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Prologue

I don’t think my generation was anything special. Every new era has its awakenings and particular flavour of excitement and pain. My generation were the hippies, into freedom and adventure.

I’m older now and have four grown children and thirteen grandchildren. The current generation of young adults might look at me and my friends and struggle to imagine we were also young and vibrant once.

Of course we didn’t have electronics and social media, so there isn’t the photographic evidence to show what fun we had. And perhaps just as well. Although if there had been phone cameras back in my day, I wouldn’t have agreed to anything much of what I’m about to tell you being filmed or photographed.

I have been happily married for over 40 years to a wonderful man named Roger. He’s a retired Army General. We travelled the world as a young family; had an amazing life of adventure together.

My summers of love were before Roger though, back when I was a young impressionable girl just learning about the difference between boys and men. I had barely come of age in 1969 and by summer’s end 1972, I was ready to start taking control.


The Summer of ‘69




Part 1: I Reluctantly Go Topless

Chapter 1

“Oh my god Liam, this is even smaller than I remember. It’s tiny!” I complained.

We had pushed open the door to a small flat above the garage at Liam’s mum’s house.

“It’s not that bad JJ. It was fine before we moved into the apartment.”

“It was fine for you as a single guy. I hated sleeping here back then too.”

Liam wiped the sink with his fingers and drew in the dust. The place smelt musty. It clearly hadn’t been used since Liam lived here almost two years ago.

We’d been really happy in our apartment but it was sold out from under us and we couldn’t find another one we could afford.

“It won’t be for long JJ. We can save up and afford something else.”

I looked in the bedroom. I’d seriously forgotten how small this place was. Once we get our bed in there’ll only be enough room to walk down one side of it. That’s it. No room for anything else. All the rest of our stuff was going into storage downstairs.

I flopped on the lumpy two-seater couch and a cloud of dust billowed out and made me sneeze.

There was an old stove, a sink, a cupboard and a fridge, a tiny wooden table and two chairs. Across the room, about three steps away, was the doorway to the toilet and shower. That room was barely big enough to undress in.

“Hello, hello!” Liam’s mother called out as she came up the stairs. “Oh my, it’s a bit smelly isn’t it!” she screwed her nose up as she looked around the room. “I’m sorry darling, we should’ve been up here for a look and aired the place out at least.”

“It’s fab Mrs Peterson, we’ll clean it up,” I said, meeting her hug. “We appreciate you letting us stay. We didn’t know what we were going to do.”

“Yeah Mum, don’t worry about it. Can we chuck this lounge though?” Liam asked. “We’ll use ours I reckon. Maybe the table too, hey?”

“Yes, yes, throw it all out if you like. You kids make yourselves at home as best you can. I’ll get James to back his truck in right now if you like?”

James was Mrs Peterson’s partner. They’d been living together for three years. He’s cool for an old guy, not a square, and so laid back. I seriously didn’t know how he put up with Mrs Peterson.

She rambled on, opening windows and blinds. It was a hot sunny day and quite windy. It was a good idea to get some fresh air flowing through.

They left me to it and pretty soon James was backing his truck into the driveway. I did my best to fix my hair and do something with my lipstick in the cracked little bathroom mirror.

I tugged at the hem of my sun dress and straightened it over my boobs before James entered the flat.

I met him with a smile. A nervous one. I can’t help it how he looks at me. He’s got really intense eyes and as a girl, you have to be ready for them. Which is impossible.

On the other hand, the way Mrs Peterson looked at me was always bright and cheerful but totally false. I don’t think she hates me but she certainly doesn’t approve of me being with her son.

She thinks Liam can do much better for himself, which makes no sense at all since he only works at a warehouse and we both flunked out of school. We’re only nineteen and neither of us had any kind of plan for the future.

Who has, right? We might have to be hippies and join a commune. Although my dad said his brother, Uncle Charlie, had a furnished flat I could use if it were just me. But I like Liam and don’t want to break up with him so it’d have to be this tiny loft flat for now.

“How are you going there Jordan? That’s a pretty dress today,” James said, his voice so deep it resonated through my body making me smile even bigger than I already was. I think of him as James but usually call him Mr North.


Chapter 2

James hadn’t been up in the loft apartment above the garage in over a year. The place needed gutting and repainting. He figured he might suggest that to Carla.

Perhaps they could have us young folks stay in one of their spare rooms for a week when they got back; put my boyfriend to work and have me getting around the house in my summer PJs.

James could put up with that haha.

He had another idea too. They were headed off to their caravan by the beach at the weekend.

“How about we invite Liam and Jordan to come with us, love? They’ve been bummed out lately losing their flat and the warehouse cutting back Liam’s shifts. They could use a break and a bit of fresh air and sunshine you’d think.”

Carla’s face elongated. “Yes, I suppose. I’m sure Liam would enjoy catching up with his friends if you can keep your eyes off the little bitch.”

James smiled and shrugged.

Carla raised her brows, glaring back as she edged past him. She gave his package a squeeze. “I’ll be having some fun of my own tonight. Reg called and said he’s in town for a one-night stopover. I told him to swing by.”

“Ah okay.” James nodded and squeezed Carla’s arse and made her laugh and glare some more. “I’ll go seconds!” he called after her but young Liam came in the door and they had to leave it at that.

They’d shared quite a few nights with Reg. They indulged in a fair amount of swinging and he was a regular with their group. He liked a one-on-one with Carla whenever he could and James enjoyed watching and taking her to bed afterwards.

We finished moving the old lounge and dining set and a bit of other junk from the loft. They left us with mops and buckets to do the cleaning.

Liam jumped at the offer to come away with them on holidays and I agreed reservedly, narrowing my eyes at James like I had any idea how his mind worked.

I was so easy to fluster, which James thought was fun. And I was easy on the eyes I’ve been told. He didn’t think he’d ever cross the line and take hold of me but it was an amusing sport letting me worry that he might.

Later their friend Reg turned up with a couple of bottles of red to share with Carla. James sat across the loungeroom fully clothed sipping scotch whilst they fucked.

“Oh yes take me,” Carla demanded.

She was on her knees on the sofa, holding the armrest. Reg was behind her, holding her hips and pulling her back onto his thrusts. The guy was well endowed, definitely above average. He was almost as big as James.

James met Carla in a swingers group. She was five years older than him but looked younger. She took care of her body and kept herself fit.

Her double-Ds swung back and forth making her nipples brush on the leather seat. Her top and bra were on the floor with her panties, and her skirt was up her back.

James’s partner was an easy fuck and that’s the way he liked her. She’d go out with friends and arrive home the next morning and try to get to the shower before he grabbed her and dragged her to bed himself.

It had become a game between them; her denying him sloppy seconds.

James always enjoyed it. He used to line up for orgies at the swinger parties, especially when there was only one or two women and a whole bunch of men. Whether it be with Carla or another woman getting it. It was a real treat fucking a woman with her pussy already full of cum.

He wasn’t sure if it was the slippery feel of her or the fact he was adding to the mix of sperm inside her; competing for her in the most primal way possible.

“Nya fuck yeah!” Reg groaned and gave Carla his cream.

He was jammed hard against her butt snarling his release. She bit her lip, grinning over at James as she held Reg by the hip to keep him close whilst he made his deposit.

James tipped his scotch glass and nodded his acquiescence for being cuckolded again. He went to the kitchen for a drink refill leaving Reg to enjoy some afterglow time with his girlfriend. He was a bit of a goer and would often get a couple of loads off into her.

Reg and Carla headed to the bedroom and James went out the back for a fag. He sat on the garden bench and watched up through the open loft windows where my boyfriend and I were still cleaning and getting ourselves set up.

The garden bench turned out to be quite the vantage point to watch me getting around barely dressed. There were big windows on that side of the flat, both to the bedroom and living areas.

James hoped I’d be the type to keep my house open. He remembered when I used to visit Liam when he lived there. I’d often open his blinds and windows right up and air the place out.

Never know your luck, James figured, as he kept massaging casually. He maintained a partial erection from watching Carla being banged just now.

He was in near darkness so was free to masturbate and keep filling his balls. Watching me helped but he was building a load for his woman of course.

Liam and I soon finished up and took off for our last night at our rental apartment. We’d be back first thing in the morning with a friend and his furniture truck.

James went inside and watched from the bedroom door whilst Reg fucked his wife again. They couldn’t see him at the end of the bed and were in their own world anyway.

He watched the guy’s balls slapping Carla’s arse until they clenched up tight when he unloaded again.

They were visibly throbbing. James’s cock firmed in his fist as he kicked away his jeans and underpants.

“Uh hey James,” Reg said as he approached beside the bed.

“Hey man, you all done there?”

The guy swallowed hard and took a breath. “Yeah all done.”

“Good,” James said, holding his woman’s eyes.

Their fuck friend got up and backed out of his way. “Bye Reg,” Carla said to him, doing a little finger wave.

“Yeah thanks beautiful. I’ll call you when I’m back in town in a few weeks,” the guy said on his way out the door.

James had dismissed him. He got between his woman’s legs and wiped the head of his cock up through her gaping cunt. Cum was leaking out of it. He smeared it around then sunk easily into her.

He speared home and she gasped a little as she always did when he bottomed out inside her. He loved the resistance in deep and it was definitely about how slippery she was. As well as reclaiming her he was adding his spunk to the mix.

He rested on his elbows and fucked her slow, making her tits wobble. He looked down at them and touched her nipples with his chest muscles.

She was panting against his ear. He could feel she was already spent, her body relaxed and his to use as he pleased.

He kept fucking her slow, building his load, keeping himself right on that edge of ecstasy, filling his balls more and more.

“Uh yeah, you ready for more baby?”

“Uh huh I’m ready. Give it to me James.”

“Nya fuck yeah, you want it! You want your man’s load now?”

“Uh huh I want my man’s load. Take me James. Claim me back!”

“Ugh fuck!” he growled and let it go, thumping into his woman and holding still whilst emptying his balls.

“Mmm uh, huh,” she moaned. “Oh James, I’m so ready for this holiday. Mark and Eddie are both going to be there. You might end up all alone in bed most nights anyway,” she said, giggling about the fact James always complained how small the bed was in their caravan.

They had a permanent onsite van at Rainbow Beach, a few hours up the coast. The caravan park was quiet this time of year, early summer before the school holidays. They’d organised with the park owners to set up Liam and I in one of the empty vans.

James had work to take with him and wasn’t sure what he was going to fill his days and nights with otherwise, whilst his girlfriend was off getting banged by Mark and Eddie. He didn’t really like them much.

James wouldn’t be watching them and wasn’t interested in going seconds after them. He’d have to think of something else to do. Maybe he could borrow a friend’s boat.

His buddy Clark had a small cabin cruiser moored at the marina. James would have to drop by tomorrow and see if he’d lend it or rent it out to him. Maybe give his new snorkelling gear a try. 


Chapter 3

We got our furniture stored in the back of the garage and the bare necessities set up in the loft. It would do for a while, I figured.

I was not impressed about having to live here. It’s way too bloody small. And I was going to have Liam’s doting smother in my face 24/7.

Fab. Not!

We worked late into the night cleaning the apartment we were vacating because we absolutely needed every cent of our bond back. We wanted a good reference too if we were going to have any hope of getting another rental anytime soon.

We crashed that night in our new tiny bedroom and the next morning, after unloading our mate’s truck, shoved our bags into the boot of Mrs Peterson’s Mercedes convertible for the trip to Rainbow Beach.

I was undecided about this. I loved the beach and it was great to get away from everything for a week.

I needed to work on my tan for summer. The new bikini styles all the girls were wearing now were pretty skimpy. I’d bought one my mother would definitely not approve of.

The bottoms were way smaller now. Between the elastic waist and leg bands there was only about half an inch of fabric. They were cut low and barely covered my bush.

My girlfriends and I were already trimming down there. We’d have to start shaving if they made our swimwear any skimpier, like some I’d seen in a European magazine.

Oh my god, imagine wearing that!

We’d been to Rainbow Beach once before. It was pretty groovy but I wasn’t exactly thrilled with the community there.

Everyone knew everyone and Mrs Peterson was a central figure. She’d been going there for summer holidays for twenty years. Liam was a part of the community too and knew all the guys around his age.

They were all nice enough people, but I couldn’t help feeling like the outsider and being under scrutiny.

James, Mr North, glanced back at me as I was thinking about it all.

I wondered what he was going to be doing. Last time he seemed to avoid the commune and keep to himself pretty much. He’d been talking about some project for his work, designing a landscaped garden area for a local council park. It sounded like it would be a working holiday for him, so perhaps we’d hardly see him at all.

Landscaping is what he does. He’s so outdoorsy and kind of rough looking. God he makes my mouth water. But I have to stop thinking like that because he always seems to know.

He had glanced again and smirked like he was still reading my mind.

Liam was asleep across the back seat from me and Mrs Peterson was looking out her window.

James glanced back again and looked at my legs this time. I blushed, keeping my gaze averted to let him. My dress was short and straight but I had my legs swayed away from him.

I fiddled with my hem and tugged it down a little, feeling him grin before he stopped glancing back and forth and kept his eyes on the road.

It was hardly much of an accomplishment being seated in a car with nowhere else for him to look, but I was still thrilled to attract the eyes of a mature man.

I mean James was a real man, right?

I’d had three boyfriends so far and they were definitely boys. Not men.

I felt like a woman now that I had hips and boobs. No longer a girl. I’d been too thin up until about a year ago but had shapely legs that looked good when I wore high heels.

It was exciting to attract the attention of a real man. To be looked at quite seriously by him, if not taken too seriously as a potential mate.

Although that was ridiculous to think about. James was not just a man. He was almost old. I wasn’t sure exactly but he had to be over forty. I knew he was younger than Mrs Peterson and she was 48. I’m guessing James was about 42 or 43.

Way too old for me haha.

Far out. Thirty is too old for me! Twenty-five was about my limit, I figured.

Although 25-year-old guys can still be immature, still too into having childish fun. They were just not serious enough yet.

I think a guy becomes a man when he’s ready to be a father. When he’d get more satisfaction out of providing than just partying. When he’d rather look after me and our baby than hang around with his mates all the time.

Oh my god stop it Jordan!

I rolled my eyes and blushed at myself for thinking like that, just because I was getting my legs checked out by my boyfriend’s stepdaddy.

Although James wasn’t really a stepdaddy. He didn’t seem to take any interest in Liam at all and definitely didn’t try to be a father to him.

Liam’s biological father was still in the picture. He and Liam got on well and saw a lot of each other.

No, James was just Mrs Peterson’s very interesting man friend.

I wasn’t at all creeped out by him looking at me. It felt sexual but not desperate, like with some guys when they check you out.

No, it was more like he was shopping for whatever took his fancy and as a girl you were lucky if he looked at you.

It made me nervous is all. It made me think about all this stuff and endlessly try to analyse what he was thinking with every little glance.

I was the one who was desperate here, and it felt as if he knew.

Oh my god!


Chapter 4

I was all warm and fuzzy with silly romantic thoughts and my mind was mush by the time we got to the caravan park.

Liam and I were given a nice big van close to the amenities. The park was almost empty, with only the permanent caravans and cabins and all the holiday lots vacant.

It was a hot summer afternoon. We went straight to the beach and met up with three guys and a girl Liam knew. There were a dozen younger teens and some small children with parents at the beach in front of the caravan park.

That was a small section of an inlet. You could swim across to a spot with public access, which was also quiet.

I didn’t care who the three guys were. The girl was called Kylie and she was a year younger than me and really nice. We got on fine and chatted as we sunbathed. The guys kicked a ball around or played in the water, trying to splash each other, make the biggest splash, or hold each other’s heads down in the water.

Children.

We were at one end of the little sandy beach whilst the kids and parents were at the other. Kylie undid her bikini top and left it lying beneath her on her towel. She was on her elbows with her little boobs showing.

As if by magic the guys came back and all eyes were on her. One of the boys called Brett was her boyfriend.

“Haha the white pointers are out,” he teased and she smacked at him, sitting up and covering her boobs with one hand and trying to hit him whilst he kept bantering.

The other guys were smiling their heads off. I could see Liam trying not to stare, but when Kylie finally lowered her arm, his eyes bulged.

The other two boys stared too and she blushed at them but didn’t try to cover up. She sat back on her hands and was thrusting her boobs at them all. The floozy!

Liam sat beside me and whispered close. “Do you want to take yours off too? You can if you want?”

I glared indignantly at him. One of the other guys had heard and I blushed as his glance moved up from my chest.

“Go on, what’s your name again? Jordan isn’t it?”

I glared at the guy as well as my boyfriend.

“Yeah her name’s Jordan,” another of the boys said.

“Go on. No one can see,” Kylie encouraged me.

I glared at her too. “They can all see!”  I challenged and looked around at the gathering of boys all smiling stupidly at me.

It was different for me. Sure Kylie’s boobs were a bit lighter than her suntan, but there wasn’t much of a difference so it looked like she probably went topless quite often. Also hers were only mosquito bites anyway, barely more than what the boys would see looking in a mirror. And even less than the one who was pretty chubby and had some serious boy boobs going on.

No, I had a lot more at stake here. I have a golden tan and you can clearly see where my bikini top covers. If I took it off my bouncy D-cups would be brilliantly white in the sun.

I’d never gone topless and had no intention of doing so no matter how much these silly boys and my so-in-trouble boyfriend carried on telling me I was chicken.

They gave up and took off and played rugby or whatever, tackling each other into the water. Kylie put her top back on and we went for a swim across the inlet and a walk around to the ocean beach. We sat and watched the surfers for a while.

Kylie was going home tomorrow and we ended up exchanging our addresses so we could be pen pals. We promised to write and maybe meet up here again one day.

When I got my boyfriend alone back in our caravan after dinner that night he was still in trouble for teasing me about not going topless. But I needed sex.

I kissed him back on the bed and straddled him. He pushed down his swimmers and I put him in through the edge of my panties. James had been staring at me all through dinner and I was worked up over that. It had made me wet enough already.

I squished down on my boyfriend’s erection and lifted then squished down again a few times until he was all the way in.

I got wetter quickly and was soon slick and rolling my pelvis, rubbing myself on him and making his hard dick pull a little way out and plunge back in.

“Oh yeah JJ, you should have got these out at the beach,” he taunted and felt my boobs through my bra. He had unbuttoned my dress and it was down my arms.

I grabbed his wrists and pushed his hands down, holding them and quickening the pace of my hip rotations, swirling and gyrating now, making my boyfriend’s eyes bulge and glaze over.

Oh he’s so easy. I was almost there this time before he suddenly bucked and cried out that he was cumming.

He was spurting in me and I huffed my frustration and kept still for him.

“Aw JJ you’re so fuckin hot,” he declared and took a big breath and expelled his satisfaction.

He was soft already. I tried to hold it in but his penis squeezed out when I clenched my pelvic floor muscles. “Uh huh, that was amazing Liam,” I lied.

I’d never had an orgasm during sex with Liam but apparently it was always the way, according to all my girlfriends. I didn’t know a girl who’d ever had an orgasm during sex with a guy. It seemed there was no such thing.


Chapter 5

I left Liam lying there and grabbed my toiletries bag, towel and coins and went to the ladies' bathroom. It was a long timber building with an open section just under the roof so I could imagine it’d be freezing here in the winter.

There were six shower stalls beyond the handbasins and mirrors. I walked along the yellow tiles to the end cubicle and latched the door. The little alcove just inside the cubicle had hooks to hang your towel and slatted timber seats to put all your stuff on. 

No one else came in whilst I was under the lovely spray of warm water frigging myself the rest of the way to a climax after everything that had gone on today.

I clenched down hard on the secret dildo my aunty gave me and squeezed it out too. I kept my pussy split with my fingers and inserted again slowly. I was all gooey from Liam and so sensitive from my orgasm.

I soon came out of my trance and finished my shower just as two older ladies came in and took over the place with their loud talking and laughter bouncing off the tiled walls.

I was still all squishy between the legs and tingly in my belly when I got back to the caravan and found James there. He was trying to fix the shower because Liam couldn’t get it to work.

There was a tiny combined shower and toilet in the caravan but I wasn’t using that unless it was the middle of the night or raining or something.

James traced the problem back to the gas bottle not being turned on. I quickly combed out my wet hair whilst he was outside with Liam. I decided to take off the fluffy pink robe I had worn back from the amenities block.

My nipples were poking at my nightie but I wanted to feel James’s eyes on me again. That sure worked. Liam got in the shower and left me alone with him.

“That’s a cute nightie,” he said. He always comments on what I’m wearing but only when we’re alone, I’ve noticed.

I had my hands behind my back and my boobs thrust worse than Kylie had done today. “Thanks,” I said.

James went on with a smile and quick down and up glance. “You know, I was looking for you this afternoon. Thought you might like to come snorkelling.”

“Snorkelling?”

“Yeah, I brought some gear. It’ll be interesting to explore the boat wrecks over near the island.”

“Oh! But there’s no way Liam would go. He hates boats. He gets seasick really bad.”

“I know, so does his mother.” James leant close in a doorway. He had another slow down and up tour of my boobs. He shrugged a little. “Doesn’t mean you and I can’t go do something together, does it?”

I felt myself blushing wildly. It seemed my nipple nightie was working better than I had anticipated. It felt like he was going to grab hold of me.

He smiled though and shrugged again. “I mean if you get bored with the gang of boys and need a break one day while we’re here, I’d be happy to give you a snorkelling lesson, maybe let you have a drive of the boat.”

“Hmm really! And what about sharks?”

The man chuckled. “There’s no sharks round here.”

“Oh yeah, and what about you? Are you sure you’re not a shark?”

