily. I just feel so sexy wearing these and I want to as much as I can for a while. There were nine pairs of them in the bag and they’re all completely transparent like these. It doesn’t matter what colour, you can see through all of them.”

Mila gathered the skirt of her sundress and showed Mike she was wearing red ones and that you could indeed see through them completely.

“You’re going to keep shaving your pussy too baby? Can see every detail.”

“Uh huh, and to wear short dresses that barely cover me. I can’t wait to see Angus’s reaction.”

“Yeah fuck, he’s gonna bone up on the spot. He’s bad enough already and you’ve barely been showing him any cleavage so far and hardly any leg at all.”

“I know. I’m also looking forward to Hazel’s reaction. I’ve text to meet her for lunch and I’m going to let her see. I’m hoping it turns her on and she wants to maybe play round with me. I’m sure she’s thought about it.  I loved being kissed and touched by that woman last night.”

“Oh right, so this is more of a girl on girl thing today is it?” Mike grinned.

Mila rolled her eyes. “Maybe!”

“Where are you having lunch?”

“On our back veranda, so you have to make yourself scarce.”

“Oh right, cool. I’ve got things to do before work tomorrow. If I disappear all afternoon will you tell me what happened tonight?”

“Hmm maybe,” Mila teased. “I’ll have to ask Hazel if she minds me saying. I want to ask her about having a foursome with you men anyway, so if she likes that idea I’m sure she won’t mind if we tell you men stories about what we do in private as well.”

“Aw shit, I can’t stop thinking about the foursome baby. Ever since you mentioned it I’ve been getting pictures in my head about Hazel. I want to see her tits.”

Mila glared incredulously. “And what’s wrong with mine?”

“Jeez baby there’s nothing wrong with yours. It’s just a thing with guys that we wanna see chicks tits and Hazel goes braless half the time so it’s not even fair.”

“Oh so you’ve noticed she goes braless, have you?”

“Aw fuck,” Mike groaned hopelessly. He could see his wife was teasing him but he wasn’t sure how much of her pout might have been for real.

“And do you want to do anal with her?” Mila went on more curiously now than accusingly.

Mike drew a breath. “Yeah sure. But I’d just as soon it was with you baby. Not with her especially.”

“Hmm well, I hope she lets you so I can let Seth do it with me. Hazel says he’s quite small so it doesn’t hurt and just feels nice. And she says he can keep going after he cums and cum a second time if you want him to.”

“Oh right, and as safe as can be if he’s only cumming in your arse baby. Or in your mouth! Would you let him cum in your mouth?”

“Um yes, but I like the feel of it when a guy cums in my arse, so he can do that as many times as he likes.” Mila smiled over and bit down on her lip. “I’d actually like to suck a man off properly while we’re doing this if I’m allowed.

“Maybe a man at a bar or something one night? I liked drinking that old guy’s cum at the strip show. It’d be exciting getting under a table and doing it for some stranger in a situation like that.”

“Yeah I guess,” Mike breathed, nodding and squeezing his wife’s upper thigh some more. “It was good watching Sven blow in your mouth baby. Good for him too being all built up like he said.”

“Mmm he sure must have been built up. It was like drinking a breakfast popper in one go. You keep sucking and sucking and it keeps coming.”

Mike stroked backward and touched his wife’s slit through her mesh panties. She rolled her pelvis and braced as he wiggled his finger in and rubbed her clit.

They were entering a large town with a bit of traffic though and by the time he’d negotiated through that his wife was dozing.

Mike drove on quietly and let her catch up on some sleep. He delivered her home in time for her lunch visit with her girlfriend. “Hey Hazel, she’s inside,” he said in passing on his way out the door. He couldn’t help glancing at her tits in a little crop top and butt in a short skirt.

Fuck yeah give me some of that!


Chapter 3

Mila

“Um yeah we had a fantastic time, but not really what you’d call traditionally romantic,” I answered my beaming girlfriend.

“Uh… yes I see… Where did you get that dress, is that new?”

“No it’s old actually.” I plucked at my hem. We were in my bedroom. I had just deliberately turned and bent over to get my bag of sex toys from where I’d stuffed them in my bedside drawer. I was sure I’d have flashed my see-through panties.

“I haven’t worn this since I was single. I got lots of looks along the boardwalk and climbing stairs to rooftop bars.”

“I’ll bet you did girlfriend. And what have you got on under there?” Hazel teased and lifted the skirt of my dress in front. “Oh my god!”

“I know right, they’re cute aren’t they?” I gushed and kept my skirt up. “I’ve got them in lots of colours. They feel so sexy and Mike was trying to perv all the way home.”

“I see, and you um..!” Hazel’s brows were raised. “I didn’t know you waxed fully like that?”

“Hmm no, it’s not waxed yet but I’m going to now that I’m getting used to it. I have to buy some wax or go and get it done. I think I’d rather do it myself.”

“Yeah I would too,” Hazel said and drew a big breath.

I was still holding my skirt up. My girlfriend bit her lip, raking it with her teeth.

“What other colours do you have?”

“Lots,” I said and pulled the handful from my toy bag. “Do you want to try some, they’re brand new?”

Hazel grimaced excitedly. “Can I? Like right now?”

I nodded just as excitedly. I sat on the bed, scooting to the middle making sure to keep my dress hiked up to show my pussy. My girlfriend shyly removed her panties from beneath her short denim skirt.

She picked out pink mesh panties and pulled them up. I got a flash of her bare pussy lips before they were covered. Then Hazel held up the front of her skirt and I could see her pussy through the pink mesh anyway. She had a tiny landing strip and was waxed bare otherwise.

“What do you think? I can see why you have to shave fully,” Hazel suggested.