He chuckled some more. “Who me?” he asked innocently and touched the shoulder string of my nightie. He pulled it up and tugged the stretchy fabric against my nipple. “I’d never try anything Jordan. I know the boundaries,” he said evenly.

His manly voice made me blush more deeply. It was easier when he was being funny or teasing. That had sounded so real and respectful. Like I was suddenly on his level.

Like I was a real woman, not a teenage girl.

I just about came in my soggy panties.

I didn’t know how I managed to remain upright because I couldn’t feel my legs.

“I’d better go,” James said and smoothed the string over my shoulder. “That really is a pretty little nightie. Suits you,” he said and left me with a smile and an intense glare into my eyes. One that lit me up even more and sent a swarm of tingles straight to my pussy.

He closed the door on his way out. I flopped back on the bed.

Oh my god, did that just happen?

He said he wouldn’t try anything with me because he knew the boundaries.

Does that mean if there were no boundaries he would?

I pulled a pillow over my face and squealed into it. I was so excited. I couldn’t believe a grown man had just stood there in my bedroom doorway and fiddled with my shoulder string like he was going to take me to bed any minute.

I tossed the pillow and jumped up to peep out the window. He was walking along the driveway towards his caravan. He stopped and lit a fag, his hard face illuminated by the flame from his match.

It made me touch myself.

Oh wow. Imagine going out on the boat with him alone all day. He was definitely a shark. He’d just gobble me up anytime he felt like it. I wouldn’t be able to resist if he grabbed me.

I wonder though. Would he really do that?

My heart was thumping. I felt so excited and alive inside. I liked my boyfriend well enough and everything, but I was in love with James. That’s the problem. I suddenly realised why I got so nervous around him. It was because I was in love with him.

This was real. This wasn’t a silly immature boyfriend infatuation. James was a real man and he wanted me as a woman.

I felt into my wetness through the crotch of my panties as I realised it so clearly.

That’s why he always notices what I’m wearing and says something as a secret between the two of us. Because it’s no one else’s business what goes on between a man and woman in love.

That’s why he kept daring to look at me all the way whilst he drove, and the bitch was sitting right there and could have seen. It seems he couldn’t help looking because he wants me so badly.

Maybe he doesn’t even realise it yet, that he’s going to fall in love with me too.

Oh my god! Oh my god!

He disappeared into his caravan and I slumped back on the bed and pulled the pillow over my face again and squealed excitedly into it.


Chapter 6

That next morning I went looking for James but he had gone into town early. I watched for him as I lazed around the caravan park all morning pretending to read a book. But I was totally distracted by thoughts of being in love for my first time ever.

Liam kept pestering me and I eventually gave up waiting and went to the beach.

There were only the other two boys now. Kylie’s boyfriend went home with her and her parents of course.

So there was tall gangly, dark-skinned Robbie who looked like a total geek and had probably never kissed a girl, and chubby Russ who couldn’t keep his eyes off my boobs either. They were all pestering me about being too chicken to go topless again.

I laughed along with them, feeling rather strange.

“Yeah maybe when she’s old enough,” Russ teased at one point and that got to me. He was 21, so officially an adult.

I flushed hot in the face and narrowed my eyes at the three of them standing there looking down at me as I lay on my towel.

I lifted to an elbow. “So will you silly boys stop pestering me if I do it?”

They all shut up and swallowed and nodded in unison. Their eyes were saucers and their mouths hung open.

I reached behind my back for the clip. “Are you sure you want me to in front of them?” I challenged my boyfriend.

He gulped again and nodded some more. “Fuck yeah.”

I rolled my eyes. I couldn’t help blushing and felt it gave away how nervous I was to do this.

I lifted the elastic neck band over my head but held it to my chest.

“Are you sure?” I challenged Liam again.

“He’s sure,” Russ answered for him.

I glared at him but blushed even deeper.

I rolled my eyes, shook my head and looked away then back at them all gawking. I swallowed my nerves and looked away again as I lowered my bikini top and showed them my boobs.

The three of them groaned and stared.

I took a big breath and rested back on both elbows. “Satisfied?” I asked.

“Righteous!” Russ said and I looked at his eyes that were still lowered and fixed on my boobs.

He knelt and took hold of my bikini top, gently tugging it. The ends slipped through my fingers.

“In case she tries to chicken out again,” he said to my boyfriend and stuffed it in his pocket.

Liam was rubbing his mouth and looking nervous too now. I watched his face and started to feel a thrill inside with these other two boys looking at me in front of him.

It was suddenly obvious that Russ was in charge here. He seemed to boss the other boys around as they played. But he was more serious about it now. You could see it in his eyes and in the way he sat down beside me on Liam’s towel.

I knew all about alpha males because of my father. I love Daddy to bits and he’s so sweet with me and my mum, but he’s so different with other men and they’re all scared of him.

There was a bit of that in Russ and I couldn’t help liking the way he was intimidating my boyfriend all of a sudden, and me sitting here with my boobs on show.

Liam and gangly Robbie sat down too. I tried to relax with them all constantly looking past me or all around then focusing on my boobs for another long second or two each time.

Russ was like a big white whale and was squirting more sunscreen and applying it to his wobbles of fat. He looked at my boobs then back and forth from my eyes to his bottle of sunscreen.

I blushed again but that didn’t stop what I could tell he was thinking. He suddenly squirted two blobs of Coppertone, one onto each of my nipples.

“You don’t want to get sunburn,” he smirked.

“Um, no, thank you,” I said and brushed my hands then went ahead and rubbed the cream in whilst the three of them gawked stupidly.

I experienced another little thrill doing this in front of the two other guys whilst my boyfriend watched. I didn’t dare play with my nipples but I wanted to. They were tight and aching all the while I’d been topless.

I remained propped on my elbows watching the gentle waves roll ashore in the inlet whilst the boys sat with me. They looked at my boobs whenever they turned their heads. Which was often.

Russ had claimed Liam’s towel and was lying side-on to me looking directly over my body. His focus often pulled back from the distance to roam from my boobs to my bikini pants. He was even toying with the band at my hip, pinching it and making it ping.

Cheeky bugger.

Liam watched him and I could see he was squirming and no doubt regretting having pestered me to take my top off now. Although if I really thought about it, Russ had egged him on and kind of tricked him.

Ooh it was such a fab dynamic being the girl in the middle between my beta boyfriend and his alpha friend. And all the while polite geeky Robbie was sitting there taking advantage of having a big bully of a mate and staring at my boobs as much as any of them were.

“Oops!” Russ chuckled as he tugged the waist of my bikini pants down a little and revealed how white I was under them.

I’d been waiting for him to do it and didn’t move right away.

“Oh fuck!” Liam groaned and urgently checked around.

I clutched the towel either side of me. Tingles surged through my body and I felt glued to the spot.

“Come on man!” Liam warned.

“Na it’s cool, no one can see,” Russ went on grinning and stretched that side of my pants down even further until the top of my bush was showing.

I looked from there to my boyfriend. I wanted to say don’t or stop, but words wouldn’t come out.

“Can we have a little look?” Russ asked, tugging more on the waistband and pulling that side of my pants down even further.

My bush was light brown and only sparse.

Russ had stopped pulling but kept pressure on the elastic. I didn’t know if I wanted to let him or not. I was so confused with everything that had happened and the way I was feeling about being more mature for James that I should be able to do this, right?

Russ tugged the elastic tighter and my bikini bottoms rolled down more on that side. My bush was fully exposed and the sparsely concealed top of my slit was peeping out when the guys all leant in closer to look.

I was mesmerised. Liam stared with his mouth hanging open and his eyes wide. Robbie had crawled over beside him and was gawking wide-eyed too.

Russ kept pulling and the front of my bikini bottoms gave way and started rolling too, the band around my other hip slipped and the guy pulled all the way until they could see my pussy.

It was too late to say stop and I couldn’t get my voice to work anyway. I swallowed at the dryness of my mouth. I swallowed hard again and took a big breath. “Okay but not all the way down,” I squeaked. “That’s far enough like that.”

“Oh yeah it’s like a split peach. Do you guys do it?” Russ enthused, looking up at Liam then back and forth to me.

“Fuck yeah we do it!” Liam boasted.

I glared pleadingly at him. I had my knees pressed trembling together. Russ reached across and tugged at the other side of the waistband. I involuntarily lifted a little and let him tug my pants down evenly, but only just far enough for them to see.

Robbie leant in for a closer look. Russ smiled at him doing that and Liam continued to stare stupidly.

“It’s nice hey buddy?” Russ asked him.

Robbie nodded, glancing at me watching him too now. I was so spaced out I was beginning to relax into this.

I was tingling wildly down there though.

“I’m just going to..?” Russ said to me showing his open hand and motioning to me. “My buddy Rob has never seen a girl’s pussy before. I just want to um…” He went slow and waited for me to protest.

I couldn’t. I was so thrilled to be doing this and had no idea what I was thinking.

Russ touched me. He pressed against my vulva and peeled me open a little. I couldn’t help letting out a little moan but gulped and held my breath.

“See how pink she is inside?” Russ said to his friend.

“Aw man that’s..!” Robbie exclaimed.

“Yeah and how wet too,” Russ went on. “Can you see?”

Robbie nodded urgently and gulped.

“Alright that’s enough now,” my boyfriend said.

“Yeah man, we’re just lookin’. Don’t worry,” Russ answered without looking up from holding me open.

I could see he was erect in his swimmers but the other guy was too. My boyfriend had a hand over his. I felt like I should let them continue now they’d gotten so excited looking at me.

The fat guy Russ wiggled a finger down further and felt into the base of my vagina. I couldn’t help parting my legs slightly, allowing more room.

“And this is how you know they’re ready, Rob. You feel inside a little bit and see if they’re slippery enough. If you can get your finger in,” he went on and inserted that one finger into me. “That’s when you know.”

I had taken hold of the guy’s fat wrist and was holding it defensively. He had his middle finger inside me and was wiggling it.

“Just let my buddy too, yeah? Just so he can feel what it’s like?” Russ asked me. He checked around. “There’s no one round that’s gonna see.”

I still held the guy’s wrist but wasn’t pushing against it. He kept moving his finger inside me and I could hear my juices squelching. The heel of his hand was against my clit and it felt really good, since my boyfriend doesn’t even know where my clit is yet.

He seriously needs lessons!

“Maybe just to let him?” Liam asked me. “If you want to?”

I drew a big breath and expelled. I looked around at the three guys’ faces, all alight with wonder and curiosity. I rolled my eyes. “Okay then, but not too rough or anything. And wipe the sand off your hands,” I told the guy Robbie.

He quickly complied and wiped his hands with a towel. He knelt closer beside me and his friend extracted his finger from inside me. I saw him put it straight into his mouth and suck it.

I held my breath and bit down hard on my lip. I was bracing and staring down at what they were doing. I had inadvertently opened my legs more so my bikini pants were stretched wide about halfway to my knees.

“Uh,” I couldn’t help another little moan as the other boy inserted his thin finger into me. It really was thin and quite soft, but it was longer than the other boys. As he felt around he touched the tender spot behind my pubic bone.

“Uh yeah she likes that,” Russ commentated, making me smile through my blush.

“Hmm you should be teaching him how to do this!” I scolded my boyfriend. “Never mind watching them do it!”

The other two boys chuckled. Liam’s face was bright red. He had his hand over his mouth and his eyes were glazed. His other hand was squeezing his erection in his swimmers.

It was so thrilling to be giving three different guys hard-ons at the same time.

“Here let me again,” Russ commanded and pulled his friend’s arm away from me.

He felt into me and inserted more than one finger this time. He had his middle and ring fingers inside me and was feeling around with them but couldn’t reach as deep as the other boy could.

“Don’t!” I scolded him for going in and out now, and I gripped his wrist again. “I said you could look and show him. I didn’t say you could do that.”

“Yeah alright sorry,” the guy said and tilted to look closely as he spread his fingers inside me.

The other boy and Liam were tilting to look too. I covered myself with my hand but didn’t try too hard when Russ moved my hand aside again.

Gosh he’s so cheeky and forward.

The stretch of my bikini pants around my thighs was gone and when Russ shifted from obstructing my view I saw they were around my ankles.

He opened my legs wider. I rested on my elbows and let him.

I thought enough to grab my beach bag and pull it closer. I had a dress in the top of it and was ready to put it on in a hurry if anyone came along.

The beach was deserted now though, except for us. The few families had gone back into the caravan park and we were behind a low sand dune. It wasn’t visible from across the inlet.

“Can we fuck you?” Russ asked flatly. He had stopped fingering me and I had my hand in place between my legs again with my thighs closed protectively.

I shook my head, saying no to them having full sex with me at least. I didn’t know what I was doing but I sure wasn’t doing that.

“Can my buddy Rob? I told him I’d get him one this holiday,” the guy called Russ went on rather politely.

I had to think for a second because of the pleading look in the boy’s eyes.

I shook my head again though. “No, I think that’s enough now,” I told them all.

“Oh fuck!” Liam said. His face had a pained expression as he looked up beyond the sand dune. “Fuck it’s James!”

My heart sank. I grabbed for my dress and was frantically pulling it on when James’s head appeared above the dune.

Liam was standing there hugging his arms guiltily around himself. The other two guys were off and running.

I got my dress on over my head and tugged it down but it was unbuttoned. James saw my boobs before I managed to pull my dress closed and fold my arms as guiltily as my boyfriend was.

“Hey guys what’s happening? I didn’t mean to break up the party,” James said and grinned quizzically after the boys running down the beach and glaring back. “What’s up with them?”

I tried to button my dress but my hands were shaking.

James looked at my breasts then back and forth from Liam to me. “Hey don’t worry, topless is allowed here,” he said and slapped a hand on Liam’s shoulder. He looked into the distance where Russ and Robbie were disappearing into the caravan park.

“Was something more than that going on here?” he asked Liam.

James looked to me, finally getting my last button done up. “Are you okay Jordan? Do I need to go see that pair?”

I shook my head. “They were just, it was nothing,” I said.

Oh my god I was going to die of embarrassment.  

James nodded and looked from Liam to me again. “Are you sure?”

“Uh huh, I’m sure. It was nothing,” I said again and gulped.

“Alright then, see you for dinner in about an hour, yeah?”

James strolled off and I slapped at my boyfriend’s hand as he tried to help me up.

“Oh my god Liam, I can’t believe you made me do that! What’s James going to think?”

“Why, what’s the big deal? Everyone here’s fucking around and banging each other. Mum and James included!”

I looked at my boyfriend and frowned. “What do you mean?”

“Um, well, I’ve never wanted to say anything but it’s probably best you know in case anything happens here this time. But yeah, Mum and James have been swingers since before they met. That’s why Mum and Dad split, because he didn’t want to do it and everyone here is into it all the time.”

“Oh my god, swinging! You mean having sex with each other’s partners?”

“Yep. That’s why Russ was trying to get onto you just then, coz everyone round here does it.”

I glared at him. I was stunned.

My boyfriend pulled me to him as we walked along. He looked down at my boobs wobbling beneath my cotton dress. My nipples were poking at it.

“That was nearly fun back there wasn’t it? I thought you were going to let Robbie for a minute there.”

“Oh my god, I nearly did Liam. That was crazy but I nearly would have!”


Part 2: Intrigued by an Older Man

Chapter 7

James saw what was going on back there at the beach with those boys. They were obviously coercing me into taking my top off.

It wasn’t uncommon here now. Topless sunbathing was happening all along the coast.

Three years ago in ‘66 Carla got booked for it but only got a slap on the wrist. Apparently there was a wave of incidents that summer and the authorities had to lift their restrictions on public nudity. Or indecent exposure, as the charge read.

Now it’s accepted mostly. Here it’s limited to private areas like the section of the inlet at the caravan park that’s closed off to residents only. And there are areas at certain secluded beaches you’re allowed to take your top off without being booked.

James had seen these same boys working other girls at the caravan park on summer holidays. The fat boy Russ seemed to be the ringleader.

James was okay with it. Good luck to the young bloke if he could get a look at some boobs.

That evening we were sitting around with a group of people at the caravan park barbeque area drinking and chatting. Every time he glanced over he saw me looking at him.

I left and went to my van and he followed me a few minutes later. I was waiting when he knocked on the door.

“Hey,” James said.

“Hi.” I let him in and backed away, wringing my hands in front of myself.

“Are you okay?”

I nodded and gulped. “I just wanted to talk to you about what happened at the beach earlier. It wasn’t what you think.”

“What I think?” James smiled. “I don’t think anything. You’re young adults, you’re not kids anymore. You’re just experimenting. It’s perfectly fine and healthy.”

“I know but I didn’t mean to do that. They talked me into it and I don’t know why I went along with them.”

James chuckled. “Well, half their luck I’d say.”

He glanced down and up from my tits. I was well developed for a 19-year-old.

He grinned again. “Can’t blame the boys for trying Jordan. If I was their age I’d be doing my best to get you topless too.”

I bit my lip and smiled through my blush. I frowned a little. “So are you saying it’s immature to go topless, or does it make you more mature?”

James sat at the small dining table and motioned to the other side of the booth seat.

“I wouldn’t say it makes you anything. I guess it’s something you shouldn’t do until you’re old enough to know what you’re doing. But once you’re over 18 it’s fine. You know there are full on nudist resorts nowadays?

“They call them health farms or clubs, but it’s just a way of getting round the authorities. There’s a growing movement for showing more of your body in public. I mean, just look at swimwear these days. You girls’ bikinis are getting smaller every year!”

“Hmm I know but I still want to know what you think about me doing that with the guys today. Does it make me more or less mature in your eyes?” I grimaced. “I really respect what you think.”

James raised his eyebrows and nodded trying to imagine where this was coming from. Why would I need validation from him unless I was crushing? He smiled to himself when he realised that. Of course he can’t help looking when my dresses and skirts are so short. And he guessed his wandering eyes all over me must have had an effect on me.

“Plenty of older women go topless round here Jordan. It’s not so common with women your age, so I’d have to say it makes you seem more mature, not less.” He glanced down and up from my boobs in my tight t-shirt again. He grinned. “I still say half their luck, those boys getting you to do it.”

I rolled my eyes. “But I wasn’t meaning to do it for them! I’d much rather it was with someone older and less like silly curious boys.”

“Oh yeah?” James had a slower look down and up this time. “Maybe we should go snorkelling like I was saying. Do a bit of sunbathing while we’re over at the island. Topless is definitely allowed over there.”

“Hmm I’m sure it is, but I doubt Liam would be very happy about us going over there without him, and like I said, there’s no way he’ll get on a boat.” My blush deepened. “Unless you think I should dump him?”

“Huh? Dump him?” Oh shit. James saw where this was going.

I was definitely crushing.

He needed to tread carefully here. He was keen on having a bit of fun with me but wouldn’t want to ruin my relationship with Liam.

He thought fast and saw the angle to come from.

“No, dumping a boyfriend on holidays would be a bummer, don’t you think? I’d say teaching him a lesson in growing up would be the better way to go. I reckon you should do topless sunbathing all the time with these other boys around and brake down Liam’s barriers that way. Then tell him that since you went along with his ideas, he can repay the favour and let you come snorkelling without him.”

I looked at him, calculating.

“So, you’re saying I should go topless again? With them?”

James nodded then glanced down and up again. “Yes, I’d say do that and go even further if it leads to anything. Did they try and touch you?”

I blushed. I swallowed and mm-ed my lips. Then nodded.

“Okay, well that’s only natural,” James said, calculating himself now. “We adults here at the park do a bit of sharing when it comes to sex. Did you know that?”

“Hmm maybe. Liam said something about it today.” I grimaced. “So it’s true?”

“Yes. Swinging it’s called. That’s definitely a grown-up thing to do though. I’m not sure how it would affect young Liam. I’m not sure he’d be able to handle it after the event. It’d be risky trying it with him.”

I looked down at where I was fiddling with the lace tablecloth and looked back up. “They asked if I would and I said no. I’m not sure what Liam was thinking but it was going to be with Russ and possibly his friend Robbie as well.” I grimaced guiltily.

“I think it was going to be with both of them.”

“Right.” James nodded. “That could’ve been fun.”

My eyes widened and rolled away.

“What, you don’t think you’d have enjoyed it?”

“I don’t know! Oh my god, are you saying you’d want me to?”

“Haha, would I want you to?” James thought about that and connected the crush and validation angles to this again. He calculated it would be better to keep it as open sex if he was going to take hold of me himself.

“Yeah, I reckon it would be outta sight if you did. I’d be into knowing about it.” He reached under the table and squeezed my bare knee. “If you wanted to try swinging that is. Maybe get Liam used to the idea with those other boys first, then you never know if he agreed to let you come over to the island with me.”

James reached further up my leg and squeezed just under the hem of my dress. I stared at him. He reached further again and touched my tender inner-thigh and the elastic edge of my panties. I stared mesmerised with my lips parted.

James stroked my crotch with a single finger. I flinched, sucked in a breath and braced. My panties were damp. He wiggled his finger in and pressed on my little button. I bit down on my lip.

“If it was you with those boys and with everyone else round here doing it, no one would be able to say anything about what might happen between you and me, Jordan. Don’t you think?”

I swallowed, took a breath and nodded.

“But it needs to be with the boys first, okay? Will you go along with it if they try talking you into it again?”

I nodded some more. “Okay, if that’s what you want?” I agreed but my eyes rolled again as he rolled his fingertip around my clit. “Oh god that’s um, that’s the problem with guys my age, they don’t know how to um…” I gulped again.

My eyes rolled back in my head as I clutched the edge of the table with one hand and balled a fistful of lace tablecloth in my other.

My clit was swollen. James was rolling beneath it then scraping down over it with his fingernail against my wet panties. I started panting.

But he had to get out of there before he did something he’d regret. The others were just outside and Liam could walk in any minute. James was fully erect of course and I was his for the taking.

He watched the open doorway and kept rubbing. I had slumped down in my seat and opened my legs. He lowered his shoulder and reached for a better angle and he used two fingers flat against my clit and vibrated until I convulsed in orgasm.

He rubbed me gently through my climax and when my breathing settled and my eyes came back into focus, he stood and kissed my parted lips, pausing to deepen just a little and touch my tongue.

He left me staring glazed-eyed after him and took off out the door.


Chapter 8

Oh my god, he was incredible. He was gorgeous and so understanding. James so got me as a woman.

It was true what he said about needing to create a cover story so we could be together. If anything was going to happen here we’d have to be involved in the swinging.

He was too busy with his landscape designing to be having sex with the other women here. I could see he was spending all morning in his caravan working again.

It was up to me to do this, and if it meant letting these silly boys try to have sex with me then that’s what I was going to do.

I loved that James was fine with it. He wasn’t possessive at all, which was another plus, on top of a million other things so perfect about him.

It wasn’t going to be easy for me to do this but I was presented with a perfect opportunity when Russ asked us to go to the carnival with him and Robbie. Russ had a car, a souped-up old Ford wagon with bouncy seats.

I sat in the back with Liam of course and the guys were in the front continually turning to look back at my legs.

I had worn another of my short dresses to tease them and give them ideas. It was super short and I was braless beneath so my nipples were poking out clearly. I’d brought a lacy wrap to put on and tie over my chest if we went anywhere people would stare.

Russ looked back again and tilted to see between my legs. “Did you guys do it last night?” he asked, glancing at Liam too before looking back at the road then in the rear-view mirror.

“No. She was too tired, weren’t you Jordan?”

“It was too late by the time we went to bed and I think I’d had too much sun at the beach,” I explained.

Robbie was looking back at me now, tilting his head to see better between my legs. I tried stretching the sides of my dress down but it was too short to cover me.

“Looked good down there in the sun yesterday, didn’t she buddy?” Russ encouraged his friend, messing his curly black hair.

“Hey do you guys wanna go to the beach again this afternoon?” he asked us.

“I can’t. You stole my bikini top!” I shot back.

Russ chuckled and pulled it from his pocket. “You mean this?”

I snatched at it but he avoided my grab. He laughed and tossed it over the seat at me.

“What do you need that for anyway. You wanna show us your tits again, don’t you?”

I huffed and rolled my eyes. “Not if you’re going to be crude about it.”

“Aw that wasn’t crude. How about boobs then? Or breasts? Do you wanna show us your breasts again today Miss Jordan?”

“Huh! It’s Miss Jane if you want to address me formally thank you very much.”

“Jane? Jordan Jane? That’s what the JJ’s for haha!”

Liam chuckled sardonically. “Yeah and her dad’s Mr Jane. But you won’t want to try laughing at him about it. He’s fucking scary. Tall as the ceiling. He’s a bikie, isn’t he JJ?”

“No he’s not a bikie. He just rides a motorcycle and has friends who do too. And he’s not scary, he’s just really huge and doesn’t like boys who laugh at our name is all,” I teased and made everyone laugh.

It was harder for Robbie because I sat directly behind him and he had to turn all the way around. But it was easy for Russ to keep glancing back and look between my legs.

He kept doing it as we chatted but sometimes he’d look for longer and I couldn’t help blushing at how obvious he was being.

“Are they bikini pants or panties?” he asked flatly one time.

“They’re just my underwear,” I answered.

Russ smirked. “It’s a good view from here,” he directed at my boyfriend.

Liam didn’t respond.

“I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself!” I challenged. “Both of you!” I directed at Robbie too.

“Do you wanna take them off for us?” Russ asked.

I glared back at him.

“Go on. I dare you!”

I turned on my boyfriend and glared at him now.

“You don’t have to,” he said sheepishly. “Man, just leave her alone, yeah? That’s not cool,” he said to Russ with some overdue authority.

Russ chuckled and pushed his sidekick. “Rob wants you to!” he teased.

“I do not!” Robbie defended.

“Yeah he does. He said to ask you if he can have another look after yesterday. He said he was too shocked and can’t even remember.”

“I did not! That’s not what I said,” Robbie cried and gawked innocently back at us. “I didn’t say that. He’s full of shit.”

“Haha yeah, he didn’t say that but it’s true. He’s a total square. But you’re not are you Liam. You’re into the grown-ups’ scene at the park aren’t you? Or are you still one of the kids?”

“I’m not a kid!” Liam defended.

“No?” Russ pressed, looking right at me now but having to break eye contact to look back and forth from the road. Lucky there were no other cars and it was a long straight road and we went  really slowly.

“How about you Jordan? Are you one of the kids or are you into the grown-ups’ scene now that you’ve tried it?”

“Huh! I didn’t need to try anything to prove I’m not a child. Some people see me as a grown woman and that’s all I care about.”

“Righteous!” Russ declared and grinned back again, glancing down between my legs. “You want her to take them off for us again, don’t you Liam?”

Liam was white in the face. He frowned as I glared at him. “She doesn’t have to. It’s up to her,” he answered the alpha boy driving and in charge of this silly game.

I looked to Robbie gawking back at me then to Russ. I took a breath and expelled. “Okay but only until we get to the carnival, then I’m putting them back on. This dress is too short to even dare to be without underwear.”

Russ lifted his hand and clicked his fingers. “Come on then, hand them over.”

I rolled my eyes and refused to even look at my boyfriend.

I quickly lifted and pushed down my underwear. I removed them over my shoes and gave them to Russ.

“Only till we get there though!” I told him again.

He chuckled. “Sure. I’m going as slow as I can here.”

I was seriously stretching the hem of my dress now. Robbie was trying to see up it but Russ rubbed my underwear in his face and laughed as he shook his head back and rubbed his mouth and nose, complaining and getting laughed at again.

Russ pulled off the road into a gravel turning bay and parked. He turned in his seat and looked at me.

He looked to my boyfriend. “It’s only another ten minutes. Do you wanna drive?”

“Uh I don’t know. Do you mean… with you um..?”

“Yeah man, just like with swinging. You have a turn with my ride, and I’ll have a turn with yours.”

Liam looked to me. I was blushing my head off but felt nothing but defiant. “I don’t mind,” I said.

“Righteous!” Russ declared and was out of his seat and pulling Liam from his quicker than you’d think he could move, as heavy as he was.

He pulled Liam all the way out of the car and got in beside me. Liam got into the driver’s seat.

“Drive man. We don’t want the pigs pulling up and checking us out. Go real slow though unless you see them.”

Liam drove back out onto the road. Russ pulled me to him and his hand went between my legs. I was shocked when he kissed me. It was a dry kiss. His mouth opened and closed like a fish and he wasn’t using his tongue.

He forced his hand deep between my clenched thighs and suddenly found where I was wet and inserted a finger into me.

I squeaked into his mouth. He swallowed and took a breath then resumed kissing me. He was moving his finger in and out and I relaxed my thighs apart and tilted my pelvis to let him do it.

He stopped trying to kiss me and looked at my face. “Do you like it with one or two?” he asked, motioning down at what he was doing.

I gulped and took a breath. “Um two was nice yesterday.”

He nodded, his face serious now. His brow was furrowed in concentration.

He had lifted from me and left me in the middle of the seat looking at Robbie watching intensely and Liam worryingly looking back and forth from the road.

“Uh huh, huh,” I moaned as Russ inserted two fingers.

He had lifted one of my legs, bending it up as I slumped down in the seat. I was on complete display to the other guy and my boyfriend. Russ was going in and out with his fingers, just slowly and wriggling them when he was in as deep as he could penetrate me.

“Do you like that?” he asked curiously. His brow was still furrowed and gave away how unsure he was.

“I like it,” I answered. It didn’t feel especially stimulating but it was so exciting to be on show like this.

There was only slight and inadvertent contact with my clit. It didn’t seem he knew what or where that was any more than Liam did.

“Go on buddy, we’re nearly there,” Russ encouraged Robbie and he removed his fingers from inside me and left me spread and available to his friend.

Robbie was able to reach back over the front seat quite easily with his long gangly arm. He used two fingers like Russ had and felt for my opening then inserted them up me.

He started going in and out. Liam pulled over and sat watching stunned. The three of them were staring and I looked around at their faces and back down at where Robbie was pushing his fingers in and pulling them out.

Russ still had his hand on my inner thigh. He touched my bush, pressing and pulling back, splitting his fingers either side of my pussy and opening me more. Robbie stopped poking me and spread his fingers, and they leant in closer to look inside me.

They kept me spread trying to see inside my vagina. They still didn’t look at my clit. It was virtually throbbing and needed desperately to be touched.

It was obviously all about what they wanted, which was to stick their cocks in me of course, not about what I needed!

Suddenly Russ felt one of my breasts and isolated my aching nipple.

That started working for me. I grabbed Robbie’s wrist and kept his hand in place whilst squirming against his palm, getting some much-needed contact for my clit.

Russ stretched my dress up and exposed my breasts. I thrust them at him and kept squirming and humping the other guy’s hand. Russ sucked hard on a nipple and my orgasm hit and exploded through my body.

I kept hold of Robbie’s wrist and rode his soft hand, using his fingers like the dildo I found in my groovy auntie’s bathroom cabinet and took into her shower. The one she knew I’d used and gave to me for my eighteenth birthday.

Russ was massaging and kissing and sucking and slobbering all over my breasts. He stopped and sat up to look around.

“Drive down that street over there, man. There’s a place we can park and roll my bed down in the back.”

“What?” Liam asked, glaring wide-eyed. “Do you mean to..?”

“Yeah man she wants it.” Russ looked to me. “You’re gonna let us have a fuck now, aren’t you?”

“Um I don’t know, I guess,” I said and drew a big breath. “Can they?” I asked my boyfriend.

“Aw fuck I dunno. Do you want to?” he asked in reply. “I mean it has to be up to you, right?”

“Haha she wants to, don’t you Miss Jane?”

I rolled my eyes at the flippant use of my name. I looked from the guy in front with his tongue virtually hanging out of his mouth, to my totally dominated boyfriend, to the alpha male in the car; the one who was having the biggest effect on me right now.

As clumsy and selfish as they were I still felt I should let them have sex with me. I didn’t mind there was more than one of them. It was always so quick with Liam and the boyfriends I’d had in the past.

I’d thought about this before and wondered what it’d be like if there was one guy after another. Even if it took three or four before I had an orgasm.

“Okay. If I say yes you have to have turns keeping watch to make sure no one comes along and sees.”

“Righteous! Go on man, straight down that road,” Russ told Liam.

Liam drove, spinning the tyres in the gravel and crossing the main road to one that led into a forest.

“I’m going first. You go after me,” Russ said to his sidekick. “Are you gonna fuck her too?” he asked my boyfriend.

“Yeah I dunno. Maybs,” Liam answered.

I didn’t mind who was going first or second, or if Liam was going to have me or not. I was a little worried about Russ squashing me, but I wanted him to have me.

I wanted to experience this with more than one guy and I also wanted to make him and Robbie cum. Even if it wasn’t for the swinging thing, it was only fair to let them have a release where I’d just let them look inside me.

Just let them hump me and fill me up with their spunk, the way guys want to every five minutes as soon as you’ve let them do it once.

Hmm. I smiled to myself at the thought of how I was probably going to regret this, being stuck here with them all week with no other girls around.

Although I guessed there was no limit to how many times I could take it from the three of them. I could always let them finish in my mouth if I was getting too sore or messy down there.

Ooh I love it when a guy cums in my mouth. I so wanted to experience that with James. Ever since I’ve been using my dildo in the shower almost every night, I’ve wondered how it’d feel and taste with an older man having sex with me and finishing in my mouth.

I had to find out.


Chapter 9

Liam pulled over where Russ said to. It was secluded alright but it was still a track that someone else could just as easily come along.

It was going to be up to me to watch out. Russ already had me out of the car and the back seat folded down. He unrolled his mattress and spread a sleeping bag over it.

He put me in by the arm and I scooted back as he crawled in on top of me.

Liam had known about his mum doing this since he was old enough to understand properly. She started about six years ago in the lifestyle, as she calls it. She met James at one of the parties and brought him home to live. They’ve kept doing it ever since.

Liam knew his mother had lots of different sex partners and he was okay with it.

It seemed only right to do this with me too, since I seemed to want to so easily. He’d been planning to tell me about his mother and James this holiday before I found out anyway and he’d be in the shit for not saying.

Liam had known Russ off and on since they were kids. He lived at the caravan park with his oldies, who were swingers too.

Russ fucked me. He had my dress up to my neck and his pants down around his ankles.

He was on top of me and thrusting between my legs. He looked like he was squashing me but I scratched his back through his sweaty t-shirt and Liam could hear me moaning, so I must have been able to breathe under there, he thought.

Liam and Robbie were standing at the open back of the wagon. All they could see was Russ’s huge white butt wobbling then clenching each time he thrust and made me moan.

The guy’s dick was pretty fat. Liam had seen it soft before and wondered. It had looked way out thick just then before he shoved it into my pussy.

His balls were slapping against me, but suddenly he stopped thrusting and his butt stayed clenched. His fat thighs quivered and his nuts throbbed.

My hand slipped from his back and flopped onto the mattress beside me. My other hand was above my head.

Russ lifted and crawled back away from me. I was breathing deeply and slowly. My tits were flat on my chest but jiggled as my belly quivered with each breath.

“Righteous man!” Russ said to Liam smiling. “Come on bud, you’re up,” he directed at Robbie.

My legs were bent up and spread. My pussy was pink and open. There was a trickle of white goo leaking down into my butt.

“Is this alright?” Robbie asked me as he lowered between my legs.

I nodded. “It’s fine. I don’t mind,” I told him. “Just quickly though, okay? Before someone comes.”

Robbie lay down on me and I reached between us down there to guide him. He was pretty big too. Bigger than Liam. His wasn’t as thick as Russ’s but he was a little longer.

“Uh huh, huh, that’s nice Robbie. You’re so big in me,” I encouraged him and looked at my boyfriend watching.

Liam could see me way better beneath Robbie. He was watching my tits surge up under the hem of my dress with each thrust of Robbie’s skinny black butt between my legs. It was so way out seeing a black guy on top of me.

It made Liam think about them getting me pregnant. We usually use rubbers but I had said it’d be cool this week because I was due for my period and should be okay.

Just as well, Liam thought. It would’ve been a bummer having to stop and ask the guys to put on a rubber. Or tell them they had to pull out.

No, it was lucky they could cum in me and not worry about getting me pregnant. Especially if we were going to be doing this all week, since who had any cash to buy rubbers anyway?

“Ugh aahuh!” Robbie groaned and was butt-clenched between my spread legs.

I held his butt, squeezing it and digging my nails in. Liam noticed my feet were firm on the floor of the wagon and my butt a little up off it moving as I rubbed against the guy.

Robbie gulped and took a breath. “Was that okay without anything?”

“Uh huh, don’t pull out yet. Just stay in me,” I said. “Uh huh, huh,” I moaned and my body convulsed. “Uh huh, keep going Robbie. Don’t stop yet.”

“Aw man, she’s into it isn’t she?” Russ said, gripping Liam’s shoulder. “Keep going Rob, do her again!”

Robbie resumed thrusting. I clung to his butt and raked his back with my fingernails. I cried out and wrapped my ankles around his thighs and held on tight. He slammed into me and held still again, his big black balls clenched up tight and pulsating.

“Uh huh like that. I can feel you so well, Robbie.”

“Me too, you’re so hot inside. I love this so much!” Robbie blurted and Russ laughed.

“Mmm stay in me then,” I continued moaning into Robbie’s ear. “I’ve never felt it like that with one inside me before. That was so amazing!”

Liam didn’t get it. Did I mean because he’s black? What even happened, he wondered. It was like I came like guys do, but how could I?

Robbie got up on his knees but the end of his dick was still in me. It was black and shiny and bent. The head was red when it finally came out. When it did there was a big creamy gush that seeped through my butt and wet all underneath me.

“Aw man, that’s my sleeping bag!” Russ complained.

I blushed and moved aside, closing my legs and looking back at the big wet mark. Another big gush of creamy goo trickled around the back of my thigh.

“Oh shit sorry,” Robbie said. “That always happens.”

“What, when you’re having a pull?” Russ teased him.

He grimaced guiltily.

“Oh stop it you big bully!” I scolded Russ. “It’s fine Robbie. It doesn’t matter. It felt nice actually. Much nicer than with him!” I scolded Russ again.

I turned and reached down behind the folded seat to the floor where my bag was. The guys all gawked at me from behind. My pussy was red and completely creamed.

Another big gush of semen ran down my leg before I pressed a bunch of tissues over myself and sat around facing the guys again.

I left the tissues bunched between my legs and pushed back my hair. Another car came along and pulled into the small parking area. There was a pond with a jetty nearby. It was a family with a picnic basket.

We got back in the wagon and took off for the carnival five minutes down the road.

“I need to clean up properly in the bathroom before I can put my panties back on,” I whispered to Liam when the guys had gotten out of the car.

I headed for the toilets. Liam waited whilst Russ and Robbie headed straight for the dodgem cars.

We ate fairy floss and they won me a stuffed monkey at the shooting gallery. There was a rollercoaster and the spinning cup and saucer, also a pretty big Ferris wheel we went on together in one cage.

Russ beat Liam to the seat beside me and put his arm around me. It was across my shoulders with his hand hanging down over my tit. He squeezed and I pulled his hand away glaring at him. Liam and Robbie could see my panties again though and I watched them check me out.

Russ went for another squeeze and I let him this time. I stared back at my boyfriend biting a grin.

We had spent all our money after a couple of hours and took off back through town towards the caravan park. We drove along without much talk after a big day out and everything that had happened.

Russ looked over sometimes and I stared back at him.

We were almost back when he pulled off the road on a shortcut to the back of the caravan park. He stopped in a secluded spot where you can park along the beach. There were no cars there this late.

He turned off the wagon and hooked an arm over the seat.

I bit my lip.

“What?” Liam challenged the guy staring at me.

“Well, you guys have got all night in bed together. But what about us? What are we supposed to do when you’re the only one with a girlfriend?”

“Why don’t you get a girlfriend?” I shot back at him. I was smiling though.

“Maybe we should, hey Robbie? But there’s no other girls round till the season kicks off in a couple of weeks. So how about another bit of swinging to keep us going until tomorrow?” Russ asked as he squeezed my knee. “You want to help us out again, don’t you Miss Jane?”

“Hmm, help you out again huh? Is that what I was doing?”

“Sure. You helped me out, and especially my buddy Rob. Hey Rob? Tell her how much she helped you out and how much you need it again.”

I rolled my eyes but smiled like I always do when I like what guys say.

I looked at Robbie. “So do you need it again?” I asked him. “Do you need it again now, or can you wait until tomorrow?”

“Um…” He looked to Russ, who motioned with a glance at me and a little nod.

Robbie turned back to me and gulped. “Yeah, I need it again now,” he croaked.

I nodded and took a breath. “Okay then,” I said and grimaced at my boyfriend. “Can it just be them again till tonight? They’re both so huge and I won’t be able to feel anything right afterwards.”

“Haha, you can wait hey Liam. You keep watch again, yeah!”


Chapter 10

Eden was a small island only half a mile off the coast surrounded by a coral reef. The water was shallow and pristine, the sand ultra-white.

James made it across and did some snorkelling. There were two wrecks. Hardly ships, just small fishing boats. One about 50 years old and the other was retired and deliberately sunk about ten years ago.

The undeveloped island had some beautiful sandy beaches. It was basically a tree-covered rock with no land suitable for building on.

James was sailing a small cabin cruiser that belonged to friends of his who were away so he had full use of it.

He needed to get his plans drawn up for the landscaping job he had won at tender. It was a big project and he’d need to get started as soon as they got back next week. He’d done all he could and put it away to enjoy the rest of his time here.

James and Carla came to the area about six times a year, usually for a week or a long weekend. James didn’t always party with the group and this time he was keeping out of it. Carla was with the others right now and probably being fucked again today.

James found himself distracted thinking about me. The prospect of getting with a girl so young was enticing to say the least. He was 42 and hadn’t been with anyone under 40 since meeting Carla. He could barely remember what it was like to fuck a teen.

He was thinking about that as he watched some teen girls through the binoculars.

He anchored just off one of the Eden beaches and the girls were topless sunbathing. One girl had little perky tits and the other probably a C-cup, he estimated.

There were no boys with them. They were a good distance away from the other people. They probably thought they were safely secluded by a rock formation but unaware there was an old pervert with binoculars trained on them.

James pulled up anchor and headed back to the mainland. He’d been going over and over this and chastising himself for being tempted by the thought of getting with me.

It was seriously inappropriate, and he knew if he touched me and Carla ever found out it’d be the end of their relationship.

Carla forgave him for looking at young women but had made it perfectly clear it had to be ‘look but never touch’.

Carla was self-conscious enough, being five years older than James. She didn’t want reminding of her age by him getting with someone younger.

Their swinger friends were all in their forties and fifties. A woman in her mid-thirties came onto the scene a few years ago and Carla watched James intensely with her. She clearly disapproved of him having sex with her.

Carla never said anything but he could see she wouldn’t have handled it. So he abstained when he had every opportunity and would like to have taken her to bed.

No, James didn’t know what he was thinking with me. He’d been kidding himself that if he got me alone out here with the pretence of taking me snorkelling he could have a bit of fun with me and get away with it.

Huh. As if that was ever going to work. Carla would be all over it if he took me sailing alone.

James had been thinking about it all day and resigned himself to the fact he couldn’t have his way with me at all. Not only because his woman would kick him out, but because it’d be wrong to take advantage of me obviously crushing on him.