“Na, it looks cute with a little bush too. You can still see everything,” I blushed.

“Uh huh, it does feel sexy,” Hazel said.

“I know, except I wasn’t just showing Mike like this. He was showing me to other men as well,” I told my girlfriend. “He even let a man at this strip club touch me.”

Hazel’s mouth hung open and her eyes had popped.

I took a big breath. “Plus he made me pose nude for men in the opposite building with telescopes and he made me spread my legs and he fingered me while they watched.”

“Oh my god,” Hazel squeaked. “He made you?”

I grimaced guiltily. “I didn’t take much making!”

“Oh shit. Oh you dirty slut.”

I giggled. “And then Mike bought me a massage from Sven and he touched me all over rubbing me with oil and his fingers were slipping in.”

“Oh fuck! Oh fuck!” Hazel cried, slapping her hands over her mouth.

“And then my masseuse fucked me right in front of Mike,” I confessed.

I had to get that out. There was no sitting down to lunch with my girlfriend without her knowing I’d been fucked by a man other than my husband. I wouldn’t have been able to breathe keeping that in.

Hazel was shaking her head slowly, her eyes still wide. “So yes, not exactly romantic. I see what you mean.”

I giggled and grimaced in anticipation of my girlfriend’s ultimate judgement.

She took a big breath and expelled. “Half your luck bitch! Where’s mine?”

I giggled some more and took one of my new toys from the bag. It was the life-like Adonis, too big to get your hand around and as weighty as a real one that big.

My girlfriend’s eyes popped again. She looked up and down from the huge flesh-coloured dong. She blinked and swallowed. “Well that might do.”

I giggled again and pulled the next toy out. It was the transparent one with the small balls inside and when I clicked it on it did its hula dance.

“Oh my god!” Hazel squeaked.

“I know, I haven’t tried that one yet,” I said and pulled out the Thrusting Rabbit. “This one I did actually try, but it was as a demonstration from the saleslady. She stripped me and used it on me while Mike and two voyeur men from the opposite building watched.”

My girlfriend held my eyes for a second then just nodded. It seemed she was no longer shockable. She picked up the Adonis and squeezed and caressed it. “What else have you got in there?”

I tipped out the bag. There were the rest of the bundle of panties, a wand with a massaging head, a vibrating egg you insert and a clit stimulator to replace the one I already had that was slowing down, worn from overuse. There was also the tube of lubricant, which I opened and took a dab of to test between my fingers.

My girlfriend moved the items around on the bed, examining each one. She picked up the Adonis again and held it against her chest, cuddling it like a teddy bear. She grimaced guiltily. “Can we try one?”

I was still holding the tube of lube. I tasted it from my fingertips. It tasted like honey. “We might need some of this,” I said and met my girlfriend’s rising blush.

She bit her lip again. Her eyes travelled down to my see-through panties then back up. “Should we do it ourselves or for each other?”

“Um… for each other could be fun?”

Hazel smiled and her blush went nuclear.

She drew a big breath. I did too.

“Is that the one you want?” I asked about her cuddling Adonis.

She nodded. “Can I?”

I gulped and nodded. “The toy lady made me lick her. It was really interesting.”

“Oh!” my girlfriend squeaked. Her eyes flashed to my see-through panties again whilst I looked at hers. “We already know what we taste like, right?” she suggested.

I nodded and rolled my eyes.

“It can’t be any different licking it off a toy one?” she went on. “Or licking it um…” She looked at my pussy again and expelled another big breath. “Should we do that first… for each other?”

I swallowed. “You mean at the same time?”

Hazel nodded. “Should we try kissing first?”

I drew a breath. “Okay.”

We moved at the same time and met in the middle. I closed my eyes so I didn’t know if Hazel did or not. We parted our lips and pressed softly together. I breathed in her soft sweet essence and hmm-ed as we moved our mouths against each other’s.

We broke off without touching tongues and both raked our moist lips with our teeth.

“Mmm that was nice,” Hazel said.

I nodded and drew a sharp breath. She was moving in again and I tilted my head and met her lips. We pressed more firmly this time and I felt her tongue flick across my teeth. I responded and pointed mine, chasing hers into her mouth a little and catching it to caress and swirl around it as we both moaned softly.

My girlfriend cupped one of my boobs and squeezed. I thrust my chest for her and she squeezed more and pinched my nipple.

We were still kissing. I touched her bare thigh and squeezed her. She lifted to her knees, moving over me, and I stroked up her inner thigh and touched her between the legs.

I rubbed her crotch and found her little button. She moaned and wiggled down against my hand while squeezing my boob harder and making my dress slip from my shoulder.

We stopped kissing and she started undoing the buttons on the front of my dress. I watched her do that. Time slowed down then stood still. I could hear every sound and feel every touch.

My other shoulder strap slipped and Hazel took my dress down and uncovered my tits.

I extracted my arms from my dress then gathered her crop top and she lifted her arms whilst I took it off her. I was sitting with my tits exposed so she quickly unclipped her bra and tossed it away.

We looked at each other’s tits. She cupped mine and I cupped hers. Her nipples were big and pink and mine were small and dark. Hers quickly tightened and were longer than mine as I pulled on them and couldn’t resist sucking one.

My girlfriend stroked my hair and watched me suck her nipple. I resumed feeling into her crotch, rubbing through it and making her mesh panties wet. I rubbed firmly and made her squelch with wetness. I could feel how engorged her clit was as I massaged it for her.

I looked up from sucking her other tit. “Do you want me to do you first?”

She drew a big ragged breath. “Okay.”

I pushed the toys away and she lay back on my bed. I kept Adonis and the lube. She pushed down her panties and took them off. “Oh my god that’s so huge,” she squeaked.