No, he just had to be strong and do the right thing here. He had convinced himself of that and was powerfully resigned to it by the time he laid eyes on me for the first time today at dinner.

We all ate together. It was quite communal, the whole caravan park gathering for the evening barbeque and after dinner drinks. We had a couple of guitarists and a flautist this holiday.

It was all very kumbaya during the sing-along. Although there was no preaching as such. Just a shared freedom of love and spirituality.

It was dusk. James had showered and dressed again. He saw that I had showered too as my hair was wet. I looked ready for bed in my dressing gown. I was across the group from him but constantly looked over.

Liam and the two other boys with me went into the rec room where there was table tennis and a new pinball machine, a juke box and a pool table. It was for the younger generation to hang out and it got pretty lively during holiday seasons.

I looked over at James from the door of my caravan. He ducked out of the circle in the direction of his van and made his way around to mine in the dark. I held the door open for him and he slipped in unnoticed.

“Hey,” he said.

I stood there wringing my hands and smiling my head off. I suddenly remembered and pulled at the tie around my waist and slipped out of my robe, tossing it into the booth seat.

“Oh fuck,” James groaned looking at me.

I bit my smile. My eyes were alight.

I wore a t-shirt and my nipples poked out from it. The shirt wasn’t long enough to cover my panties. “Liam won’t be coming back for ages. He already had sex with me tonight and I told him to go and play with his friends.”

“Oh shit.”

James took hold of my arms and put me backward onto the seat before I flung my arms around him. I’d been bouncing on my toes like I was getting ready to launch myself.

James sat across the table. How was he to put this?

Undeterred I got up on my knees and leant right over the table. I looked down and up from my nipples with him. My brows flickered playfully. “So I did what you said.”

James gulped. “What I said?”

“Uh huh. With both of them. And with Liam too of course.”

“Right. So Russ and young Robbie? They’ve both er..?”

I nodded vigorously, “So, I’m a swinger too now! We both are, me and you.”

“Oh right… yeah, about that,” James started but couldn’t help another look at me wriggling in my seat with my tits thrust forward.

I had my arms folded on the table and my panty-covered butt wiggling in the air. I glanced back at it with him.

“This is how they wanted me the second time. The first time was lying down and then on the way back from the carnival Russ parked and made me bend over the front of his car. It was so exciting doing it outside in the open air like that.”

I took a breath and kept going. “It was a bit scary but no one came along and all three of them had me, even though I told Liam he had to wait till tonight. But he couldn’t. Not after watching Russ then Robbie doing me.”

“Oh fuck,” James groaned. He felt himself weakening fast.

“Do you like your women like this James?” I asked sweetly. “Is it okay to call you James? I’ve always felt like calling you Mr North but it wouldn’t seem right if we’re going to be doing this, would it?”

“Uh yeah um…” James rubbed at his face with both hands and raked his fingers down his chin. “See now about that Jordan. I’m starting to think I need to be more respectful of you,” he said. “Perhaps I shouldn’t be taking advantage.”

I kept smiling but my blush rose and my eyes widened. “But you wouldn’t be taking advantage. I want you to,” I replied hopefully.

“Yeah but it’d still be… like… By all means you should be having fun with those boys, but I’m a bit old for you. I must be as old as your parents?”

“But I don’t care about that. I don’t care about my age or yours, or what anyone is going to think. I loved that today and you told me to do it. I think swinging is beautiful and it felt so natural.”

I was tugging at my shirt and James was up and against the back of the seat. “It’s fine if you want to keep doing it with other women. I just want you to want me too. Pleeease?” I begged and had hold of him through his shorts now.

“Aw hell Jordan. I really shouldn’t.”

“Hmm just like this then?” I pleaded sweetly, pouting now. “I know all the guys love having this done for them. Wouldn’t you like me to do it for you?”

“God damn it, that’s um…” James gulped. I had crawled up onto the table and over it to his side. He was half standing backed into the corner of the booth.

“You’ve made me so crazy telling me to let those randy boys. You have to let me taste you at least James. Just let me suck you and you can think about having me fully and decide if you want to later.”

“Yeah?” James snarled down at me.

This was impossible to resist.

He stretched down the front of his shorts and made my eyes light up at the sight of his cock. He’d firmed as I’d pawed at him of course.

He stroked my hair and gathered it in a bunch behind my head.

“You do this for Liam then?” he asked me.

I nodded. “All the time.”

“Okay good. And you’ll do it for these other boys too?”

“Mmm okay. If you insist,” I said, smiling broadly and looking glowingly at the head of his cock in my face as I softly stroked him. “I’ll do whatever you tell me to James. You’ll see how obedient I can be if you want me to.”

“Oh fuck. Keep stroking then. Over the head too.”

“Mmm like this?” I enticed and started flaying my soft little fingers over the engorged and ultra-sensitive crown of his cock.

My eyes were wide and fixed wondrously on what I was doing. I cupped his balls with my other soft hand and he nearly lost it.

He held it back though. He snarled down at my face and willed me to open my lips a little wider and take his cockhead in. I wasn’t going to be able to suck much of his length but he was used to that.

James found that a good steady stroke like this filled his balls pretty quickly.

“Should I suck it now?” I asked, peering up and biting my lip. “Is that what master wants me to do?” I asked, sounding so much like Jeannie on TV that he nearly lost it again and just about went cross-eyed holding it back.

“Yeah suck it now. You swallow don’t you Jordan?”

I nodded. “I’ll always swallow for you,” I answered and closed my eyes as I sucked him into my warm little mouth.

I sucked oh so nice, bobbing my head and mmm-ing away. I was still holding the base of his shaft and cupping his balls.

James held the back of my head and couldn’t help thrusting and surging into my mouth. His nuts were already full but kept swelling and feeling like they were about to burst.

He let me bob my head and suck on him until he couldn’t hold back any longer.

He gripped me by the hair and held me still with my head to one side so he could see my face.

His first spurt of cum made me frown but I kept my eyes shut tight.

James held back the next spurt then deliberately let it go, contracting his pelvic muscles to shoot with force again. My eyes shot open that time and remained open as he let go fully and delivered another four or five heavy spurts of cum into my mouth.

“Yeah that’s it sweetie, drink that down for me.”

I looked sideways up at him, did a big gulp and frowned again.

He stroked over my temple and gently held the back of my head. He enjoyed a little fuck of my mouth with his cock still flexing and dribbling spunk.

He was going to hell for this so might as well enjoy it, he figured.

We still had five days of holidays here and he’d have to do better to resist me from now on. This had to be a one-off weakening.

He had to be stronger, he pondered, and not be sneaking into my caravan at night again.


Part 3: All the Guys Want Me

Chapter 11

It was so damn hot today. Luckily there was a soft drink dispenser outside the caravan park kiosk.

I moved a bottle of Fanta around to the rollers and fed my 10-cent coin into the slot. I lifted the bottle out, cracked the cap in the opener on the side and drank thirstily.

That was better. I burped and looked around to check but there was no one to excuse myself to.

The phone box was by the road in the sun, so I was going to need my drink if dad wanted to talk.

I rattled the wooden door open and had another sip of my drink before dialling the operator.

“Can I make a reverse charge call please?”

I didn’t really have money for making phone calls and my dad was the one who insisted I check in every second day.

It made no sense why I should. I was nineteen, old enough to take care of myself. And nothing was going to happen here at Rainbow Beach caravan park, other than me being shared by all the guys my age.

But there was no way I was telling my dad about that.

Oh my god, could you imagine?

“Hi Daddy, it’s me.”

“Hey sweetheart, how’s it going there?”

“It’s fab Daddy. We’re having a great time. The beach is lovely and there’s a carnival in town. It’s a gas!”

“Okay love that’s good then. Hey listen, your uncle wants to know one way or the other whether you want to use his flat. He said it’s available for up to three months and he’s got someone else if you’re sure you don’t want it.”

“Oh okay.” I grimaced to myself. “Um actually Daddy, I think I want to change my mind. I think I might leave Liam at his mother’s place and move into Uncle Charlie and Aunt Irene’s.”

“Haha right on sweetheart. That’s my girl. Dump the little weed.”

“Oh Daddy Liam’s not that bad. I’m just too mature for him is all. He needs to grow up and I’m starting to feel like more of a woman than a girl. Guys this age are all immature though.”

“Makes sense. So when are you home sweetheart? Want me to go get your things?”

“No it’s fine Daddy. I’m going to stay the week, or I’ll let you know if I’m coming home early. I have to go now though. It’s too hot here in this phone box, I’m cooking.”

“Alright love, take care and let me know. I’ll come round and move you into Charlie’s place as soon as you’re home.”

“Okay love you Daddy!”

I went back to the kiosk and stood in front of the big fan they had by the doorway. I’d been thinking about that all morning and decided I was going to dump Liam but not until after we got home.

It was tempting to stay with him so I could be close to James, but he could always come see me if I had my own place. That was a way better idea.

As for James though, it was fab getting to suck him off last night but it was also interesting to see him squirm and not know what he wanted with me.

I was thinking I needed to try and make him jealous. That was going to be my best chance of making him want me, to see the younger guys with me.

I walked right past James’s caravan and saw him sitting outside with Mrs Peterson. I waved and said hi, and when Mrs Peterson turned back around and only James was looking, I flicked up the back of my skirt and smiled teasingly back at him.

The guys were playing pool in the rec room. There was a big fan in there too and I stood right in front of it and lifted my hair to cool my neck.

Russ was looking over of course, as was Robbie and Liam. I’d decided to teach Liam a lesson for letting these other guys have sex with me by teasing him as well.

I walked over to the pinball machine. “Does anyone have a coin for me?” I asked as sweetly as I could.

I knew Russ was the only one of us who had any money. He came over and put a 5-cent coin in the slot. I pinged the first ball and worked the flippers. I wasn’t very good at this but that didn’t matter.

Russ stayed close beside me watching and looking down over my shoulder. I was only wearing my bikini and the skirt.

The ball bounced and pinged around the machine ringing and dinging. I squealed when the first ball went straight down the middle between the flippers.

Russ moved closer and did what I wanted him to do. He took over with the second ball but kept me between him and the machine.

I was getting cuddled from behind and I pressed back against this more dominant guy whilst looking at my boyfriend.

“Here, you do that one,” Russ said and I took over the right flipper again whilst he worked the left.

Liam and Robbie came over to watch too and Russ held me around the waist as we played. His hand was on my belly but he rubbed up and down. Liam watched him do that.

I squealed and jumped when we lost the final ball. Russ laughed and kept me cuddled to him. He lifted his hand and felt my boob. I thrust forward and let him for a few seconds but twisted away and glared teasingly. “No, not here!”

“So where then?” he said and grabbed my hand, pulling me back to him.

He kept hold of me from behind and felt both of my boobs. I held his wrists and let him, thrusting my chest forward and looking right at my boyfriend watching.

“Well not here, someone might come,” I complained but still didn’t try to get away. Not until Russ groped down over my belly and between my legs. Then I squealed and squirmed, breaking free and backing away, holding his arms to stop him grabbing me again.

“Aw come on JJ, me and Rob need it again. You’ve got us bummed out waiting all morning.”

“Yes well it’s not my fault you need it again already!” I scolded and laughed. “And anyway, it can’t be just about that. What about doing something else first. It’s such a drag hanging round here all day.”

“We could go to the carnival again?” Robbie suggested.

“Yeah what with?” Liam challenged. “We’re broke.”

“What about the movies?” I asked. “You could shout us couldn’t you Russ?”

Russ chuckled. “As long as you sit next to me.”

I turned to my boyfriend and touched his shirt and peered up at him. “I guess if he’s driving us and he’s paying?”

Liam looked at Russ and smirked.

“She’s right man. If I’m paying that means I’m taking her on a date and you guys are just coming along for the ride. That’s just how it is when you’re swingers.”

Liam gulped and took a breath. “Yeah I suppose.” He frowned at me and looked worried. “Only if you really want to though?”

I grimaced. “It’s better than hanging round here all day when it’s too hot for the beach. I don’t want to get sunburnt today.”

“Yeah I guess,” Liam agreed. “What’s on anyway?”

“Easy Rider,” I told everyone. “It’s a double feature with Barbarella first then Easy Rider. We saw Barbarella when it came out last year,” I told Russ and Robbie. “Have you guys seen it?”

“Na but it sounds cool. So long as we sit in the back row where no one’s watching us, I don’t care what movie’s playing,” Russ said, looking me up and down suggestively.

“Oh god you guys are hopeless. You have to let me watch the movies though. It can’t be all about what you want.”

“Righteous!” Russ cheered. “We’ll watch the movies, have popcorn and ice creams all round. You’ve gotta wear something that buttons up the front though.”

I giggled and rolled my eyes again. “I need to have a shower and do my makeup. I guess I could pick out a nice blouse to wear if it’s going to be a date.”

“Right on! And a mini skirt!” Russ cheered some more.

I glared defiantly. “Only because I don’t have any nice shorts and it’s too hot for a long skirt. Not because you said!”

He chuckled and squeezed my butt as I walked past him towards the door. “And no panties, right?”

“Um no! I’m not going out without underwear. I’ll be wearing a new matching set, if you must know. Panties and a bra!”

“Boo, don’t be a square!” Russ called after me, chuckling with the other two, excited Robbie and worried Liam, their faces said.

They caught up with me anyway, which was perfect for walking past where James was still sitting outside reading a newspaper.

He lowered it and watched us. I glared teasingly at him and slipped one of my hands in my boyfriend’s and the other in Russ’s, swinging them both to make it obvious as we walked toward our caravan.

James stood and had walked to the roadway. He stared at me smiling back at him as I was ushered into the caravan with three boys following me.

“Don’t you guys have to go and get ready too? You’re not taking me on a date in swimmers!”

“Naa, we gotta get changed too but it doesn’t take us long, does it.”

“Hmm I suppose. I’m all sweaty. I want to have a shower,” I explained. “I need half an hour but it’s a movie matinee and doesn’t start till one o’clock.”

“Groovy. When you’re ready we’ll stop at our vans and will only take us a couple minutes, hey Robbie.”

Robbie nodded enthusiastically. They were in the kitchen watching me in the bedroom. I rolled my eyes at my audience and wasn’t sure how to do this.

I was thinking I’d put on my underwear after showering but I didn’t want to take my blouse and skirt and get them all steamy and wet.

I unclipped my denim skirt and stepped out of it, slipping on my bathrobe. I grabbed my towel and toiletries bag then took my underwear from the drawer and hid them in the towel.

I approached the staring guys. “What?” I challenged and pushed through them. “I don’t know what you’re standing round like a bunch of dummies for. I told you nothing’s happening till after you take me on a date.”

Russ lunged and grabbed my arse. I jumped and squealed, laughing as he got hold of the bottom of my robe and held it. I scolded and complained and shrieked when he had my robe off one shoulder and reached in and grabbed the waistband of my bikini pants.

He pulled them down and I gave up trying to stop him and concentrated on holding my robe closed at the bottom.

He was so strong. He pulled them all the way down and off my bare feet. Then he took hold of me around the waist from behind and I submitted to him. I was giggling and red-faced.

“Give me the top too. You can’t wear a bikini in the shower,” the guy commanded and tossed my pants to sidekick Robbie.

I looked at my boyfriend blushing as deeply as I was and answered the alpha guy holding me. “Okay I’ll take it off but you have to let go of me.”

“Righteous!”

Russ released his hold on me enough that I could reach up my back and undo the clasp. I pulled my bikini top off over my head and gave it to him.

“Satisfied? You big bully!”

I held my robe closed tight top and bottom now. Russ was sitting at the end of the booth dining seat and I was on his lap. He released me and sat back twirling my bikini top and smirking. “Okay, go get ready for our date,” he said and dismissed me.

I edged backward and out the door, bending carefully with my legs together and swayed to one side whilst picking up my towel, underwear and toiletries bag.

“Bully!” I scolded Russ again and poked my tongue out. He suddenly lunged for me again so I shrieked and jumped out the door.


Chapter 12

James had moved his chair to keep it in the shade. But more importantly he was now able to see our caravan.

I was red-faced and laughing as I backed away from the open door with Russ pointing at me and threatening to grab hold of me.

He turned away and disappeared inside. I glared teasingly over at James but headed the opposite direction towards the amenities block.

James wondered what was going on. He shouldn’t have been wondering but he couldn’t help himself.

He was the one who encouraged me to play up to the boys and now he was feeling jealous of them?

He didn’t know what the hell he was thinking.

Carla was suddenly there behind him. He hadn’t heard her come from the van. She squeezed his shoulders and bent to whisper in his ear. “Don’t you dare James! I don’t care how many other women you have sex with, but you leave that girl alone, you hear me?”

“Yeah love, I hear you. I wouldn’t touch her. Of course I wouldn’t touch her.”

“Yes well make sure you don’t.” James’s woman sat on his lap and kissed him. “I know you’re only a man and can’t help looking and dreaming.” She touched his nose with a finger. “But don’t touch!” she warned again and smiled.

He swallowed and shook off the idea of me and kissed his woman. “I thought I might take the kid out snorkelling tomorrow though. She asked if I could teach her and show her the wrecks out at the island.”

“Oh, snorkelling huh?” Carla grimaced. “If you must I suppose. As long as I don’t have to go,” she laughed into another kiss.

“Haha no, Liam won’t either. You’re both a pair of squares. You don’t know what you’re missing.”

“Hmm, we’re missing getting seasick and throwing up over the side of the boat for starters. Getting eaten by sharks for seconds.”

“Haha speaking of seconds,” James chuckled and tried to force his hand between Carla’s thighs but she shrieked and jumped up off him.

“Too late, I’m all dried up again after last night. Do you want me to bring some home from tonight’s party. Or why don’t you come with me?”

“Uh yeah, I’ll think about it. It’s a drag with Mark and Eddie. I know you get on with them. But I’ll wanna beat feet outta there as soon as they start going on and on about that goddam ugly souped up jalopy they’ve been working on for three years now.”

“Hmm well I don’t care about the car talk you boys seem so interested in. We ladies only need you for one thing. As you know.”

“Haha and you go ahead and enjoy that with them, love. You go ahead and swing all you like this week. I’m happy boating and snorkelling and working on my landscaping plan. I’ll look forward to our Saturday night orgy when we get home. Sounds like about twenty members have booked in. Clarke was saying we might have to move it to Claire and Evan’s place.”

“Yes well, if there’s twenty or more of us we’re going to need all of Claire’s bedrooms.” Carla kissed James and went back inside. “You just remember what I said, if you’re going to take that little bitch out on the boat, look all you want but don’t you dare touch!”

James smiled, masking his guilt as best he could after weakening and letting me suck him off last night. He seriously had to get a grip here and control himself with me from now on, and hopefully get away with what he’d already done.

There was a chance Carla would forgive him one blow job anyway, he figured. Being only a man as she often says.

Haha, only a man alright. With no damn willpower when it came to choice young girls wagging their tails at him.

I was back before long and smiling over at him again on my way into the caravan. James pondered there were three boys all waiting for me for some reason.

When I came out with them in tow ten minutes later I wore a cute little mini skirt and boots, my hair was puffed up pretty and my lips painted red.

I sauntered on past holding hands with Liam and Russ again, swinging their arms and smiling cheekily at James.

We strolled to the far end of the caravan park and I climbed into the back of Russ’s old Ford wagon. Five minutes later we were off rumbling up the road towards town.

James abandoned his newspaper and grabbed some lunch to take with him. He tossed his snorkelling gear into the boat and headed off to Eden Island.

It was a ten-minute run and he anchored and had a quick dive down to the oldest of the two wrecks. He had a poke around in the sand and found a barnacle-covered piece of metal rod to take up on deck and have a closer look at.

It was nothing so he tossed it back in for someone else to enjoy discovering. He settled with his feet up, a beer open beside him and his binoculars trained on the sunbathers on the island beach.

There were quite a few out today. Half a dozen dinghies were parked on shore. He perused the girlies looking for any bare boobies, as men do.


Chapter 13

Liam could see my panties up my mini skirt so easily. He was sitting in front of me in the movie theatre and Russ sat next to me. There were lots of empty seats around us, right in the back corner.

Russ had made me go in the back row first, so I was right against the side and back walls. He made Liam and Robbie sit in the row below so no one else would sit right in front of us.

Liam could look back over his shoulder and see me because I was diagonally across behind him.

Robbie had to turn all the way as I was directly behind him. But he seemed to be able to twist around pretty easily since he was so thin and wiry.

They could see my panties easily with the light flickering from the screen. We were halfway through the first session and so far Russ hadn’t done much because I kept telling him to let me watch the movie.

He had his arm around me and his hand on my shoulder.

Liam didn’t get why he wanted Russ to do something, but he did. I was supposed to be his girlfriend but I was on a date with Russ, and Liam didn’t really have any say in what was going to happen.

Also, it was a good movie with lots of boob scenes. You had to be over 18 to get in and we all had to show ID, except for Russ.

Liam and I were nineteen and Robbie was twenty but looked younger than us so he always had to show his birth certificate, which he carried with him everywhere just in case.

“Don’t! “I scolded under my breath. “Not yet, I said.”

Liam checked back and saw me pushing Russ’s hand away from my leg. Robbie turned back too and had another look at my panties.

“Just take ‘em off then. No one else can see,” Russ encouraged me.

“No! I know what will happen if I do and I won’t get to see any of the movie.”

“Naa, I promise I won’t try anything till after,” Russ whispered and tried to reach up under the side of my skirt whilst I kept the front stretched down. “Just take ‘em off so Robbie can see, yeah? You know you want to.”

Russ had hooked his finger under the elastic and was stretching it down from my hip. I looked right at Liam with my mouth open but I didn’t say anything to discourage Russ. I stopped holding my skirt and put my hand on his whilst he kept stretching.

“Come on, I’ll put them in my pocket, keep ‘em for you,” Russ said into my ear and kept stretching them down until I lifted my butt and they came free. “Right on girl, that’s better,” Russ smiled.

“Okay but you promised, don’t forget,” I scolded him and let go of his hand as he pulled my panties down over my knees to my ankles.

I lifted each foot and let him take them off over the heels of my boots. I kept my skirt stretched down as best I could between my legs but it just wasn’t long enough.

Russ sniffed my panties then stuffed them in his pocket. Then he took my hands out of my lap and held them with one of his. “Don’t try and cover up, let my buddy look, okay?”

Robbie was staring right between my legs. My thighs don’t touch and he and Liam could see my bush and where my pussy is a slit between them with no hair covering except at the top.

“Can you see good, Rob?” Russ asked his friend.

Robbie gulped and his huge Adam’s apple went up and down. “Yeah I can see.”

“Righteous! Told you I’d get you some this summer, didn’t I?”

“Yeah you told me,” Robbie answered and swallowed hard again whilst I looked directly at him. My eyes were a little glazed in the flickering light from the movie screen.

“Yeah that’s better,” Russ said as he leant forward for a look himself. He had released my hands but I didn’t try to cover up. He tugged at each side of my skirt, hiking it up a little

“Yeah show us what we’re getting later hey JJ girl. That’s what we’re all getting some of, right?”

“Uh huh, you can all have me later,” I uttered. “I want you all to.”

Russ rattled the armrest between us and lifted it up. Liam checked his out of curiosity and it didn’t lift. Russ chuckled. “Naa, it’s only in the back row, man.”

He guided me closer and got me to lean against his chest. I didn’t bother fighting him. My legs had swayed to the side though and the guys couldn’t see as well. Robbie was trying to look and Russ reached down and pressed against one of my knees.

“Just so we can see, yeah?” he whispered to me and rubbed between my legs, feeling into me.

I clung to his wrist but just let him.

He stopped doing that and sucked his finger. First the middle one then his ring finger.

My legs were relaxed open now and the guys could see that my pubic hair was wet where it parted to reveal my slit.

“You taste sweet,” Russ whispered and lifted my chin to kiss my lips softly. “See?”

I rubbed my lips together and swallowed. “I like the taste of you guys better, although it’s never sweet.”

“Haha, so you like the taste of spunk do you? We’ll have to give you some later.”

“Mmm okay,” I uttered.

“And what about Rob’s, do you want to taste his too?”

I looked at Robbie. I held his eyes and nodded. “Yes,” I said softly and bit my lip.

“Haha right on!” Russ cheered. “Alright but I want to watch this movie too now so everyone shut up,” he commanded.

He was the one doing all the yabbering so it was easy to sit quietly and watch the movie.

Robbie kept looking back over his shoulder and each time he did Liam checked back too and watched him have another look at my pussy.

I closed my legs after a little while and stretched my skirt down as far as it would go.

The first movie ended and Russ gave me my panties to put back on so we could all go and get ice-creams and more popcorn and soft drinks at intermission. He paid for everything and let us get whatever we wanted.

Of course that meant he got to do whatever with me throughout the second movie too. Which was nothing for a while because the movie was way out with the hippie bike riders and drugs and pretty girls.

Then Liam looked back and saw Russ pulling my panties down again. I let him without any protest this time and he took them from my boots and sniffed them before he put them back in his pocket again.

He pulled me against his chest but made me sit forward for a minute whilst he felt up the back under my blouse. When I rested back against him with my legs apart a little for the guys in front, Russ put his hand inside my blouse. They could see he was feeling under my bra.

He started kissing me too. I was distracted from the movie. Liam was enjoying it but I only liked the first one with the weird space girl and all the way out creatures.

“Wait! People will see!” I suddenly whispered and wriggled to sit up straight and stop Russ getting too carried away.

I glared around and stretched at my skirt. I was well hidden in the corner because Russ was so big but there were people towards the middle of the back row looking at what was happening. And the ones a few rows in front of us weren’t that far away.

Russ stopped trying to feel me up and watched the rest of the movie until the two hippie bikies got killed at the end and the credits rolled.

He kept hold of my hand and led me from the cinema with Liam and Robbie following. I still didn’t have any panties on and attempted to keep my skirt stretched down as best I could.

Russ tossed Liam the keys and got in the back with me. “Drive to the forest where we parked yesterday,” he commanded.

Liam drove through town watching back over his shoulder when he could. Russ was kissing me and fingering me. I had given in to him again now.

Liam turned down the dirt road into the forest and parked in the same spot as yesterday. There was no one around.

“Alrighty I’m going first again. You guys can work out who’s going second.”

Russ had hold of my hand again and pulled me out of the car with him. I was like a rag doll but smiled as I gazed around at the guys.

“Can you go last with me please Robbie? It felt so fab yesterday after Russ. Could you let Liam go before you as well, please?”

“Uh yeah cool,” Robbie said.

Russ laughed. “Righteous!”

He had the back seat folded down and he unrolled his mattress and sleeping bag. I crawled in and scooted back then lay down, still smiling at them all. I undid my blouse and opened it for them.

My bra was still undone from the cinema. I tucked it up and showed the guys my tits, giggling as Russ crawled into the back of the wagon and over top of me.

“Oh god, I’m going to get squashed again.”

He positioned his cockhead then lay down on me and thrust.

“Uhh,” I moaned as the air was forced out of me.

Russ pulled back and thrust again.

“Ahh not too hard,” I cried. “Ahh that’s so big!”

“Nyah,” Russ groaned and humped me a few times. “Nyah,” he groaned again and again as he settled into rhythm thrusting and clenching his fat white arse.

I whimpered. The sound was strained as I could hardly breathe. I scratched up Russ’s back and had spread my legs really wide for him.

“Nya yeah that’s so fucking good,” he growled and thrust one final time and held still, really squashing me now.

All that the other guys could see of me was my legs either side of Russ’s, and my arms flat on the mattress. Russ’s fat thighs were apart a little and they could see his balls slowly throb. They seemed to contract and clench up tight then they were throbbing faster for a little while.

Then he slumped his weight even heavier on top of me.

I pushed at him and he rolled off onto his back beside me. I took a huge breath and expelled then sat up a little and caught more urgent breaths. “God you’re heavy,” I scolded and slapped Russ’s arm, making him chuckle.

His dick was totally creamed and so was my pussy. It was red and open and the guys could see the pool of Russ’s spunk inside me.

Liam had a stiffy.

He really loved this; watching me getting fucked by his friends.

He met my eyes after he looked up from my spread legs. I raised my brows teasing him. “Are you going next?” I challenged.

He nodded and gulped. Russ was getting out of the wagon, dragging his fat arse and trying to pull his pants up from around his ankles.

He slapped Liam on the shoulder. “She’s all yours man, I’m done till later.”

“Until tomorrow, you mean!” I scolded. “If it’s going to be all of you every day I’m only letting you one time each.”

“Woo, bossy miss britches,” Russ snorted.

Liam lay down on me and I helped put him in as usual. He was already worked up and started humping me hard and fast. I clung to him and he went faster and faster until it happened.

He slammed hard against my spread legs and came.

“Was that nice?” I whispered into his ear. “Did you like it after him?”

“Yeah I liked it.”

“Mmm me too. I love him having me in front of you Liam. I love being his date instead of yours.”

“Yeah fuck. I know,” Liam groaned.

“Haha Liam the sissy cuck,” Russ teased but I glared at him.

“He’s not a sissy! And what’s a cuck?” I challenged.

Liam knew what a cuck was. He’d heard the oldies talking about it and James had explained it to him.

“It’s when you like watching other guys doing it with your wife. Or your girlfriend I guess,” Russ explained. “And sometimes he misses out after watching. A cuckold.”

“Oh. Okay,” I conceded. “But if you tease like that I won’t let you anymore so you’d better stop it!” I scolded but that only made Russ laugh, a high-pitched, desperate sounding cackle. But he wasn’t desperate. He was too cocky for that.

Liam had crawled back out the wagon and Robbie crawled in for his turn with me. His dick was so long and stiff. I helped him get it in then lay back. He lowered on top and thrust deep into me.

“Uh huh like that,” I uttered into his ear.

He pulled all the way back and thrust again.

“Uh hmm yes, nice and slow,” I told him. “I want to cum with you inside me again okay. Just like yesterday.”

“Yeah okay, tell me what to do,” he breathed back. “I can go slow if you want.”

“Uh huh like that and nice and deep, and squish hard against me. Ah huh, huh, yes like that.”

“Uh yeah like that?”

“Mmm you’re so good at this Robbie. You’re a fab lover, you know?”

The guy kept going in and out real slow and I was squishing myself open over the base of his big black cock each time. I had my butt up and my feet planted on the mattress.

Robbie was so light on top of me he was leaning more on his knees and elbows and didn’t really squash me anyway.

He settled into rhythm using his hips and rolling them to thrust deep and make me whimper and moan.

He started going faster and my tits surged up under my bra cups and back out again. He tried to pull my bra up to see so I pulled it up myself, holding it in both hands and thrusting my tits up at him

Robbie latched onto one with his big thick lips and I cried out and gripped his head.

My entire body was flinching and my toes were curled up. My feet raked the mattress and Robbie held firmly up me as his shiny black balls pulsated.

Russ was watching as fascinatedly as Liam was. They were both tilting their heads together to look in underneath where Robbie was fucking me. There was cum leaking and dripping from his balls.

Robbie did another thrust and some more oozed out around where my pussy was stretched around his cock.

I slumped beneath him panting and smiling broadly. My tits were heaving with my bra tucked right up to my neck now.

Robbie lifted his skinny butt and his big long cock snaked out of me and swung beneath. His balls dangled loose in their sac and still dripped cum. He crawled backwards with his cock hanging halfway to his knee.

My cuck boyfriend tried to imagine how deep inside me it had been.

I took a huge breath and expelled then sat up still smiling at them all. “Are you silly boys all satisfied now?”


Chapter 14

James saw the old Ford wagon roll back into the caravan park. It only took one glimpse of me to see I’d been fucked.

My hair was messed up, my lipstick smeared. My inner thighs looked blotchy and I had a just-fucked light in my eyes when I turned them on James as I walked past.

The tease was gone. He was guessing all three of the boys had gotten onto me.

James was on cooking duties tonight so he was stuck with an apron and a pair of tongs at the barbeque up until dinner and right throughout.

We youngsters, as the oldies called us, sat and ate together. I was smiley but felt subdued and often gazed over at James.

James could tell the boys had definitely gotten a shot off into me. They were laughing and carrying on all throughout the meal and took their youthful energy out onto the sand for a game of volleyball with some of the younger teens.

Part of cooking duties was the clean-up so James was busy for an hour after the meal. He had no opportunity to come and see me about going snorkelling tomorrow.

He didn’t know what he was thinking about that. He was tempting fate imagining he’d be able to control himself, he pondered. At the very least he wanted to get me sunbathing topless and have a perv at me whilst we were there.

By the time he’d finished his duties for the night, the three boys and I were nowhere to be seen.

James’s own woman was off swinging with her friends and no doubt well on her way to being fucked by some of the men in the group again tonight.

James settled with a few beers to pass the time feeling sorry for himself. But before long he caught a glimpse of me and my three young studs entering our caravan.

Still there was nothing for James to do about this. He was obviously too old to be joining our party. All he could do was rub his neglected cock and try to picture what was happening behind that closed door.

He sat through another beer which, when added to the ones he’d been drinking all afternoon, sunk him under the limit of functioning braincell power needed to remain sensible.

He butted out his fag and crept along between caravans to the bedroom window where we young folks were having our meeting.

He peeped in and saw me on my knees on the bed. My face was against a pillow and Russ was fucking me from behind. He was sweating profusely and was red-faced, holding my hips and slamming me back onto his thick knob.

James had to crush his own cock. He had a good view of Russ opening me. I definitely looked red and used already. The boys may well have been fucking me all day, he figured.

I was completely naked. My tits surged with each of Russ’s thrusts. He slammed hard into me then reached beneath and grabbed my tits.

Russ lifted me right up to my knees and massaged my tits whilst I held his arms and rubbed my head back against his face. He resumed humping me and I kept my hips flared and my tight cunt presented for him.

He grabbed me by the throat and remained up on his knees, launching into a flurry of jolts that had my tits surging wildly. He let out a cry and slumped back onto his hands as I remained skewered on his cock.

I smiled back at him and ground forward.

His cock popped out of me still spurting and I quickly grabbed it and wriggled back onto it and relaxed down.

Russ settled in his breathing and looked shaky kneeling in that way. He pushed me off him and backed away, leaving me lying on my side on the bed facing the window.

My tall thin black lover crawled onto the bed with a cock the size of James’s in his hand. He got in behind as I smiled back at him.

He positioned himself and I helped guide him. My eyes widened as he surged behind me and his cock disappeared inside of my wet split open little pussy.

The boy filled me and remained balls deep whilst rocking me and gradually rolling me onto my belly and straddling me.

James slipped away from the window and returned to the seat he had positioned to see our caravan.

He still didn’t know what he was thinking and there was nothing he could do. Finally he saw the three boys leave the caravan and head to the rec room. I wasn’t with them.

James took his chance and approached, checking in the window again. I lay on my back on the bed, wrapped in my bathrobe.

James knocked and I came to the door. “Hey,” I greeted him with a smile.

“Hey Jordan. Can I come in for a minute?”

“Uh huh.” I stepped back and let him in.

James was too drunk. “Look um, I just wanted to ask you about tomorrow. Whether you wanted to come out on the boat with me. If you’re not too busy with those young fellows?”

He knew he sounded like a schoolboy.

I was still smiling. He could smell the sex on me.

I went to edge past but stopped close in front of him. I peered up biting my lip. “Will it be safe for me alone out there with you?”

James swallowed and nodded. “Yeah, just for a cruise around and a bit of snorkelling,” he said whilst looking down the parting in my robe.

I looked down my front too then back up, biting my lip again. It was all James could do not to take hold of me.

“Those boys, they um..?”

I nodded, took a breath and expelled. “They keep wanting me now after I gave in to them once.”

“Oh yeah?” He stroked my hair and I snuggled his hand. He looked at my parted lips. He had to resist. He was suddenly stone cold sober and thinking clearly. He couldn’t help it.

He kissed me.

I moaned submissively and he delved into me with his tongue, immediately recognising the taste of cum.

“I can’t fucking do this Jordan. Carla will kick me out so fucking fast.”

I parted my robe and let it fall from my shoulders to the floor. I was completely naked.

“Aah fuck.”

I turned and took James’s hand leading him to the bedroom.

He followed entranced for a few steps but pulled his hand away and stopped at the door.

I crawled back on the bed and lay down.

I was flat on my back with my legs together.

James looked from my glazed eyes and parted lips to my full young tits, then to my bush and the redness of my used cunt he could see through my scant pubes.

He gulped and shook his head. “I can’t sweetheart. Fuck you’re beautiful and oh my god I want you. But I can’t,” he pleaded.

I took a big breath. My tits heaved and shuddered as I expelled.

“But don’t you want me?”

“Damn it of course I want you.” James slapped a hand over his mouth and looked tragically from my tits to my pussy again.

He stood there staring at me. I rubbed down my thighs and put my hands between and opened them.

“I’d much rather all this was with you than with them, James. I only let them coz you said to and to tease you about that.”

He ripped off his shirt and pushed down his pants. He crawled over me and I arched up off the bed and braced as he wiped the head of his cock through my cunt and entered me.

I was fully creamed and completely slick. He thrust and my eyes widened as he sunk into me. My slender body trembled and my tits shuddered again.

James lay down fully on top of me and took my lips as he pulled back and gently surged up inside me again.

He was about to launch into a thorough hell-bound fucking of me when he saw through the large back window of the caravan that the guys were on their way back.

“Fuck!” he said and pulled out. “Your buddies are coming back. Fuck!”

He crawled back off the bed and pulled his pants and t-shirt on. He hurried and grabbed my robe from the floor and tossed it at me still lying on the bed smiling at him.

“Tell them you’re coming with me tomorrow, okay? We’ll talk about what happened here and I don’t know what to do but be ready at ten. I’ll come get you. And don’t worry about what Liam has to say about it. I’m not asking!”

“I’ll be ready,” I said. “I won’t let them have me again either. Don’t worry,” I called sweetly as he pulled the bedroom door closed and pushed past the three boys on his way out of the van.

“Oh fuck I’m in trouble here but that felt so fucking nice,” he muttered to himself. He recalled the sensation of sinking his cock into a nineteen-year-old girl.

It was going to cost him his relationship and his home but there was no way he wasn’t having some more of me tomorrow.


Part 4: Seduced by an Older Man

Chapter 15

Oh my god he wanted me so badly. He was a grown man and he could hardly control himself when I took off my robe and showed him my body.

I looked at myself in the mirror remembering what happened last night with my boyfriend’s stepfather. Although James definitely wasn’t any kind of father to Liam. He never was. He was even less so in my eyes now that he’d been in my mouth and inside me.

He was a man and I was a woman. That’s all. It had nothing to do with my ex-boyfriend and was no one’s business but ours.

Oh yes Liam is my ex now. He doesn’t know it yet, but we can’t be together another minute when I’m about to be taken and made love to by a real man today.

I was sure it was going to happen on the boat or over on the island. I wasn’t sure if there was a bed in the cabin of the boat or not, but I didn’t care where it happened. All we needed was a towel to lay out on the sand if we could find a secluded spot.

I had my huge sized beach towel folded with my beach bag already packed. It was only nine-thirty but James said ten o’clock. I’d been pacing back and forth checking the window of the caravan for a while now in case he came to get me early.

I was hoping he’d be as anxious as the guys here to have more sex with me, especially since he didn’t get to cum in me last night.

Oh it was so perfect to feel him thrust into me and I couldn’t wait for that again. It’s too bad we were disturbed by the silly immature boys coming back when they did.

I checked the window again then returned to the mirror. I opened my beach wrap and checked my bush. My wrap was a light floral print cotton, one that tied above my boobs and draped to about mid-thigh. It covered me quite well as long as I kept it closed, and I had a safety pin for that.

I had decided to remain naked beneath it so there’d be nothing stopping James when he decided he wanted me. I only had to walk to the jetty right here at the caravan park and get on the boat. It wasn’t as if we’d be going anywhere anyone would see me.

I hadn’t seen the other two guys this morning but Liam came back from the amenities and flopped in the dining booth. “I still don’t get why you’d rather go stupid snorkelling instead of hanging out with us,” he complained.

“You wouldn’t understand because you’re too immature, Liam.”

“Immature? What’s being mature or not got to do with snorkelling?”

“It’s not about snorkelling, it’s about boating and being more adventurous than hanging round with stupid Russ and Robbie every day we’re here.”

“But you know I don’t like boats. I can’t help getting seasick.”

“I know you can’t help it Liam. I’m not saying there’s anything wrong with that, just that you should be mature enough to let me go and enjoy a day out on a boat, since I don’t get seasick. You know it’s going to be a drag for a woman when you’re all guys and like hanging out all the time.”

I checked out the window again.

Liam approached the bedroom doorway, frowning.

“Is this because I let Russ and Robbie have sex with you?”

I smiled. “No, I’m pleased you let them.” I checked my lipstick in the mirror and applied some more. “I like that we’re swingers now Liam. I think we should do more but maybe not with Russ and Robbie anymore.”

“Oh.” My boyfriend sat on the bed and laid over on an elbow watching me in the mirror whilst I plucked a stray eyebrow hair.

I’d seen in a magazine how thin women were plucking their eyebrows now. Cultured women that is. The kind James seemed to like, if Mrs Peterson was anything to go by. She was a bitch but she always looked fab.

“So who are we going to swing with then?” Liam asked sounding confused. “Russ isn’t going to like it if we stop letting him!”

“I don’t know who, Liam. And I don’t care what Russ likes or doesn’t like. You have to tell him we’re not doing it with him anymore.”

“Oh shit, really?”

“Yes really. Just tell him I’ve changed my mind.” I looked at my boyfriend in the mirror. “Will you do that for me? He was lucky to have me already.”

Okay so he was technically still my boyfriend, and this was definitely his job.

“Yeah I’ll tell him. I don’t care what he thinks either. He’s already fucked you enough times, I reckon. I don’t really want him to anymore either.”

“Fab!” I checked out the window again. “Oh my god it’s James, I’ve got to go! Have fun with your friends today,” I said and rushed off, grabbing my bag and towel, fixing the safety pin to keep my wrap closed until we got to the boat.


Chapter 16

I came bounding out my door and ran to James like the kid I still was, so he was reminded. Yes I was of age, but he was seriously going to hell if he didn’t control himself.

Carla was watching out their caravan window. James waved to her and she held up a hand in reply but didn’t look happy the way I bounced along beside him.

“So what did Liam say?” he asked.

“I don’t remember. Who cares,” I tossed back gaily. “It’s none of his business what we do anyway.”

Oh fuck, ‘what we did’ meant we were already a couple in my mind, he understood.

I was irresistible to him though; the energy I had.

I ran off ahead to the boat and climbed aboard, put my bag down and sat on the seat at the stern. I spread my arms along the backrest and crossed my legs.

“Welcome aboard sir! I’m Jordan, I’ll be your boat attendant today. At your service!”

I squealed and jumped on him as he stepped aboard. We were out of sight of the caravans so he had a little squeeze of me. He could feel my tits were bare beneath my wrap-around dress. My nipples were tight pressed against his chest and there wasn’t much covering them.

He was already getting an erection.

He put me aside, sat me on one of the seats at the helm and untied the mooring ropes.

He powered up and cruised us out along the inlet toward open water and Eden Island, only a half a mile from the mainland.