She was lying with her legs together. I caressed her pussy and rubbed her clit with my thumb. I stroked down to her knee and encouraged her to lift it and when she did I guided it away from the other one and got between them with Adonis and the lube in my hand.

“I’m not very fresh down there,” Hazel grimaced.

I nodded. “Me either but I still want to taste you.”

“Uh huh, me too,” she uttered and sucked in a breath as I kissed the inner thigh of the leg I had bent up.

I kissed my way down towards her pussy and drew the strong scent of her into my nostrils. I moved her leg aside more and kissed her pussy lips. She stroked my hair as I nuzzled into her and licked between her folds.

“Oh my god Milly!”

“Hmm you taste nice,” I said and licked deeper through her folds to taste her tangy girl juice.

I lifted her leg and spread her open. That allowed me to lower and get deeper between her thighs.

I licked through and opened her labia with my pointed tongue. I licked again and cut deeper into her hot juicy flesh. I licked up through her opening again and swirled my tongue around her clit. 

“Uh huh, huh,” she panted breathily.

I concentrated on her clit and swirled my pointed tongue around and around. She twisted my hair and I moaned into her pussy then sucked hard over her clit and lashed with my tongue whilst I inserted a finger into her.

I imagined it was me and rubbed back against her pubic bone whilst continuing to maul her little button. She wiggled and moaned and twisted my hair hard.

I had the cap off the lube and extracted my finger to squeeze and rub some all over the head of the dong and halfway down the shaft, figuring that was about as deep as it was going to go.

I stopped licking and concentrated on positioning the head. It was good lube, super slippery. Mixed with my girlfriend’s juices it made her completely slick and the huge dong opened her and slipped in so easily.

She had let go of my hair and balled the bed cover either side of her.

I eased the dong into her as far as the wet oily mark. She bore down and squeezed it back at me and I let her push it out then pressed against the base to slide it in again.

“Oh god that’s big!”

“Is it too big?” I asked.

Hazel shook her head and expelled a breath. “No keep going.”

I smoothed her pussy lips aside and rubbed her clit. I had the head of the dong out but opened her with it and slid it back in whilst continuing to massage her little button.

I went in deeper till she bore down then pulled back a little and pushed it deeper still.

“Oh god that’s huge,” Hazel frowned.

“It’s really stretching you,” I told her.

“It’s okay, I need it deep for a change. Keep going. Force it all the way inside me.”

“Oh god,” I cried too and inserted firmly again. I met resistance with still two inches of extremely thick shaft adorned with nodules as yet dry.

I pulled back and forced it harder and my girlfriend’s pussy lips eased over the nodules so I pushed harder still and inserted the nodules inside her too. I only stopped when the big fake balls at the base were pressed hard against her opening.

I looked up and saw she was on her elbows staring down at me. Her eyes were wide and her mouth hung open.

I turned the dial on the base and the dong started buzzing.

My girlfriend’s forehead creased and her eyes glazed over.

I turned the dial all the way to full and the dong started vibrating powerfully.

“Ahh!” my girlfriend squealed but I knew instantly it wasn’t a negative sound.

I kept the dong pressed hard against the force of her trying to bear down against it and kept the vibration dialled up to full power.

“Ahh huh, huh … ahh huh, huh,” Hazel whimpered and panted.

I released some pressure and she pushed out. I forced it back in and she whimpered some more. I let her squeeze it back out to halfway then I slid it back into her, making her wiggle and squirm on the nodules.

I let her push it out and slid it in again. Then again and again.

Hazel had collapsed on her back with her legs spread wide and her fists balling the bed cover. There was as much suction as squeezing outward now so I held the base and slid the dong back and forth, fucking her with it as it continued to vibrate on full power.

I pressed my fingers on her clit and forced it hard against the nodules spearing back and forth through her stretched tight opening.

“Ahh huh, huh!” she cried out and convulsed. “Ahh huh, huh… huh huh, huh,” she moaned and kept two fistfuls of bedcover as her body quaked and trembled.

I shoved the huge dong all the way up her and held it there vibrating wildly whilst she orgasmed on it.

Then I pulled it out until the head was stretching her pussy lips and let her take hold of it.

She held it with two hands and slow fucked herself with it. I pushed my panties down and tossed them away. I squeezed lube and rubbed it into my pussy. I claimed the dong from my girlfriend and angled it upward, straddled it and sunk down onto it.

It bottomed out and I lifted and sunk on it again to force it deeper then I lifted and wiggled down on it again.

I was falling backward and Hazel got up on her knees and took over fucking me with Adonis. She was between my legs. She pushed one of them up to my chest and worked the huge dong in and out of me.

I thrust my head back and stared at the ceiling. My girlfriend moved over me and latched onto a tit. She sucked it hard whilst fucking me with the full length of the dong. Its powerful vibrations set my belly alight with tingles.

My girlfriend nailed me hard and fast and speared Adonis in and out of my pussy until I orgasmed, then she scooted down and sucked and lashed my clit whilst the contractions thumped through me.

Hazel pulled the lifeless dong out of me and spread her legs alternate to mine. I was on my back and she held one of my legs to her chest and thrust her wet pussy back and forth against mine. I rolled my pelvis too and we squirmed back and forth against each other.

The feel of her hot wet cunt squishing open against mine was incredible. My recurring orgasm continued to thump through my body whilst she bucked and cried out. Her body was taut and her pelvis flicked as she squealed and ground hard against me.

We both calmed down to gently roll our pelvises and caress each other’s cunts with our own. My pussy lips were opening hers and hers were opening mine. Our juices squelched and our clits still throbbed.

“Oh my god,” Hazel puffed. “That’s so nice Milly.”

“Uh huh.” I was up on my elbow trying to see our bald pussies squishing together to put a view to the exquisite feel of it happening.

Hazel expelled another big breath. “So do you think we should invite the boys to play next time?”

I bit my smile. “What about tonight? We could let them fuck us then do this again?”

My girlfriend nodded. “Do you mean to swap?”

I grimaced. “Would you want to?”

Hazel nodded. “Would you?”

I drew a big breath. “Uh huh, let’s ask them!”

***


Part 6: Deep Seeded

Chapter 1

Mike opened the garage to check on his 1975 Falcon restoration. He had left his buddy Angus the garage key before he went on his long weekend trip away.

It looked like Angus had done quite a bit of sanding on the shell. The internal roof was looking clean now, it looked good. That had been a painful spot to get at with the sander.

Mike poked around in his garage, keeping out of the way. His wife’s girlfriend was still visiting. Mila had told him to get lost whilst Hazel was there and her car was parked in the driveway.

Mike was shooting some pool when Angus popped in with a couple of beers. It was a hot afternoon. They cracked the beers and had a look over the Falcon together, Angus showing Mike some work yet to be done around the back window and how he wasn’t entirely happy with the finish on top of the roof.

“Na, that’ll come up perfect with the undercoat. I’m not worried about it,” Mike told him but was distracted by the girls coming from the house and headed to Hazel’s car.

Angus watched from beside Mike. The girls hadn’t acknowledged them. They both looked fucking hot; Hazel in her short denim skirt and crop top, Mila in a white tube dress you could see her nipples through.

Hazel drove off and Mila approached the men smiling. Her dress was one she’d worn over the weekend. It was so short you could almost see her panty crotch as she walked towards them. She had no bra on and a couple of buttons were undone showing cleavage, as well as her tits wobbling freely and her nipples tight and poking.

“Hi Angus,” she said sweetly and walked right up to him and gave him a hug.

“Hey Mila, you’re looking different. Must’ve been a fun honeymoon yeah?”

“Oh it was fantastic, just what we needed, wasn’t it Mike?”

Mila had kept one of Angus’s hands and cuddled herself with his arm, keeping it around her. His hand was pressed to her side. Mike agreed it was a fantastic second honeymoon and they chatted about it. They offered Angus highlights about the fresh seafood and beautiful weather.

Mila was being rather cuddly with Angus, in a daddy/daughter kind of way. He wasn’t quite that old but there was a good fifteen years between them and he was always offering advice like a parent.

He was having a good look at Mila’s tits right now though, Mike noticed. They leant back on the Falcon with their beers and Mila picked up the pool cue. She took a few shots facing them with her nipples almost showing as her tits bulged from the open top of her dress.

Mike was deliberately not challenging his friend who was clearly enjoying the view. His heart was thumping in anticipation of seeing his wife bend over facing away, as the last he’d seen she had on red see-through panties.

“The seven in the top corner pocket!” she declared and bent to line up the shot with her butt facing them.

The panties she wore now were white mesh and not only see-through but stuck to her pussy. They were completely transparent. The men could see that her vagina was puffy and slightly open. They could see the delicate petals of her flower blossoming pink.

Mike felt his friend glance at him so he averted his gaze so as not to challenge or deter the guy enjoying the view of his wife’s cunt. She had missed the shot and cursed giggling then lined up another from the same position.

“Try lifting the handle of your cue,” Angus said and she paused and smiled back at him.

“What do you mean? Show me?”

Angus approached and leant over her. “So you arch your hand higher,” he said and helped her. “Then you raise the end of the cue right up here,” he went on and guided her hand. “There now, a nice firm strike and you’ll get backspin and the white won’t follow your other ball into the pocket.”

“Oh, so right up high like this?” Mila smiled and checked back with Angus. He was holding her hips and was pressed to her butt.

“Yeah that’s good love, nice and firm now.”

Mila made the shot with the white stopping and spinning backwards as it was supposed to. She squealed with exaggerated glee and grabbed one of Angus’s hands keeping it clutched to her belly whilst smooching back with her head.

Mike left his friend to play with his wife and disappeared into his garage office. He had his workshop manuals and an old computer he used to look up how-to videos for advice in restoring cars. The Falcon was his second project. He had a ’65 Mini Minor ready for auction next month.

He watched the action around the pool table from his office window. His wife bent over the table to line up a shot and his friend tilted behind her for another look at her cunt. She paused lining up the shot and looked back at him.

Angus moved in behind her and adjusted the way she was arching her hand then his hand trailed up hers and beneath and close to her tit on its way back to her side.

She smiled back at him again and he squeezed her side. Mike could see his wife draw a big breath. Then she addressed the shot again and Angus looked up to meet Mike’s eyes and hold them steadily.

Mila made the shot and stood overdoing the glee again, even turning her head back to kiss Angus on the cheek. The guy was having a squeeze of her and still holding Mike’s eyes.

Mike swallowed hard and gave his friend a tiny nod. They had discussed Mila getting around in skimpy clothing before and Mike had assured Angus he wasn’t the jealous type. It was fine to look.

This was a definite step-up from innocent perving and was the first time Mila had worn a dress this short, whilst the see-through panties were a brand-new addition to her wardrobe.

Angus had never seen her in them before. He’d never gotten a decent look at her panties before at all. Nothing more than a quick up-skirt flash once or twice when Mila had worn a skirt to mid-thigh and Angus had been under the car when she brought them drinks.

His hand trailed from her stomach and hip as she walked away from him and put the cue in the rack. She turned to face him and pushed back her hair, thrusting her tits. Her nipples were still tight and easily viewed through her dress as she left.

When she had gone Angus approached Mike in his office. “Wow man, what’s gotten into your wife? I wasn’t sure how far I was over the line just then?”