I was raving excitedly about being on a power boat. My hair was flowing in the wind and my face was alight. I smiled from ear to ear.

James was looking me over and imagined me topless. He’d be getting me to take off the dress soon and I obviously wasn’t wearing my bikini top.

This was going to be easy enough, he figured. Perhaps even to get me to do it here on the boat rather than on the island with the pretence of wanting to sunbathe.

I fiddled with my sarong dress and undid the safety pin at the side of it. I bent and put the pin in my bag.

I stood and leant close. James put his arm around me and I bit my smile up at him. He looked down at my body as my dress fluttered more now in the wind. Suddenly the edge of it folded away and he saw my bush.

I pinched my dress closed at my side but it had flipped open below my waist. I glared teasingly and left him. I went back to the seat at the stern and relaxed with my arms along the backrest again.

I crossed my legs and my dress opened completely either side of them. It was only held on by a knot above my tits. It was showing the underside of them too but clung to my nipples.

James could still see the top of my bush. I looked down at it and bit my lip smiling back up at him.

We arrived at Eden Island, in the coral shallows 50 yards offshore. James cut the engine and dropped the anchor. I watched in tingly anticipation.

He approached and stood in front of me. He looked down into the beckoning crevice between my thighs, at the tease of bush showing then at my heaving tits.

I worked the knot above them and opened my wrap-around dress away from my body.

“You can have me properly now if you want?” I offered sweetly.

“Have any of the boys fucked you this morning?”

I shook my head. “Nope. They can’t have me anymore. Only you can.”

“Yeah?” James shifted my knee with his, uncrossing my legs. I rested forward with my hands on the seat beneath my thighs.

I looked at where he was erect in his swimmers.

He stretched the top of his swimmers down and his cock sprung out. He stroked my hair and guided me to it. I opened and took the head into my mouth, sucking it whilst peering wide-eyed up at him.

James was gone. Any thoughts of resistance had vanished. He was taking me and fuck the consequences.

“Yeah that’s it Jordan, suck it nice,” he told me and lifted his t-shirt off. He pushed his swimmers down and stepped out of them whilst holding my head again.

He took my hand from his cock and led me down into the galley. There was a double bedroom with a full-size bed.

I scooted back on it and he crawled over me, kissing my lips and my neck. Then he kissed down to my firm tits and feasted on them whilst I writhed my chest up off the bed.

I had great nipples for sucking. Long and responsive. He sucked from one to the other then massaged my globes and tweaked the nipple he wasn’t latched onto.

My belly was quivering in fits and starts as he kissed his way down over it and foraged in my little bush for my button.

He licked around it, nipped then sucked on it. I yelped and slapped the bed hard with one hand whilst twisting a handful of his hair with the other.

“You ever been licked out before sweetheart?”

I shook my head and gulped. “Not like that, I haven’t.”

James chuckled and resumed tonguing around my erect little nub and nipping it to get me really flinching. Then he sucked hard and lashed back and forth and up and down.

Ohmygod I could barely concentrate on what he was doing, it was so overwhelmingly delicious. I felt my orgasm build and I realised my feet were fully tensed up.

James inserted a finger but very gently and only to the knuckle. He pulled back ever so slowly until my tender inner folds gripped and my pussy started pulsing.

He sucked me through my first peak then resumed nipping and lashing with his pointed tongue until I bucked and my tight little hole clamped and throbbed around his finger again.

He was resting on his knees and elbows and his cock was so hard it flexed against his stomach.

He gave me about four little orgasms and I was moaning and panting before he got between my legs. He picked up from where he’d left off last night.

James fisted his shaft and wiped his cockhead through my pink little gash. I whimpered and held myself up off the bed, trying to wriggle onto it. “Mmm I want it… please!” I begged.

He inserted the head then lay down on top of me and surged slow and deep.

“Uh huh, huh,” I moaned and he pulled back and surged again, spearing past where he’d just opened me. He bottomed out balls deep with his cockhead hard against my cervix.

I was only small. He figured it was good the young black boy with a cock the size of his must have prepared me these past few days. I ground against him as he fucked me.

James pinned my hands above my head and kissed me. My entire body tensed and convulsed and he held firmly up me and let me ride him through my next orgasm.

He resumed fucking me before I had come all the way down and that seemed to keep me on a high.

I was so tight and he gave an extra flick of his pelvis to bump my clit when he was all the way in.

“Oh yeah sweetheart, cum on that big cock, there’s a good girl,” he growled into my hair.

I cried out and crushed him to me, digging my heels into the back of his thighs and clawing his back with my nails.

He let me rest and come down again after that orgasm. He remained balls deep and let me squish myself over the base of his shaft.

James was close himself. His balls were full and the spunk in them simmered on the boil ready to erupt.

He kissed my bright red face and took my open mouth. “I’m gonna give it to you now sweetheart. Gonna fill that tight little pussy with spunk, okay?”

“Okay,” I uttered. “I want it. I want to feel it,” I pleaded. “I want to feel it from a real man,” I continued and hooked my arms under my knees and lifted my legs, spreading them completely. “Do it to me please! Cum in me deep James, I want you to so bad.”

He lifted and bent my legs up and beneath then rested on them and bounced me on my cock. He held my knees and used his pelvis, flicking my body bumping back against him and making my tits surge wildly.

His shaft was coming almost all the way out then spearing back into me. There was still that internal restriction he was bumping against, and when the eruption did occur he had his cock head wedged hard into it and he held still.

“Nya fuck yeah,” he snarled and came harder than he could ever remember.

The spurts of cum shooting from his cock felt like bursts from a pressure hose. He had to be bathing the inside of my womb and the thought of that made him snarl and force his cock even harder into me.


Chapter 17

It was done now. James had taken me. He kept my knees pinned back and my legs spread wide as he resumed moving slowly in and out of me. He was so huge and I could feel the pressure deep in my belly.

I was his now. That part of me down there was his to use as he pleased.

I relaxed and let him enjoy it. It felt like he might need to cum again but I was used to it now, after letting the three boys have turns with me these past few days.

If James needed to cum a second time this morning I had panties in my bag to put on and stop the dripping.

That had been the only problem with the three boys, dripping so much for hours afterwards. Although I was going to be happy sitting in it all day if it was from James.

That first load felt so huge and he was definitely working up to another one the way he was fucking me again now.

“Mmm I love that. You’re so huge in me,” I said to him and he glanced up from watching himself slide in and out to smile at me. Thrilling me.

Ooh I wondered if we were still going to be swingers though. I wondered if he was going to share me with other old men.

Oh my god, imagine that. Imagine two or three mature men having turns with me like those caravan park guys have been.

As I watched my new man’s face whilst he fucked me I decided I’d be willing to do that for him; let his friends have me too if he wanted us to be swingers.

James wasn’t possessive and I didn’t want to be either. It was free love that had brought us together and it was fun and exciting and felt so natural.

“Nya fuck yeah!” my lover groaned and held firm and deep inside me with his huge man-cock throbbing again.

He lay down on me and resumed kissing me so nice and deep too. His cock was still inside me, where it belonged.

He kept making love to me with his kisses and silly talk about how amazing it was for him to be with a woman as young and pretty as me. If he only knew he could have had me any time he wanted and that I was the lucky one to be wanted by a mature man.

We went snorkelling to an old wreck and I saw coral close up for the first time in my life. There were amazing tropical fish of all colours and we saw a big sand groper, as long as me, with its funny sad face.

My trophy for the day was a huge shell I was going to mount in plaster and make a wall decoration out of for my mother’s birthday coming up.

We stayed out all day and I lay with my head on James’s lap as we floated on the calm ocean until the stars came out.

Then he took me back down into the cabin to bed.

“Uh huh, huh,” I moaned as he entered me again.

“Fuck it. I don’t even care sweetheart. Let’s get the train home tomorrow and I don’t care what happens after that. Ooh that’s so fucking tight,” he groaned into my hair as he thrust and impaled me again.


Chapter 18

We got back to the caravan park late that night. Carla was waiting. She took one look at James and knew.

“So you fucked the little bitch?”

James nodded. “Guilty. Couldn’t resist. It’s no different to what we do all the time though. I don’t see the big deal.”

“The big deal is that she’s a child. She’s my son’s girlfriend.”

“Yes a girlfriend he’s been sharing with all the other young men here at the park baby. Again, no different to what we do all the time, to what you’ve been doing each night we’ve been here with your fuck friends.”

Carla glared and narrowed her eyes. “The difference is that we’re a different generation and I won’t tolerate it James. I told you to keep your hands off that little slut and I’m not tolerating it.”

James was already packing his things. “I’ll sleep on the boat, be gone in the morning,” he said.

“I know you will. And you’ll be packed and out of my house by the time I get home on Friday.”

He shoved his toiletries bag into his suitcase, latched it and headed out the door. “I’ll leave the door key under the pot plant on my way out. I’m sorry it has to be this way.”

“You’re a fool, James. She’s a child and will be bored with you in a week. Have you even listened to their silly music?”

Carla had a point with that. The Beatles and The Beach Boys or whatever they called themselves.

As long as he could have a break from the noise and play his Simon and Garfunkel records he’d survive living with a teenager. Some Sinatra and Diana Ross and not too much of that honking Credence Revival or what the hell ever they were supposed to be, he reasoned.

He’d have to work something out with me on that front, but the idea of having my tight little nineteen-year-old pussy sucking on his big old cock every night was all he could think about right now.

James was so far gone and absolutely willing to fuck the consequences.

He told me to come back to the boat tonight if I needed to. I sat there waiting with my bags packed. It had taken me less time to dump Liam than it had taken Carla to see through James and boot him out.

“So what did he say?” James asked, taking his new miniskirt and boots-wearing girl into his arms and kissing me.

“Mmm who cares? He said to wait till my dad finds out, but who cares about him either, right?”

James considered that. He hadn’t really thought about my parents as such. But these were modern times and freedom was in the air. He was sure they’d be cool with this.

“What about your parents? Are they religious at all sweetheart?”

“Religious? Hell no. Mum wears a headband like a total hippie now and Dad’s fab. Don’t even worry about them.”

“Haha right on! I’ll have to grow my hair longer and get a headband too, what do you think?”

“Groovy!” I giggled into our kiss. “I can see you with long hair,” I said and raked and took two handfuls of what he already had, which was on the shaggy side of usual anyway.


Chapter 19

The morning train was at nine o’clock. Liam was waiting at the entry to the caravan park, standing there with his arms folded too scared to try and say anything.

“He doesn’t look happy,” James said.

We walked from the jetty to the road and had to go across to the train station. We didn’t need to go back into the caravan park proper, just past the entry where Liam was standing with his hands on his head.

James was carrying my big bag and his. I kept hold of his strong arm and carried my small vanity case. I grimaced back at my ex-boyfriend and James kept walking. He didn’t look back at him once we were crossing the road.

“He’ll be okay. You guys weren’t really in love were you?”

“In love? No, it was never like that,” I assured. “It was just like with boys at school. It wasn’t real like this.”

“Okay good. Two adults one way to the city,” James told the attendant at the ticket window.

I blushed to myself at being called an adult. I mean of course I was. You had to pay full fare at sixteen, so I’d been an adult on the trains since back then. But I loved the sound of James’s voice saying we were two adults together.

The train was waiting. It was delivering and being loaded with mail and parcels. We had caught it up from the city last visit. It was the Northern Mail by name and stopped at every tiny station, so it was going to be a slow trip home but I didn’t care.

The seats were in small rooms, two facing each other with luggage racks above and a small table between. The rooms were off a corridor and had a rattly door you could close and slatted shutters you could flip shut for privacy.

I shut them to tease but opened them again. James laughed and pulled me to his side and kissed me.

Oh I loved how he kissed.

I was never going to forget this summer holiday at Rainbow Beach and my awakening as a woman being kissed by a real man.

The train honked and jolted forward. James was still kissing me and I blushed wildly as I looked out the window and saw Liam with his mother cuddling him from behind, holding his head like he was crying or something.

I felt bad right then but surely they couldn’t see us. I kept James’s head cuddled away from looking out the window and seeing them.

I suddenly felt like a bitch for stealing Mrs Peterson’s man but James kept kissing me and started feeling my boobs and playing with my nipples. I soon forgot about anything else.

It was a hot morning and I only had on a crop top that was open at the bottom and exposed my tum. James had his hand up it and I wasn’t wearing a bra so he played with my bare boobs.

I could see he had a stiffy again so I figured he’d be needing another release before long. And that was definitely my job now.

I rested back against him and we settled to watching the scenery for a while. He kept playing under my top, softly fondling my nipples and making me pant sometimes when the tingles would surge and fill my belly again. Which happened every time I felt his huge man-penis flex against my back and remind me of my new responsibility as his woman.

I smiled back up over my shoulder at him. “You can have me right here if you want. I won’t mind if anyone sees.”

“Haha it’s hardly the place for it. I need more privacy and preferably a bed to take care of you properly Jordan. You go off so nice hey. I’ll give you another multiple when we get home this afternoon.”

He felt up under my top with both hands, squeezing my boobs and pinching my nipples as he said that. I thrust my chest forward, thrilling inside remembering the multiple orgasms he gave me yesterday.

He was right that we’d end up with a full-on audience with all the goings on in here. People walking past always looked in.

“Mmm you feel so hard though James. You could just take me quickly if you need to. I won’t mind waiting till later for my turn.”

“Aw sweetheart, you’d let me do that? You’d be okay with it if I just did you quick for now?”

“Of course,” I said squeezing him behind my back. “Mmm anytime you need to, master,” I teased, sounding like the genie girl from James’s favourite TV show he was telling me about yesterday.

“Aw fuck,” he groaned against my neck as he reached down and felt between my legs.

“Mmm, do you want to squirt this one in me down there or in my mouth? I don’t mind which,” I told him.

“Haha to squirt it huh? Is that what we men do?”

“Uh huh it certainly feels like it with you. I can definitely feel you squirting your spunk in me when you climax. Squirting into my throat or inside my belly, either way it’s always such powerful spurts like from a water pistol or something. Only it’s not water!”

“Haha, no it’s not water. It’s spunk and my balls are filling with it again when you squeeze like that, sweetheart. I think you’d better take this load in your pussy though, okay? We can do it discretely so no one will know.”

“Mmm okay. I was hoping you’d choose my pussy. I feel so wet and ready for you again James.”

“Okay, just spin round and lean back against the wall. Rest your legs over mine and I’ll fuck you from beneath. That way I can stop if anyone comes and we just pretend we’re sitting with your legs over me.”

James guided me into place. He pulled my legs over his and sat on his side. He took his stiffy out through his unbuttoned denim jeans. We stretched the leg of my panties aside and I wriggled down and squirmed back whilst he thrust into me.

“Ah huh, huh,” I breathed and swallowed hard.

We both watched the louvre slatted windows and door to the corridor and he fucked me like that, holding me around the hips and humping up behind my legs and butt.

He stopped when a lady was walking past. She barely glanced anyway.

He resumed rocking against me with his cock sliding in and out so nice.

A young teen boy walked past and James stopped for another few seconds.

He resumed and slowed without actually stopping when a man about his age walked past and turned his head to look curiously.

When the man had gone James started thumping behind me more urgently, almost bouncing my boobs out the bottom of my crop top.

I clung to his arm around my hips and gripped the seat beneath me with my other hand. I had an orgasm through the sheer excitement of doing it in public when James let out a deep groan under his breath and held still as his penis throbbed inside me.

I could definitely feel it squirting. Mine had only been a small orgasm and I was relaxed and could feel every flex of my new man’s penis inside me.

I expelled a big breath and melted over the amazing feeling of being spunked in again.

I caught a glimpse of movement and saw the man from a minute ago spying through the corner of the window.

“That man’s watching,” I told James. He was breathing heavily. I could feel him softening inside me.

James looked and the man didn’t try to hide. He even stepped more plainly into view and did a little upward nod with his head.

James gulped and drew another big breath. He stroked my hair and looked into my eyes. I knew what he was thinking and just blushed.

He looked at the other man again. He was nice looking, tall and muscly but not anyone James couldn’t protect me from, I thought. He had long hair and a beard, a colourful headband and a beaded necklace with a cross on it. His shirt was open and his chest looked hairy.

It was kind of the look I thought James could try for, and exactly what we’d joked about.

The man lit a fag and sat on the window ledge across the corridor. He kept looking at us.

James pulled out of me and fixed his jeans. I smoothed the crotch of my panties into place properly before I dripped.

We looked at each other. I bit my smile still blushing at what I was thinking too.

“Do you want to let him sweetheart? I could keep watch.”

I took a breath and expelled. “Um, could it just be from behind? I don’t want him to kiss me with that bushy beard.”

“Haha no beards. Got it!”

“Exactly! Long hair is fine but you’d better not grow a beard either,” I scolded.

“Right on sweetheart.” James looked at the guy again and did a little toss with his head to invite him in. “Okay turn around and kneel on the seat. Just let him do you and make his deposit like that, yeah?”

“Uh huh,” I agreed and gulped.

I turned around and knelt. James stood and let the man come in. “Alright man, just quick yeah!”

“Fuck yeah. Groovy,” the man smiled and gave James his cigarette to hold.

He got behind me and lowered my panties to my knees. He undid his pants. He wasn’t hard yet and wiped his penis up and down through my pussy. I was slippery of course and he quickly became hard enough and entered me.

I looked to James as the man held my hips and fucked me. James had closed the shutters on the windows and was standing with his back to the door in case anyone tried to open it.

“Uh yeah,” the man taking me groaned and started thumping harder against my butt. He didn’t feel very big but he was really stiff and I could feel his balls slapping my clit.

I flared my hips and tilted my pelvis as much as I could to give him full access and get more stimulation for my clit.

The man gripped my neck. His fingers were in the front and his thumb was in behind. He slowed his thrusts and reached around with his other hand and touched my clit.

“Ah huh, huh,” I moaned and frowned at James. He was watching intently and massaging himself through his jeans.

The bearded hippie man vibrated his fingers against my clit until my orgasm exploded through me then he went crazy fucking me, humping and pounding against my butt.

He let out a howl and held still and was fully inside me.

“Ughh yeah take it,” he snarled and I convulsed on his squirting penis, suctioned around it drawing the gushes of stranger sperm into my pussy.

“Fuck hey, thanks man,” the guy said to James. “Thanks honey,” he said to me and I smiled back at him whilst he gave another little thrust and finished off his deposit.

He pulled out and I quickly stretched my panties into place. I knew how full I’d be now after two men.

James let the guy out and they chatted outside the door for a moment whilst I collected myself.

I straightened my skirt and top and patted down my hair. I checked my lipstick in my compact mirror and applied a little more. James had kissed it off me earlier.

He opened the shutters and sat back down, guiding me into a cuddle back against him again.

“Did I do well? Did you like watching that man having me?”

“Oh yeah you did good, Jordan. You’re going to be a hit at a swinger party. I know of another group with some younger members. The guys are going to be all over you, sweetheart.”

I smiled back into a kiss. “Whatever you say master.”


Chapter 20

James fucked me in the spare room at home that night. He awoke with me naked in his arms in the morning and he felt like he was in heaven.

“Mmm good morning master,” I cooed up at him and kissed his chest.

He stroked my hair and I kissed down to his stomach and nuzzled under the bedsheet. I took him into my mouth and sucked on the head of his cock whilst stroking the shaft with my soft little hand and scratchy nails.

I was only toying at first but his load quickly built and I sucked and stroked and peered up at him from under the sheet and gulped.

“Do you want to finish?” I asked as sweetly as I could.

He nodded. “Yeah.”

I smiled and ducked back under the sheet. He held my head and fucked through my soft hand, letting it go and flooding my mouth.

“Mmm hmm,” I moaned and he heard my swallow. “Mmm, did master like that?” I teased and resumed sucking on him.

That night James invited his good buddy Clarke around to introduce me to him. He was the one whose boat we’d used up at Rainbow Beach so James felt he owed him a favour.

James watched from the doorway at the end of the bed where he could see his friend’s butt clenching between my thighs.

Clarke was eight years older than James and a big man. I had agreed to it and held his back and looked at the wall. My tits were squashed flat against his buddy’s sweaty chest and my legs bounced either side of him.

“Nya fuck yeah!” the fat man groaned and slammed home.

My eyes brightened and my mouth opened.

Clarke had his toes curled around the bed base rung. His butt clenched with each little grunt and James imagined each spurt of spunk he pumped into me.

My eyes rolled from gazing into space to fix upon him. I bit my lip and gave him a little grin.

“Are you okay?” James asked silently mouthing the words.

I did a little nod and smiled broader then grimaced. “Oh my god!” I exclaimed silently too and rolled my eyes down at where I was being filled.

James’s buddy lifted to his hands and knees then crawled off me. He’d left my pussy creamed and red inside.

I covered myself with a hand between my legs as I sat up on one side and allowed Clarke to kneel beside me and feed me his cock.

He smiled back at James and winked. “If you ever want the cruiser again hey!”

“Right on man,” James said.

I tentatively licked this other man’s dick clean of his spunk and my girlie juices. I held it with my thumb and forefinger to kiss down the underside and lick my way back up.

James crawled onto the bed and got behind me. He worked his cock in and thrust, filling me with his meat and making me moan as I took his buddy’s cock fully into my mouth.

The two of them double-teamed me. They lifted me to my hands and knees on the bed and James rode me whilst his buddy grabbed two handfuls of my hair and fucked my mouth.

Clarke wasn’t well endowed. He was able to fuck his entire cock into my mouth.

When James was jammed hard against my butt with my cunt sucking the cum out of his balls again his friend was unloading into my throat.

He left me red-faced, gasping and swallowing hard.

James took me to the shower and bathed me all over, frigging my swollen clit. He made me cum over and over as I clung to the shower tap and the scrunched shower curtain, until the curtain gave way and ripped from its loops.

He dried my young body and took me to bed. He cuddled me to sleep and all through the night until he awoke in heaven as I lay sleeping naked in his arms.


Chapter 21

James had to work that day, go and peg out the design he’d come up with for the council park landscaping tender he’d won.

It was Thursday and he needed to be out of the house tomorrow morning, before Carla got home that afternoon.

I had a place to go. Whilst he was at work my dad collected me and all my things and set me up in a furnished flat owned by our family.

That was great. James wasn’t about to ask if he could live there with me but he had a mate with some storage room in his garage.

That afternoon he moved all his gear and left Carla’s house clean and locked up. He left the key under a pot plant as agreed.

He figured he’d get a motel room for a week or two and look for a place. No problem there.

He met me at a restaurant for dinner and we ate like royalty and chatted and laughed. James was getting funny looks holding my hand across the table.

He drew glares of disapproval when he pulled his chair around next to me and gave me a kiss.

People were obviously thinking he was my dad or an uncle at worst. I was nineteen and looked nineteen. James was forty-two and probably looked fifty with his leathery sun browned complexion.

Fuck what they all thought. He treated his done-up young hottie, if I do say so myself, to a grand night and took me to a rooftop lookout over the city. We cuddled and kissed and carried on like the newly romantic couple we were when you forgot about our age-gap for a minute.

“Can’t you just come stay with me? I don’t want to be alone without you,” I pleaded for the tenth time. “Don’t you need it tonight?” I breathed into his ear whilst squeezing him through his pants.

“Oh fuck,” he conceded and took me home.


Chapter 22

“Uh huh like that,” I moaned as he fucked me missionary this time. “Oh god I love this. I love you so much master,” I moaned.

That pulled James up a little but there was still the teasing ‘master’ thing, right?

He figured I wasn’t entirely serious and continued fucking me through another series of orgasms and on through his own climax.

He felt like his balls were dry reaching toward the end, having run out of spunk to pump into me.

Again he awoke in heaven the next morning. I was naked and cuddled up to his chest, my bare tits poking at him. My pussy was still warm as it pressed against his thigh, the promise of ecstasy whenever he wanted it.

James had his very own genie out of a bottle and ready to do whatever my master told me to do.

James’s life was suddenly perfect, he was thinking when there was a knock at the door.

It awoke me and had me rushing to see who it was. I was wrapped in a tiny satin robe that barely covered my bare arse and you could see my nipples poking at it.

James was thinking how lucky the person knocking was if it happened to be the old maintenance guy we’d bumped into last night on the way up the stairs. He said he’d be calling in this morning to check on the kitchen plumbing or something.

It sounded like the guy out there.

James pulled on a pair of jocks and went out to see.

It wasn’t him. It was my dad. He’s a monster of a man and took up the entire doorway, the full height and width of it.

He gave James a hard look as he approached smiling from behind and cuddled me.

“Hey man, what’s up?” James greeted him.

Dad’s eyes moved from James to me, back and forth several times as I saw Dad’s brain registering what his eyes were telling him.

James started to get a tingle of concern rising up from his gut before Dad grabbed me by the wrist and pulled me from his cuddle.

“But Daddy!” I complained. “It’s James. He’s my new boyfriend,” I tried to say.

James was stuck at ‘Daddy’. Fuck, he thought with horror. 

Dad shoved me out the door and closed it stranding me outside. He put the chain latch on and turned to face James. He pushed his sleeves up to reveal his lower arms covered in tatts. His hands were like legs of ham as he crunched one fist then the other cracking his knuckles. 

“Hey man it’s cool, it’s all groovy,” James said and gulped hard.

I opened the door as far as the chain latch would allow it. I was banging and screaming about how I loved James and how I was a grown woman now and could make my own decisions and choices.

“So you’ve got my little girl all confused and thinking she’s in love with you yeah?” My dad snarled. “You greasy little fuck!”

James’s heart sank to his nuts. He might have blinked but that’s about all before that fist of ham hit him flush on the nose and his lights went out.


The Summer of ‘72

Part 1: Let’s Hitchhike

Chapter 1

It was mid-summer in Sydney, January 1972. I was 22 years old and bored to death.

I worked as a copy typist for the sports department of a newspaper. I was up to 60 words per minute but that was through sheer hard work. My fingers were about to fall off if I did this for one more 9-to-5.

Fortunately it was Friday afternoon so the weekend offered a reprieve. I had told my boss I was feeling sick and finished a couple of hours early.

I strolled down the busy city street to Circular Quay on the harbour. It took me over an hour to get home but I was in no rush anyway. I decided to jump on a ferry instead of a train.

The train would take me home to the western suburbs, but the ferry headed in the opposite direction to the far side of the harbour and Manly beach.

I always packed a bikini and wrap in my shoulder bag for work, along with my Coppertone sunscreen.

It was a twenty-minute jaunt across Sydney Harbour to Manly wharf, where I bought an ice-cream then a coffee.

I sat watching the other commuters piling off the ferries and heading to their residences here on the ritzy north side. How lucky were they!

The outer western suburbs were horrible and I couldn’t believe I’d ended up there.

I’d met a guy and moved in with him. Gabe was his name. He played in a band and was lots of fun to be around.

We lived in a small granny flat converted from a garage at his parents’ place. I seem to attract that living arrangement, I pondered.

Gabe was a struggling musician and not even making a living. Hence my typist job. Yuck!

I finished my coffee and strolled a few blocks to the surf beach. It was still quite hot. There was an hour’s sunbathing time left before the shadows from the holiday units claimed the beach.

I got changed in the amenities and found a spot to spread my wrap and lie down. There were half a dozen other girls topless and not as many old pervert men as usual. I could see four looking my way waiting to see if I would take my top off too.

No doubt that’s what they were thinking, for sure.

I’m quite slender and am proud of my breasts. I guess I find it exciting when men watch.

There was one really old guy who must have been fifty. He was right in front of me and had just turned over to lay on his front. Now he looked right at me as I applied my suntan lotion to my arms, legs and belly.

I applied it under my bikini top so I didn’t have to do it with him watching at least.

I put the bottle back in my bag and reached behind my back for the clasp.

The man smirked a little and I couldn’t help smiling through my blush. I bit down on my smile and lowered my bikini top, showing him my breasts.

His eyes settled on my display. I remained sitting and rested back on my hands, keeping my boobs thrust forward for him and the other men ogling over at me now.

Of the half a dozen topless women, I was the only one not lying on my front right now, so I guess it was only natural all eyes would be upon me.

I planned on enjoying the attention for as long as it was on offer of course. As I always do when my boyfriend isn’t around haha.


Chapter 2

“Far out man, you’ve got a real chance with this dude. Don’t worry about me,” Gabe told his pal Brian.

They were at some other guy’s pad. He’d invited them for drinks after watching them rehearse. Gabe knew he wasn’t interested in him but Brian was a great drummer. That’s what they were looking for. The guy had already said he played lead guitar himself.

He brought them all martinis, his wife included. She’d been sipping on one when Gabe and Brian walked in. She looked really smiley like she’d been sipping on them all afternoon.

She was fab for an older woman. She looked about mid-thirties. Groovy threads though. Tight orange pants and a sparkly purple thing wrapped round her boobs. Her belly was bare. Her eyelashes were huge and her nails were long sparkly and all different colours.

Gabe couldn’t get his eyes off her but she just sat there looking at him and Brian as she smiled and sipped her drink.

Then Gabe was left alone a while on the loungeroom floor with a record player and earphones and the best collection of 45s you’ve ever seen.

They had the entire top 100 and everything from the past ten years that hit the charts. They had Gilbert O’Sullivan, Harry Nilsson, Bill Withers, Looking Glass, Chuck Berry.

Gabe was in heaven and totally lost track of time. He looked through some more and found Neil Young, The Hollies, America, The 5th Dimension, Cat Stevens.

He must have been there sitting back against the lounge for a good two hours before he finally decided to check and see where the others had gone. They were supposed to be checking out the guy’s recording studio in the basement.

Gabe went down the stairs and heard the woman moaning like she was having sex.

He poked his head around a halfway wall down the stairs and saw his pal Brian fucking her on a couch with her husband standing there watching. Her orange pants were hanging off one foot, her legs in the air and her sparkly rainbow nails raking up Brian’s back.

Gabe backed up the stairs trying not to make them creak. Once he was out of there he took off home.

He didn’t know what to think of that freaky deaky shit. They must have been reefer-head swingers or something.

Brian was a reefer-head too, so good luck to him. Peace out man.

It was only a couple of blocks to walk home. There was no sign I’d been home yet but I turned up in a taxi and dragged Gabe straight into the bedroom and jumped him.

He was still thinking about Brian nailing the swinger chick, which was freaky for sure but pretty hot too. He wished he’d stayed to watch now.

After we had sex Gabe and I were both hungry. We had baked beans on toast and I told him how boring my day was. I was always complaining about my job, but Gabe was on the dole so couldn’t criticise me. At least I had a job, right?

“So how did rehearsal go today, did that record producer guy turn up?” I asked, moving on from my shit and sounding hopeful about Gabe’s.

“Yeah he turned up. Looks like he’s interested in Brian. I think they want him for their band.”

“Oh.” I grimaced. “Just him?”

Gabe shrugged. “It’s cool though babes. I’m happy for him to get a break. I’m thinking we need a change anyway, you and me. I think we should save up and go somewhere. Get the hell out of Sydney.”

“Hmm really? When?” I asked with a huge smile. “How about right now? I hate it here Gabe.”

“Yeah I know but we have to save some money. I went to the bank and checked our account today. We’ve got like a hundred and fifty bucks left from what the olds gave us. And I’ve got like ten bucks in cash. How much have you got?”

I made Gabe push his chair back from the table and I sat on his lap. “I don’t know. Only my pay from yesterday. I think I’ve got nearly a hundred still. That’s enough, isn’t it?”

“Um I dunno. For what? What would we do?” Gabe asked into a kiss.

“Who cares. Let’s just go!” I pleaded. “We’ll find something somewhere else. Anything’s better than living like this.”

“They’ve got that huge concert thing in Perth next week. We should’ve gone to that,” Gabe suggested. “There’s going to be an open mic for anyone to walk up and play in front of the whole crowd, plus a bunch of international and local bands, no one huge. But that doesn’t matter, right?”

“So why don’t we just go?” I pressed, stroking Gabe’s hair over his ears.

My tits smelled like Coppertone. Gabe had my shirt open and was looking at them. He thought of Brian and the swingers again.

“So guess what happened at that guy’s place today babes, you’ll never guess in a million years.”

“Hmm I give up then. What?” I said, thrusting my tits upward for him to suck a nipple if he wanted.

He had a little suck on one. He was right. Coppertone.

“Well, I was just playing records for ages coz they’ve got every single on the charts, but the woman let Brian have sex with her and the guy just stood there and watched.”

“Oh yeah?” I asked, moaning a little as he continued to suck on a nipple.

“So, where’s your bra anyway?”

“Um I took it off at the beach. I stopped on the way home to sunbathe.”

“Oh.” Gabe moved to the other nipple. “So, where’s your bikini top then?”

“Hmm in my bag,” I confessed guiltily.

“So, you went topless again?”

“Uh huh, but there were plenty of other women doing it too. It’s almost the thing at Manly now, at my end of the beach.”

“Oh it’s your end of the beach is it?” Gabe chuckled. “And were there any guys checking you out, at your beach?”

“Hmm well it’s theirs too,” I admitted sweetly. “But it’s perfectly safe in public like that. No one’s going to try and touch me.”

Gabe continued sucking from one erect nipple to the other and back.

“Well, what if I decide once and for all I don’t like other guys looking at you, babes? What if I don’t want you to do it anymore?”

“Hmm unlucky me, I suppose. And unlucky you if I don’t come home all turned on needing sex like this anymore,” I teased and got up off him, closing my shirt.

Gabe took a big breath and expelled. “I still can’t believe what happened at that guy’s place tonight hey. They were talking about it, saying they were swingers. I didn’t expect it to happen though. They even asked us if we had girlfriends, now I think about it.”

“Oh right, so Brian’s single and they decided to include him. That makes sense,” I suggested.

I was tidying up in the kitchenette in my work blouse and bikini pants. Gabe noticed when we had sex that I wore bikini pants and not panties.

He imagined me topless at the beach. He had to admit the idea excited him, he just couldn’t say that to himself, let alone to me. That was as freaky deaky as the reefer-head swingers, right?

“What do you mean it makes sense babes? You think swinging makes sense when you’re married?”

“Plenty of people do it Gabe. You shouldn’t judge.”

“No um… I mean, there’s nothing wrong with it,” Gabe back-pedalled quickly.

This wasn’t the first time I’d defended people swinging. Gabe thought there might have been something that happened before we met, maybe with some family friends or relatives of mine.

Which was true, but I didn’t talk much about my past and he’d never met my family, who were from up north interstate.

“I mean I sort of get if it’s couples with couples, but what about when it’s just with a single guy? That guy just watched Brian having sex with his wife. It’s like he was just letting him.”

“Well maybe he was. Maybe he was just helping Brian out by sharing his wife. Maybe she felt sorry for him not having a girl to go home to and she wanted to help him out too.”

“Oh right. But that’s kind of freaky though, right?”

“No it’s being nice. I’ve sometimes thought of it myself and wished I could help Brian out like that, when it’s just the three of us and he’s sitting across the room all alone.”

Gabe’s face flushed hot. He was surprised but not exactly angry.

I glared defensively. “Well, I’m just saying! It’s not like anything like that has ever happened.”

“Right.” Gabe swallowed and frowned in thought. “But you’re saying you would?”

I blushed and rolled my eyes. “I mean, it’s not like it’s a big deal anymore. Not in the seventies Gabe! We’re modern women now. We’re not ashamed of our bodies and it doesn’t have to be all about love and forever to share them with men.”

I continued like I was on a roll. “It doesn’t have to be anything romantic. It can be for a simple physical release, and you know how much you guys need that every five minutes!”

I came back and sat on his lap again.

“I’m just saying I understand the woman you met today if she was letting Brian have a physical release. I don’t see the problem allowing a guy to do that inside you as a woman, without it needing to be anything romantic.”

“Aw fuck babes, you’re saying you’d do that?”

“Hmm would I do it?” I giggled into a kiss. “I’m sure I would Gabe, but that’d be up to you too of course. There’s no way I’d do it if you said no.”

Gabe swallowed hard. His head was spinning but this made so much sense, with how sweet and nice I was to everyone, including other guys.

“And you’d actually allow it?” Gabe asked, stroking hair from my face. “You’d let a single guy have a fuck, just as a favour?”

“Hmm,” I giggled. “That’s actually the perfect word for it. Why not do someone a favour if it costs you nothing but a little bit of cleaning up afterwards.”

I giggled into another kiss. “It’s not like it hurts or anything Gabe. It usually feels kind of nice actually.”

“Right. And is this something you’ve done before babes? Like before we met?”

“Um yes,” I grimaced. “What girl hasn’t though, right? You just let the guy coz he’s all worked up and needs it so bad. Either in you down there or in your mouth.”

That idea instantly thrilled Gabe even more. “In your mouth?”

“Uh huh, which is yucky of course but less messy, as long as you swallow,” I whispered into his ear.

“Oh right, and you’d swallow a guy’s cum as a favour, would you?” Gabe asked quite seriously. The excitement was in his throat and he tried not to let it seep into his voice and give him away.

“As long as he was a nice guy and deserved it,” I answered without any tease. “That one little swallow and yucky taste for a while afterwards is the bad bit. The feel of him getting so excited and going off in your mouth sort of makes up for it.

“We do that for guys all the time when we’re single, and I don’t see the harm if our boyfriends or husbands allow it.

“Although I actually wouldn’t want to do it for Brian when I really think about it, coz he’s a bit arrogant and thinks he’s so much better than you with your music. Whenever I’ve thought about it when it’s been the three of us, I end up feeling cruel and kind of made a point of showing him I’m yours to take to bed, if you haven’t noticed.”

We shared a laugh.

“Well, that’s good then coz I don’t think I could handle it babes, watching you with some other guy.”

“Hmm I know.” I kissed my boyfriend and got up again. “I’ve always known that Gabe. I wouldn’t have even talked about this only you brought it up with what happened today.”

I headed into the bathroom tossing a teasing smile back over my shoulder.

“But I’m glad I got to help some guys out like that before we met, both with the yucky taste and dripping down there from them all day sometimes.”

I closed the bathroom door behind me.

Gabe was halfway hard in his pants and squeezed against the flex at the picture of me bent over some guy’s lap relieving his need for sex in my mouth.

As a favour!


Chapter 3

God I loved weekends now. It used to be like this every day but when you worked you had to conform to a respectable dress code. Respectable? Pigs arse.

It was a hot summer Saturday morning and I had a half dozen mini skirts and dresses. Ultra-mini actually. I’d been buying one a week on paydays and put on the one I’d bought yesterday.

This was a yellow floral print dress, so short I couldn’t lift my arms without flashing my underwear. I loved my legs and had a great tan going.

I only wore underwear down below of course. I hadn’t actually burnt my bras but only ever wore them to work.

I prefer backless halter neck dresses and this one allowed a bit of boob bulging out the sides, which was fun.

There were men’s voices outside and I peeped to see Gabe’s father and his older brother Eddie poking around under the bonnet of a car.

Our flat used to be the garage so the cars were parked right outside.

Gabe was still asleep. I liked the way his father’s eyes were always all over me and Eddie was just bad. He’s got tattoos and rides a motorcycle. I want him to take me for a ride on it but how am I supposed to ask him when I’m going steady with his little brother?

I smoothed my dress straight in the front. You could really see a lot from the sides, all the way under my boobs. I was tingling inside at being so naughty as I went out to tease the men.

Eddie was definitely a man. He was way older than us, nearly thirty.

“Morning!” I sang gaily.

Both men looked up from under the bonnet and smiled broadly. Their eyes flashed to my legs.

I fixed my hair in a ponytail and had my arms raised. I’d been buying new underwear since I started getting paid every Thursday too and had a drawer full of Maidenform briefs. Silky red ones today.

“Morning love,” Mr Cooper said.

Eddie kept looking me up and down as I approached. “What’s going on, is it broken down?”

“Nope, just fitting a new carby,” Eddie explained. “Souping up Dad’s old bomb for him.”

“Oh fab! Can we go for a ride?”

I bent over to look in at the engine. I had no idea what I was looking at of course but both men tilted back to check out my butt, so that worked.

“I’m taking Mrs Cooper shopping this morning love, but I can take you kids for a drive this afternoon if you like.”

“Oh okay, thank you Mr Cooper. I wasn’t serious though. We can get the bus. I think we’ll probably go to the beach unless Gabe has to practice.”

“I was talking to Brian this morning. Sounds like the band’s breaking up,” Eddie suggested.

“Oh that? Yeah perhaps. Which I think’s a good thing anyway. I think Gabe should go solo. He’s a really good singer and should just play acoustic and do his ballads,” I said.

“Too right,” Mr Cooper agreed and resumed wrenching at something under the bonnet.

Eddie motioned with a toss of his head. “Come have a look at my new bike?”

“Oh you have a new one?”

“Yeah, just picked it up yesterday.”

Eddie ushered me down the back of the yard to a shed where he had parked a shiny new motorcycle, all black and chrome with high handlebars and long front forks and a big padded sissy bar.

“Is it a chopper?” I asked.

“Yep. Hop on!”

I grimaced excitedly. Eddie held my hand to help me and I straddled the seat. My dress hiked way up around my hips of course, there’s no way this is a bike-riding dress if you were trying to be demure.

Eddie’s eyes were on my crotch. “Oh my god!” I cried excitedly.

“Oh yeah, you look good on the back there JJ. That’s a great dress for it. Groovy!”

“Hmm it’s a bit short. I wasn’t planning on getting on a motorcycle this morning,” I defended, trying unsuccessfully to stretch my hem down.

I was blushing wildly. My panty crotch was on display with my legs spread so wide.

Eddie had leant close with a foot on the front foot peg and his bent-up leg between mine, and kept me sitting there like that.

“Um this is rude. I’m really showing everything,” I defended.

“It’s alright, those are pretty,” Eddie said whilst tilting to look at my panties. “Me and the old man already got a good look at ‘em.”

“Hmm but I shouldn’t be showing you like this,” I went on, grimacing guiltily and starting to tingle all warm and moist between my legs.

The problem with Eddie was he’s one of those guys I felt sorry for. He used to have a steady but she left him a few months ago and I hadn’t seen him with a new girlfriend yet. He was a really nice guy and such a strong-looking man.

I wondered if any girls were taking care of him in that way.

I’d definitely want to if I was single, or if my boyfriend allowed me to. Although Eddie and Gabe being brothers was extra tricky.

Eddie was looking at my boobs, which were testing the sides of my dress as I measured deep breaths. I could see his mind ticking over.

“Don’t try anything with me please?” I asked softly. “Not with Gabe right there in the flat.”

“Naa, na I wouldn’t,” Eddie assured and touched the neckline of my dress. He felt the fabric and fiddled with it. His fingers travelled down the edge towards where my left nipple was erect and barely covered.

“Is this Lycra?”

I nodded and swallowed. “Uh huh, it’s a Lycra blend. It’s mostly for the beach, to wear over a bikini.”

“Oh right. Feels nice,” Eddie muttered distractedly. I held my breath as he squeezed my breast.

“Um Eddie!”

“I know but you’re so fucking hot JJ, so young and tender and juicy,” he frowned and kept squeezing and thumbing my nipple through the Lycra.