“Na man, you weren’t over the line. It’s all cool. You’re right something’s gotten into Mila. It’s pure sexual energy. We got a huge hit of it at the resort and she’s still glowing with it eh!”

“Yeah sure, but how man? What happened, if you don’t mind me asking? I mean whatever it was fucking worked!”

Mike drew and expelled a calming breath. He was leaning back in his chair with his hands behind his head. Angus wasn’t a father figure to him but he was older and wiser and had been through a lot with his marriage and kids. Mike often confided and asked for advice.

“Things got a bit freaky with voyeurs in the opposite building and Mila putting on shows for them. She’s really into flashing and that now. Strangely I don’t mind her doing it too. It’s a fucking turn on watching.”

“Yeah?” Angus grinned and glanced back at where Mila had gone.

Mike chuckled. “Exactly! We were lucky she had panties on just now, see-through as they were.”

“Yeah I dunno about it being lucky she had them on man, I wouldn’t have minded if she had none on at all,” Angus ventured.

Mike nodded and sucked in another breath. “That’s what I mean man, I wouldn’t have minded either if you got a look at her completely bare.”

“Right, and these voyeurs did in the other building?”

“Yeah they did. I was showing her to them. How fucked up is that, right?”

Angus shrugged a little. “That’s not fucked up Mike, that’s fucking hot.”

“Yeah?” Mike asked, relieved. “Man you can look at her every chance you get now. Seriously, I’m good with it. You should hang round out here tomorrow when I’m at work if you want to keep going with the sanding. She’ll probably flash you again if you do.”

“Hell yeah, I’ll be here for sure. I’m kind of starved for it at the moment. I need to start dating again.”

“Yeah man it’s perfect with you being single, and Mila knows you and obviously wants to try flashing you.”

Mike’s face heated. His heart was pounding a little. “I didn’t mind you touching her a bit too. You can do more of that if she lets you,” he told the older man.

Angus expelled a breath. “It was nice to have a bit of a squeeze of her. She seemed to want me to. I nearly copped a feel there once.”

Mike swallowed. “I don’t mind if you cop a feel.” He held his friend’s eyes. “You can go further than that if you want to man. You can try and fuck her if you want.”

The older man looked momentarily stunned, then gathered himself and nodded slightly. “It felt like she’d have just about let me then.”

“Yeah probs,” Mike suggested. “So long as you don’t get her pregnant though man. She’s not on the pill or anything at the moment.”

“Oh right, good to know.” Angus checked his watch. “I better go. I’ll come over in the morning and do a bit more here. You don’t mind if I hit on her when you’re at work?”

With this finally out in the open Mike expelled a breath of relief. “I don’t mind you getting with her on your own Angus. I’d need to be round if it was anyone else.”

“Alright man that’s good. “Angus smiled. “I’m not really shocked you’re doing this Mike. I’ve always felt welcome to check Mila out in front of you. This is an interesting step-up,” he said and patted the doorframe and left.

Mike sucked in another calming breath and expelled. Angus walked out the open roller door and across the road to his house. Mila stepped around the open office door and approached smiling through her blush.

“Oh fuck, were you just there?”

“Uh huh,” she sang and sat on Mike’s lap. She kissed him. “Although you weren’t quite right about one thing. It’s true I’m not on the pill, but I think I should be too late in my cycle to fall pregnant now, unless you got me over the weekend.”

“Oh right, and you’re still okay with him trying to fuck you?”

“Uh huh, I won’t be wearing panties when I bring him morning tea out here tomorrow so hopefully it’ll happen.”

“Yeah that’s what I was thinking too baby, let’s just get it done yeah? Definitely with Angus. Did anything happen with Hazel you’re allowed to tell me about?”

“Um yes, I can tell you all about it but you need to go and shower and shave. We need dinner coz Hazel and Seth will be here at 7.30 for our orgy.”

Mike’s eyes shot open. “Oh fuck!” he groaned into their kiss.


Chapter 2

An hour and a half later Mike answered the door to their friends. He and Mila had discussed what the girls had planned to happen. He could only imagine Seth had been informed too. “Hey man,” he said, holding his friend’s eyes.

Hazel grabbed Mike by the tie and lifted to tippytoes to kiss his lips. She kept hold of his tie and grabbed Seth’s as well, leading the men behind her in her tight red party dress, stockings and heels.

The men looked at each other. They were close buddies and talked about everything except sex with their wives. Of course Mike had learnt over the weekend that Seth and Hazel often indulged in anal sex, so he was open to imagining pretty much anything at this point.

The men were dressed in dark suits. Hazel was in red and Mila was in royal blue. Both ladies had on stockings and garter belts. Both had plunging necklines and deep cleavage. Both had backless frocks with no sign of a bra between them.

Pleasantries were exchanged with the ladies cuddling close together and exchanging kisses whilst the men stood watching with their eyes wide and mouths hanging open.

“Do you have the lube?” Hazel asked Mila.

Mila motioned to the coffee table.

“Oh good.” Hazel picked it up and approached and caressed Mike’s tie again. “I’m first,” she smiled. “Or should I say, you are!”

Mike gulped. His cock was twitching. He wasn’t sure he’d be able to do this till now. He looked to his buddy. “Go on man, Mila’s not gonna have to offer it to me twice,” Seth grinned.

Mila had her camera and was already filming. Hazel led Mike to the lounge chair across the room from where Seth sat on the couch. She handed him the tube of lube and knelt on the carpet. Hazel looked back up at Mike whilst pulling down the shoulders of her party dress, extracting her arms but leaving her dress sitting over her tits.

Mike knelt behind her. He looked at the camera whilst undoing his fly and pulling his dick out of his pants. He had no underpants on, as instructed. Apparently Seth didn’t either. He was already erect as he massaged the small peak in his pants.

Mike lowered his pants to his knees and his cock poked out between the tails of his white shirt, the tip of his tie brushing the head. He was boned upright.

Having Hazel bent over the seat of his recliner waiting for him to fuck was more than a fantasy come true. He’d never even imagined this happening. The best he’d ever gotten from her in his dreams was a look at her tits.

He gathered the tight skirt of her party dress and bunched it up over her hips. She whimpered. 

“Fuck yeah, do her Mike,” Seth groaned and Hazel looked at him.

Mike applied lube to his cock, squeezing a dab of it and rubbing it all over whilst the camera zoomed in and Hazel waited. He looked at the woman’s cunt, knowing it was off limits to him.

He rubbed his oily fingers over her anus and she whimpered and braced. He couldn’t help feeling into her cunt a little. His fingers were so slippery and she seemed to flare her pelvis and offer her pussy to him.

Mike had a little feel of her with his fingers whilst probing her anus with his thumb. He lowered his cock from being bolt upright and pressed the head against her starfish and opened her and slipped in.

“Ah huh, huh,” she whimpered and he took hold of her hips. He rolled his hips to slide back and forth through her stretched sphincter.

The woman lifted from being bent over the seat and gripped behind Mike’s neck. Her back swayed and her hips were definitely flared now. “Oh you’re so huge in me Mike,” she uttered, snuggling her head back against his face.

Her dress had slipped a little and her tits were bulging out the top of it. Mike was thumping against her butt and spearing his cock all the way up her. His wife was filming diligently but her eyes were glazed and Seth grabbed at her when she went too close to him.

Mike kept a firm grip on Hazel’s hips and was pulling her back onto his thrusts now. He was rigid upright and bouncing her on his cock. Her tits were surging out of her dress with each loud slap of his body against her butt.

“Nya fuck yeah,” he growled and squirmed against her. Her little starfish was stretched tight around his shaft and his cock throbbed as he pumped his load into her arse.

Seth cheered. He had hold of Mila around the waist and she stopped filming. He cuddled her to him on his lap and was feeling her tits.

Hazel was still up on her knees and was snuggling her head back against Mike’s again. He was still inside her arse with his cock continuing to gently throb. His balls were empty; their contents successfully deposited in the woman.

She still had her hips flared for him and took one of his hands and placed it over a bare tit. “Mmm was that nice Mike, did you like that?” she asked softly.

“Fuck yeah, I liked it Haze. I never dreamed of um..!”

“Hmm, well now you can dream all you like and have me like this whenever we have play nights. I love how big you are in me.” She gripped Mike’s butt. “Can you spin round onto the chair and keep me on your lap, stay inside me?”

Mike held her tight around her waist. She was only slight like his wife and he lifted her easily. He turned and sat with her on his lap whilst she was still impaled on his cock.

Seth had Mila bent over the couch and bunched her dress up her back. Seth lathered his cock and rubbed lube into her anus. Her dress was halter neck and she lifted it over her head and lowered it to expose her tits for him.

Hazel was rubbing her slippery pussy and watching. Mike was still semi firm up her arse and felt his cock hardening again.

Seth’s erection was sitting upright between Mila’s butt cheeks. It was small and thin but certainly stiff, Mike noticed. He lowered to position it. Mila rolled her hips forward, flaring them.

Seth pressured her tiny back entrance and slipped forward and speared the head of his cock through her cunt instead. She moaned in protest and he smiled across at Mike.

“Just to get it wet with proper lube yeah,” Seth explained and probed through her pussy lips again. “Oh yeah that’s so fucking slick Mila. You’ve got a hot little pussy.”

“Mmm but stop teasing and just do it,” Mila pleaded.

Seth positioned his cockhead against her anus again and pressed forward. It opened her. “Oh fuck yeah.”

“Mmm hmm like that,” Mila moaned and wiggled back against him.

He held her hips and humped with his, bouncing her on his little cock then he slammed against her and squirmed hard.

She gripped his hip, pushing back against it. “Seth!” she scolded.

He was smiling broadly and still squirming hard against her. “Sorry it slipped.”

“Yeah sure!” Mila scolded and managed to push the guy back a little.

It seemed he’d been in her pussy and he had to realign before thrusting and making her eyes pop open again, telling Mike he was back in her arse.

Mike held his wife’s eyes whilst she was being fucked by their friend. Seth was thrusting and jiggling and squirming hard against her butt. He had her tits surging and bouncing and suddenly grabbed them and held them tight whilst pulling back and slamming up into her again.

He stayed in her and rotated his pelvis to fuck her deep. She stared back at Mike watching and kept her hips flared, her hands on the hands holding her tits.

Mike was fully erect up Hazel’s arse again. Hazel was rubbing her pussy and playing with his balls.

Seth let go of Mila’s tits and withdrew his cock. She reached down and repositioned it. It seemed he’d slipped out of her arse and had been up her cunt again. She had him back in place now though and she kept her hips flared and her butt thrust back. She was angled for him to fuck her as deep as he could.

Her tits were being jolted now and his thumps against her butt were getting harder and building faster and faster. He let out a deep growl as he did a final thrust and held firmly pressed against her. Her tiny ring was stretched around his cock which was throbbing powerfully with each spurt of semen he pumped into her.

Mila wriggled back on her girlfriend’s husband. She was lewdly enjoying being fucked in the arse again, having a man emptying his balls inside back there.

“Mmm Seth, that feels so nice,” she cooed over her shoulder.

“Oh fuck,” Seth groaned and pulled back and thumped hard against her butt again. He held firmly against her whilst she wiggled about some more. He resumed holding her by the tits.

“Hmm well that looks to be it,” Hazel announced. “Your husband’s still hard in me but it looks like mine’s just blown his firmness in your butt, girlfriend.”

Mila giggled. “It sure felt like it. The hardness is gone now, that’s for sure.”

“Yes he’s only good for one per night, aren’t you Sethy?”

“Aw fuck yeah, but it’s a good one.”

Hazel squirmed back and forth on Mike’s flexed-hard erection. “Hmm I don’t know what we’re going to do with you tiger, but us girls need to go shower together now.”

She stood and extracted herself from Mike’s erection. The girls took the tube of lube with them.

Mike and Seth pulled on pants and took beers out onto the back steps to cool off. “I’m not going to worry about it if you’re not,” Mike told Seth and Seth replied in agreeance.

They sat out on the steps chatting about what Mike and Mila got up to on their honeymoon weekend. Seth told Mike all about his fantasy to see Hazel getting it from guys with huge cocks and that he hoped this meant it could happen soon.

“I mean yeah, your cock’s big but I mean porno huge,” he clarified.

“Haha yeah sure. The masseuse guy who fucked Mila was porno huge. You should take Hazel to the resort and book her a massage.”

“Fuck yeah, that’s a good idea. I could spread her and put her on show for the voyeurs too while I’m at it.”

The guys chatted and laughed and compared fantasy ideas about their women over a couple more beers before Mike decided to investigate and see where the women had gotten to.

He found them on the bed with the huge Adonnis dong lying wet buzzing away on the floor. The two women had their legs spread alternate to each other and were grinding and squishing their oily cunts together.

They both looked at Mike and didn’t scream at him to get out so he edged closer, craning his neck to watch fascinated. Their cunts were across each others. Mila was rubbing back and forth across Hazel’s and squishing her lips open and Hazel was doing the same, squishing back and forth across Mila’s cunt and rubbing her pink folds open too.

They were rubbing back and forth and gyrating their hips. They seemed to focus more as their eyes widened and glanced down at their coupling. They were squashing their clits together and Mike could see how each woman was controlling her movements to grind her pubic bone against the other’s.

“Uh huh, huh,” Mila cried and her body tensed. Her belly was clenching tight and her tits shuddered as her orgasm exploded through her.

Then Hazel went off too. “Uh huh, huh … huh huh, huh,” She bucked and kept Mila’s leg crushed to her tits as her butt ground and flexed and her cunt throbbed open against Mila’s.

Mike was leaning right in close to examine what they were doing. He had his hand on his cock and was stroking it unknowingly. The second ejaculation he’d almost reached in Hazel’s arse a little while ago was still there.

He unzipped and vibrated his hand over his nob end to make it surge and blew his load all over the girl’s cunts that were still squishing together.

Hazel took over holding his cock and squeezed the last pulses of his cum from his balls whilst Mila used her fingers to rub it into their girl-girl coupling. 

Chapter 3

Mila

It was ten in the morning of another hot summer day. My husband was at work and his friend from across the road was working on the car restoration in our garage. I took Angus a cold glass of water and watched him drink it. His overalls were open down to his jocks and his hairy chest and ripped abdomen were exposed.

The guy was lithe and so strong when he hugged you. It wasn’t even fair trying to be a faithful married woman when your husband brought home friends like this.

I wore a breezy summer frock and a pair of flip flops. Nothing else.

Angus finished his glass of water and grabbed me. “Um, not out here,” I scolded and peeled his hands from my boobs.

I kept hold of one and led him inside. He looked a little grubby but I was happy to wash my sheets afterwards.

I lifted my dress and tossed it on the floor then scooted back on my bed. The older man from across the road had kicked off his work boots at the back door and stepped out of his overalls in the hallway. He dropped his jocks on my dress and crawled over me. His lovely big cock was pointing at his chin.

He lowered so he was fully on top of me and thrust once to probe me. With the next thrust he opened me and surged in.

I was wide eyed staring at the ceiling. My chin was resting on the man’s shoulder. His hips were rolling and humping between my legs. The feel of this older man so ripped and strong on top of me with his cock withdrawing then spearing back in. He ground against me and was all the way back in when my orgasm exploded.

It wasn't just my plundered pussy that was tingling either, the warmth from being taken in my marital bed was centred deeper and I had felt the excitement building in my belly.

I was such a slut for allowing this. I started grinding back against the man’s thrusts. When I was being split wide open and I could feel him pressing against my clit, I arched up and rubbed myself over the man’s shaft. It felt so nice, and it made him go crazy humping into me even harder.

I spread my legs as wide as I could and clung to him with my feet bouncing in the mirror. I felt his thrusts slow down and become more measured so I ground back against him, rubbing myself more.

My belly was getting warmer again and the tingling was getting stronger. The older man started pounding me hard and fast, and the feeling inside built again. I couldn't get my legs any wider. I wanted his cock deeper so I pulled my leg right up to my shoulder.

His dick was so hard and it was so wrong to be filled with it, knowing there was going to be cum shooting out of it any second. I was supposed to be the wife of another man.

Oh god I knew I shouldn’t. But I ground myself on this older man’s stiff cock. I dug my feet into the bed and held myself up whilst he pounded it into me. The warmth and the tingles were building more and more.

Angus was hammering against me and surging inside me. He fucked me hard and was deep and grinding wildly when suddenly the warmth in my belly contracted into a ball of pure ecstasy and exploded, ripping through my entire body sending my orgasm next level. It clenched and convulsed as my pussy contracted around the shaft of meat filling it. I moaned aloud and clung to the man on top of me.

Angus’s lithe powerful body was taut and quivering. He held firmly up me with his huge cock fully inside of me. I remained still as my orgasm thumped through me.

I felt so slick and open, remaining squished to my neighbour’s shaft until the contractions of my orgasm began to ebb away. The man fucking me resumed slowly thrusting.

Angus was supporting himself above me with the muscles in his arms and shoulders pumped and rippling. He was moving his lower body, rolling his pelvis and stroking his cock in and out of me. "That’s it love, let me have you now," he groaned and kissed my mouth.

I was completely limp and relaxed into the movement of his body. His action was very deliberate and controlled now. He was all the way up me and fucking me with short thrusts. He rolled his pelvis and ground his cock inside me.

He started snarling and was staring into my eyes. “Fuck yeah love, you want this do you? Mike said I have to pull out.”

“Uh uh, don’t pull out. You can cum inside me Angus. I want you to.”

“Nya, fuck that’s close,” he grimaced and squirmed hard against me. I could feel the head of his cock nudging my cervix. Surely I’d be safe though. My period was due any day now. Surely I wouldn’t get pregnant?

The pace of the man’s thrusts was increasing. He was still all the way up me and was flicking his hips to bounce me on his cock. His balls clenched up tight ready to blow kissing my butt with each surge of his hips.

“Ah fuck yeah here it is love. Here it fucking is,” the man groaned and surged and held firmly against me as his balls pulsated and strong bursts of cum shot into me. His body was so tense and quivering. He had his cock jammed hard up me and held it there whilst it spurted.

A man other than my husband was cumming inside my married love tunnel.

I kept my legs spread wide open to accept his load. I clung to his trembling taut body and stared at the ceiling whilst his penis throbbed and throbbed and his cum flooded my reproductive tract.

Oh god that’s what I was thinking now, remembering the diagrams from school of the path of sperm from a man’s testicles up his penis and into the woman’s vagina, there to pool and swim on. From your cervix, into your womb and fallopian tubes and to fertilise your egg and impregnate you with a child.

I waited, still staring up at the ceiling whilst this taboo older man started moving inside me again. I wasn't sure what was going to happen next or what I should do, so I kept my legs spread for him. I kept myself offered in case he needed to cum some more. His cock was still quite firm and started getting harder again as he slow fucked me.

The man sought my lips and kissed me again. “You sure that was safe love?”

“Uh huh, I should be okay,” I uttered.

He pulled out of me and crawled back off the bed. I covered my tingling pussy with my hand and lay with my hand wedged between my legs. I watched him pull up his jocks and put his overalls back on.

“I’ll get back to it out here love. Thanks for that though, it’s been nearly two years, I really needed it.”

I smiled through my blush. “It was nice Angus. We could do it sometimes if you like,” I uttered without thinking that through.

Oh my god was I really going to be available for him to keep fucking?

*

That afternoon when I expected my husband to walk in the door I turned and saw Seth standing there with a big smile on his face.

I had turned from cooking dinner. “Oh hello Seth, where’s Mike?”

“He’s got a meeting, won’t be home till late,” the guy said and approached. He took hold of me from behind.

“Um Seth!” I scolded but he had hold of my tits through a thin tube dress and my nipples had already responded.

I went on protesting and complaining but couldn’t help the hot tingles of excitement welling up inside me again.

I held my sink with a rubber glove on one hand and an oven mitt on the other. I had an apron on but Seth had my dress hiked up my back and a hand up between my legs from the front, He was fingering into my pussy whilst dry humping my butt with his exposed cock.

He quickly got me wet and entered my pussy. I gripped my sink and flared my hips, enjoying being taken this way. I wanted it over with though before my girlfriend walked in and caught me with her husband.

I couldn’t imagine Hazel would know but what if she followed Seth here, or if she tracked his phone like she’d told me she does sometimes?

My girlfriend’s wayward husband was holding me by the hips and humping me like a jack rabbit. He was flicking his hips and bouncing me on his little cock. It was still in my pussy and I was going to complain about that too but the tingles filling me surged into my head as well and made me go cross-eyed at my kitchen window.

I could see clothes on the line that needed to come in before they got wet with dew.

“Uh huh, fuck yeah!” Seth cried out and slammed me against the sink with his cock spurting and my pussy throbbing around it. “Yeah there you go girl, take that nut,” he snarled into my ear.

“Mmm Seth, but you shouldn’t be here without Hazel. I shouldn’t be letting you!”

The guy chuckled and pulled his pants back up. I stood there still clutching the sink with my washing up glove and oven mitt. A huge drip of cum splotched on the floor between my bare feet.

“Oh yeah, fucking proud of that girl,” my husband’s workmate said and spanked my bare arse, He strode out the door chuckling to himself.

I took off my gloves and tore off a square of paper towel to wipe the floor. I shoved dinner in the oven to keep warm and hurried out to bring in the washing. Cooled cum was streaming down my inner thigh as far as my knee.

I wiped it up with my fingers and sucked them clean and went and lay on my bed. I inserted the transparent dong that did the hula dance inside you when you turned it on.

“Uh huh, huh,” I moaned and fucked myself with it. My pussy was still slick with the cum Seth had pumped into me and I imagined I was now drawing it deeper into my womb, his sperm swimming up in there looking for my egg if Angus’s sperm hadn’t already fertilised it yesterday.

It seemed I was a whore for a man with a pair of binoculars or an old guy under a table at a strip club.

My husband’s divorced car restoration buddy didn’t need a wife since I was willing to take him to my bed and let him empty his big old balls inside my belly even when I could be fertile.

Now my girlfriend’s husband was free to call in after work and nail me over my kitchen sink whilst I’m cooking dinner for my husband!

Oh my god. I shouldn’t be allowing any of this.

“Uh huh, huh…huh huh, huh,” I moaned as my orgasm throbbed around the buzzing hula dancing shaft inside me.

Oh my god, we shouldn’t be doing any if this, we just shouldn’t.

It’s nice though!

**  The end  **
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