I kept my chest thrust forward and let him. I kept watch on the door for a shadow of Mr Cooper approaching. Gabe never awoke this early, so I wasn’t concerned about him.

I had a bigger idea anyway. And if it meant letting my boyfriend’s brother play with me a little it wouldn’t really matter.

I’d had enough of living in a garage in the outer suburbs of Sydney. If Gabe didn’t want to come with me I’d be leaving on my own today.

This was the last chance to do anything for my boyfriend’s big brother and I was starting to think I should just let him have me.

“Um Eddie, that’s turning me on. What if your dad comes?”

Eddie looked up from what he was doing and met my eyes. His were intense. They sent a warm rush of tingles straight to my pussy.

“You up for it then?” he asked.

“I don’t know. Maybe just this once? And really quickly before someone comes!”

I had glanced towards a small storeroom. Eddie glanced too.

He took my hand and helped me off his bike then led me in there.

It was grotty with greasy car parts on a bench. There was a wash basin. I approached it and Eddie was close behind me, holding my hips.

I peered back over my shoulder as I gripped the wash basin. “Quickly okay? And promise you’ll never tell?”

“Uh yeah. Never,” the guy groaned.

He rubbed between my legs but soon lost patience and stripped my panties down, leaving them around my knees.

I arched my back and flared my hips as I felt him with his dick out probing me.

I always get so wet when a guy plays with my nipples. I lifted and wriggled onto him.

He got the head in and surged up me. He was smaller than I expected but the whole idea was thrilling, so that didn’t matter.

“Uh huh just take me. Quickly,” I encouraged the guy.

There was no way I was going to orgasm with him humping me like a randy rabbit, the way he was.

“Uh yeah that’s good,” he groaned. He suddenly slowed and felt my breasts with both hands in through the sides of my dress.

That was nicer. I relaxed back onto his slow thrusts and enjoyed the feel of his rough hands.

“Do you want me to pull out?” he asked into my neck.

“Um, I should be okay.”

“Uh yeah. So hot inside.”

“Hmm, girls are supposed to be,” I teased back over my shoulder.

“Uh that’s close. That’s so fucking close JJ.”

“Uh huh don’t worry. Just do it in me.” I wriggled back, my hips still flared presenting myself. “As deep as you can, okay?”

I figured I’d have to change my silky panties for soft cotton ones to soak up better anyway.

The problem with letting guys have their release inside you in the morning was walking around dripping all day, as I well knew. And with Eddie being small I felt worried he’d not even get it in me properly from behind.

He let out a muffled growl and slammed hard against me. I wriggled back more as he throbbed inside me.

I felt between my legs for his balls and cupped them, holding him against me nice and firm whilst they pulsed. I imagined I was helping squeeze the last spurts of semen from them.

“Hmm better?” I asked, smiling back over my shoulder.

He chuckled. “Fuck yeah. Better for me. How about you?”

“No. I was just doing you a favour. It doesn’t have to be anything more than that, does it?”

“Haha no, it doesn’t I guess.”

He was still hard in me and resumed feeling my boobs. He had my dress bunched in front and my boobs were poking out either side. He felt them bare and that worked for me.

I kept my hips flared so he could enjoy the feel of me all wet and slippery now. He was still erect and slow-thrusting.

“I’m leaving today so this is going to be the only time,” I told him. “And you still have to promise you’ll never tell Gabe.”

“Leaving? Where are you going?”

“I don’t know yet. Somewhere!”

“What, back home to your parents?”

“God no, no way.” I took a breath and braced against him as he ground into me. I gripped the back of his neck and rode him as he resumed humping me more deliberately.

I’ve always let guys cum more than once like this. I figure if you’re going to help them get a release it may as well be a good satisfying one. Plus it’s so nice, the feel of them all hard again inside you when you’re so wet and gooey from their first flurry of spurts.

I still wasn’t going to orgasm but it was exciting relaxing back on my boyfriend’s brother. He eventually groaned his pleasure and held firmly behind me as his little cock throbbed inside me again.

“Aw fuck there you go JJ. Take that yeah!”

“Uh huh I wanted to take it for you Eddie. I want you to remember the feel of me like this every night when you’re alone in bed, okay?”

“Damn it girl. I always knew you were a hottie.”

I giggled. “I’m hot down there now, thanks to you!”

“Fuck yeah, molten hot inside.”

“Mmm I’m sure. That felt like a lot both times.”

“Yeah sorry. It’s been ages since um…” The guy took a breath and expelled. “You still didn’t climax, just then?”

I grimaced and shook my head as I pulled up my panties. “It’s fine though. I didn’t mind just letting you like that. It felt really nice and exciting for me too.” I put my boobs back in my dress and gave the guy a cheek kiss.

“I have to go clean up. It was nice meeting you Eddie. I don’t know if Gabe’s coming with me or if I’ll ever be back.”


Chapter 4

Gabe awoke to the sound of the shower running. He switched the fan on and poured himself a bowl of cornflakes then leant back against the sink and stuffed his face.

He saw my haversack sitting on the lounge. It was open and looked half full of my clothes.

He finished his cornflakes and made coffee. He sipped it as I came from the shower rubbing my wet hair.

“Morning,” I said and lifted to kiss his cheek.

He pointed at my haversack. “What’s that for?”

I took a big breath and expelled. “It’s time to go, Gabe. I can’t be here anymore.”

Gabe’s face flushed hot and his heart thumped. He gulped. “You can’t?”

“No, I can’t. I’m dying of boredom here and I can’t work another day at that stupid typing job.”

“But where are you…?” Gabe swallowed hard. “What about me… about us?”

I grimaced. “Come with me?”

A flush of tingles filled my boyfriend. “Where?”

I approached and tugged at his shirt. “Let’s go to that music festival in Perth. We’ve got about eight or nine days to get there.”

“Yeah but how? Do you mean on the train?”

“No, we can’t waste our money on train tickets. I say we get a train to the end of the city line and find the highway and hitchhike. That way we can live off our money for long enough to get another job or just go on the dole in Perth.”

Perth was on the other side of a big country. We were on the east coast, Perth’s way over on the west coast.

Gabe had looked at the train thinking about this before. It’d take about three days and nights; about two thousand, five hundred miles. It was feasible to hitchhike. There was plenty of time even if it took a week to get there.

This was crazy but what the hell, right?

“Well?” I pressed. “I’d much rather you came too.”

“Hey, you’re not hitchhiking across the country without me babes!”

I smiled gleefully. “Really? You’ll come?”

“Of course. The band’s breaking up. I reckon I’ll give the open mic a go at the festival. I could do a couple of my ballads.”

I squealed and jumped my boyfriend. I wrapped my legs around him and kissed him all over his face.

We didn’t own much. Everything in the flat belonged to Gabe’s parents. We quickly packed both of our haversacks and headed off, leaving his mum in tears and his dad giving him a thumbs up.

His dad wished us safe travels but Gabe could see he was jealous. He was ex-army and missed the adventures.

Gabe’s big brother pulled up beside us on his new bike as we were walking along with our packs on our backs. He tossed Gabe an envelope with money in it.

“Take it easy little bro,” he said and gave me a big smile, looking me over in my long cotton wraparound skirt. My belly was bare and my nipples were obvious through my short crop top.

“See ya JJ.”

“Bye Eddie,” I sang sweetly and I put my hand on my belly when he looked at me there again. He smirked and winked before he thundered off up the street.

“What was that about babes?”

“Um, I don’t know,” I blushed and ogled for a look in the envelope.

“It’s about two hundred bucks,” he told me.

“Fab!” I said. “That’s really groovy of him. Now we won’t even need to go to the bank until after we get to Perth.”

We got to the station five minutes before the next train headed west out of the city. That took us beyond the suburbs to a station up in the mountains where we had lunch at a milk bar.

We walked out of the township and along the highway that headed further west.

We got our first ride with an elderly couple in a big old sedan and enough room in the boot for our haversacks.

They were nice Christian people heading two hours in our direction but played a Nana Mouskouri tape the whole time. That was fine though, it meant we didn’t have to talk too much.

They dropped us on the outskirts of the town, on the western side of the mountains.

From there we got a lift with a local farmer for another hour who had a Neil Diamond tape on his cassette player.

Jeez, what’s with these old-fashioned songs?

Next an even older guy picked us up but he didn’t have any music playing. He was happy to chat and hear all about our plans.

He seemed genuinely interested and cautioned us about travelling across the desert and made us promise we’d have plenty of water on hand.

He dropped us at a caravan park where we paid for a camp site for the night.

We had travelled about two hundred miles on our first day, so that was pretty good going.

“It looks like we’re in the real country now,” I said as we looked at the map together.

The mountains we’d crossed were The Great Dividing Range, dividing the coastal strip of cities from the interior of the country, where there were no big cities at all; just farms and then desert until you reached the west coast.

We had a bit of camp gear for cooking and had brought canned and dry food. We ate and settled in our small tent. It was warm enough not to need much bedding. We had a nice grassy spot so it was quite comfy lying on our sleeping bags.

I reached over and felt Gabe through his jocks. “Do you need to?”

“Uh yeah sure.” He got up on an elbow and felt me too, rubbing my crotch through my panties.

I put my hand down his jocks and squeezed him bare. He was hard of course and flexed in my hand. I stroked him a little and he kissed me. He got his finger in through the edge of my panties. I kept stroking him and held his wrist with my other hand whilst he fingered me.

We pushed my panties down together. I took them off completely and tossed them towards my haversack in the corner.

I flipped over and spooned back against my boyfriend then helped position his cock.

I bit down on a moan as he entered me.

“Uh huh like that. Mmm that’s where all you guys belong, isn’t it?’

“Uh yeah. Ah fuck, I dunno about all guys.”

“Mmm are you sure? You wouldn’t share me like we were saying last night? I’ve been thinking about it ever since,” I breathed. “Lots of people share their partners nowadays you know. It’s not just older married couples.”

“Uh fuck baby, you’re so wet and slippery.”

“Uh huh. And what if we got a ride with a man on his own, would you let him have me if he drove us all the way to Perth?”

Gabe held my hip and rode me.

“What if he was a nice guy like you and just lonely for a woman?” I taunted.

He fucked me harder and I giggled. He rolled me onto my belly and humped me with my butt up squirming back against his thrusts. He lost it and ploughed into me whilst he emptied his balls.

“Uh huh like that,” I encouraged. “I love the feel of a man cumming inside me Gabe. I’d definitely let someone else if you wanted me to.”

“Uh fuck,” Gabe groaned and rolled off my back. “I really don’t know babes. I wasn’t feeling entirely negative when we were talking about it, and after seeing that woman letting Brian.”

“Ah okay. So do you think there’s a chance you might enjoy it?” I cuddled close and stroked his chest. “I mean, who knows what situations might come up on this trip, and who we might meet? What if we just kept an open mind about sex in case we meet people into free-love and that kind of thing?”

“Yeah free-love. Like flower power and hippies and that? I s‘pose we could meet all sorts travelling across the country,” Gabe conceded. “And definitely when we get there and there’s the whole camp-style music event at the park in the city.”

“I know right? There’s going to be thousands of people and none of them will be squares. They’re all going to be hip and groovy like at that Woodstock concert a couple of years ago.”

“Yeah I guess,” Gabe agreed as he saw clearly now. “I suppose there’s a chance we’ll be meeting some interesting people and I need to be open if I’m going to have any success with my own singing.”

“Uh huh,” I pushed. “I think it’s best we open our minds right now and be ready for whatever adventure befalls us on this trip. It’s so exciting compared to working nine to five and going crazy with the endless typing I had to do.”

I pulled my panties back on and lay down to cuddle up to his chest.

“And if you need to offer me to other men for sex I won’t mind. Even if it’s just for a favour to help them out, or if it means they’ll help us out in some way. As long as he seems like a nice guy. Or even an older man.”

My boyfriend gulped. “You mean to trade sex with you for help on our trip?” he checked. Was that what I was saying?

“Yes, to trade, if that’s how you want to look at it. Which is probably what it is when you think about it,” I agreed.

“It’s usually a man driving a car and able to give us a ride. Or maybe we’ll need somewhere to stay sometimes when we get tired of sleeping in a tent.”

“Yeah that’s true, it’s usually men driving out here, that’s for sure. Either farmers or I hope we can get a ride with a truck driver going all the way across the desert.”

“Exactly, that’s what we need. A ride with a truckie all the way across to Perth. And we’ve got exactly what a lonely truck driver needs haven’t we? The feel of what’s between a woman’s legs, the inside of her pussy for his big stiffy.”

I continued teasing. “Mmm it should be safe for men to cum inside me this week Gabe. I won’t mind letting any nice ones if it’s going to pay our way on this adventure.”

“Aw hell baby. What kind of adventure is this if we’re going to pay for it with your body?”

I giggled. “A fun one!”

“Oh yeah, fun huh?”

“Yes a fun, modern-day adventure. It’s the seventies now, not the dark ages. Life is free and open. It’s wonderful and perfectly natural.”

I scooted down and took my boyfriend’s cock into my mouth. He was already erect again from all this dirty talk. I bobbed my head and sucked him then stopped and looked up.

“I could do this for any old truck drivers right there in their seat.”

I resumed sucking and bobbed some more before stopping and smiling up again.

“A couple of times a day should do it. I’ll take my medicine and keep them trucking us across the country,” I giggled teasingly and bit his cockhead.

“Mmm big yucky mouthfuls of medicine from them if they buy us meals as well and we can save even more of our money.”

“Aw hell babes, you’d suck a guy off for buying us a meal?”

“Uh huh. I wouldn’t know how to ask for it, but yes I would if he was a nice guy and was friendly about it. I think it’d be a fair price to pay for dinner or a big café breakfast for us both. Mmm it would be like sweets for me.”

I stopped sucking him off. I had only been playing and left him hard and wanting more.

He was on edge over the whole idea. It seemed quite plausible somehow.

Gabe really wasn’t sure how it’d feel to watch me doing it with some other dude, but what if he just didn’t watch?

He could always walk away and wait somewhere whilst it happened. As long as it was safe, like I said, and they didn’t get me pregnant. Or if it was a blowjob. It’d only be a matter of me swallowing their cum. And there was obviously no harm in that.

Gabe just needed to get his head around it being no big deal.

It was true lots of people were open with sex these days. There were communes where he had heard everybody was doing it with everyone else.

It had shocked him seeing that woman let Brian have sex with her yesterday but it was only the seeing it in real life that surprised him. He’d heard about swinging plenty of times before.

Gabe cuddled behind me and thought about it for a long time before nuzzling my ear.

“Okay babes. From tomorrow this is an open sex adventure,” he whispered. That made me snuggle back and squirm against his persistent erection. “But only with nice guys though. Friendly ones who help us out in return.”

“Uh huh, and I’ll wear my miniskirts from tomorrow so they’ll know to look and get the idea,” I uttered sleepily and yawned.


Part 2: Trading Favours

Chapter 5

Gabe usually slept later than me but awoke to the sound of me crawling out of the tent.

I was in a t-shirt and panties. When I stood he could see my lower half through the tent flap and the t-shirt didn’t quite cover my crotch.

There were male voices outside. They called over a ‘hello’ and I called back saying ‘good morning’.

I went about boiling water on the campground barbeque we’d used last night. Gabe watched me from inside the tent and tried to get used to these two guys checking me out.

They had approached and were chatting with me. You could see the darkness of my nipples through my white t-shirt and they were poking at it obviously erect. The guys were checking out my panties all the while too.

They were only our age. For Gabe it wasn’t too hard to watch yet.

“So which way are you guys headed?” I finally got around to asking.

That question made Gabe flush hot with a blend of excitement and worry. The anticipation made him hold his breath.

“Sydney,” one of them answered and Gabe was instantly relieved and breathed again.

“Ah too bad. We’re headed west,” I said and turned and left them to duck into the tent with two big tin mugs of coffee.

I glared playfully. “I thought we had a ride there for a minute.”

“Yeah I think they wanted a ride.”

I giggled. “Maybe. If they’d been going our way.”

“So it was just them?”

“Yeah, but their station wagon looked chockers anyway. I don’t think there’d have been room for us.”

Gabe got dressed and went to the kiosk to see what he could buy for breakfast. He bought four eggs and some bacon and bread.

He cooked us up a hearty breakfast to keep us going in case we didn’t have another chance to make anything throughout our day of hitchhiking.

The guys used the barbeque after us and were still eating breakfast and trying to look in our tent when I was getting dressed.

I was on my knees right by the open tent flap. I glared defiantly at my boyfriend and took off my t-shirt.

“Aw fuck babes!”

“Are they looking over?” I teased.

“Yes!”

“Good. They seem really nice and they don’t have any girls with them. I’ll just let them look for a minute, okay?”

I started brushing my hair. My tits were bare and wobbled about. Gabe could see the two guys staring over with their eyes popping out of their sockets.

He rolled up our bedding and packed his haversack. I kept smiling teasingly and watched him. I dared to glance at the guys a few times but covered my boobs with an arm when I did so, and they looked away innocently.

I eventually pulled on a miniskirt and the one pair of boots I’d brought. I needed a top to cover my shoulders because of the straps from the haversack.

Gabe rolled up the tent and tied it to his. He had the bedding as well and had to carry his guitar case.

The guys wolf-whistled as we walked away. I had already said goodbye.

I gave them double peace signs and a big smile.

The caravan and camping park was in the middle of town on a creek. We walked through town to the outer limits and started hitchhiking.

We got a ride immediately with a local schoolteacher lady, as it turned out. She took us to the next town where we got a lift in an empty bus for another hour to another town.

The bus driver man had spent the whole time with his eyes up my skirt. I had deliberately sat directly across from him so he could see.

“That was fun,” I teased when he drove away.

“Haha fun for him!”

“And for me. And for you!” I accused playfully. “I could see you loved it Gabe. I think you’re really warming to this now.”

Our next ride was a better one. It was with a couple of country and western singers in a van with all their gear. Unfortunately it wasn’t our kind of tunes blaring on the cassette player, but at least they were musicians, which suited us.

They bought us lunch at a roadhouse and were heading our way so we went with them all the way to the town where they had a gig at a pub that night. They invited us to come and watch so we figured why not?

It was a tiny country town pub with a bunch of cowboy hat-wearing locals.

It was fun though. The publican gave us free drinks because we were with the man and woman that played and sang. The guy Peter played guitar and his wife Rae sang and tapped her tambourine every once in a while. They were pretty good, we had to admit.

We had nowhere else we needed to be so we stayed until closing time and helped pack up. We stood on the sidewalk at two in the morning with our haversacks on our backs.

“Do you kids have anywhere to go?” the lady asked kindly. “Why don’t you come with us? They could sleep in the barn,” she suggested to her husband.

He shrugged. “Don’t see why not.” He looked to us. “We’re headed a few miles out of town to a gig we’re doing tomorrow. You’re welcome to tag along.”

“Um okay, thank you!” we both enthused, happy to have anywhere to go rather than walking through town in the dead of night.

We stayed in a woolshed on a farm. We rolled out our sleeping bags and got comfy enough. We were a bit drunk anyway so it didn’t matter too much.

The next morning we were welcomed by the farm owners, another middle-aged couple who were also quite lovely.

They had a few sheep but mostly horses. They were a racehorse stud and the place was alive from dawn.

We were feeling a bit rough but were given overalls and boots when we offered to do some work to pay our way.

We mucked out the stables and helped feed the horses. We were fed a nice big breakfast and were still there for lunch. 

I befriended a girl my age and went horse riding in the afternoon. Gabe spent a couple of hours jamming with Peter and learnt some country and western riffs. He was surprised how much he enjoyed it.

Around the other side of the homestead people were setting up for a wedding so we went and helped out there too.

That night during the wedding we ended up playing along supporting Peter and Rae. Gabe watched me getting drunk with my new girlfriend. He thought I may even have smoked some weed.

The party went right through the night. And after all the farm chores were done during the day the party sparked up again. It was deep into the next night before everyone had gone.

The following morning we thanked the two couples who had been so kind to us and got a ride with the last of the men to leave. He was a local farmer who had volunteered to give us a ride back to the highway.

Gabe sat in the front. I was in the back wearing a miniskirt and boots again. Farmer Gerry kept glancing back over his shoulder at my panties.

“You know, if you kids don’t mind hangin’ round for a few hours this morning I’m actually going your way.”

“Oh? How far?” I asked. We’d discussed all the small rides we were getting and were hoping for a more substantial one. Hopping one town at a time was never going to get us to Perth.

“I’ve got to load up my truck then I’m headed for Broken Hill. We probably won’t get there till the early hours, but I’ve got a spot I can put you up for a few hours’ sleep till morning and drop you on the highway headed west from there.”

Gabe checked our map. Broken Hill was halfway across the state from where we were.

“Oh my god, yes please!” I cried excitedly.

The guy chuckled and drove on smiling and whistling away. I was in the middle of the back seat with our haversacks either side of me. I had my feet parted over the hump in the middle of the floor and my knees strayed apart a little.

I wore my sky-blue panties today and they were soft-looking and hugged my pussy. The old guy had another look at them then at my face but Gabe kept his gaze averted and didn’t challenge him.

“Are you comfy enough back there love?” he asked and turned to have another more deliberate look.

“I’m fine thank you.”

He reached over the back of the seat and shifted a toolbox on the floor, making more room. “There that’s better,” he said and gave my knee a pat and squeeze.

Gabe looked back and saw he was still holding my knee.

“It’ll be nice having a pretty girl along for the all-day drive, I have to admit. A pretty girl in a cute little outfit,” the man went on easily.

“Um thank you, I’m glad you like it,” I said sweetly. “I try to look nice.”

The man chuckled and winked at Gabe then had another look at my panties. He had stopped fondling my knee but still rested his arm hooked over the back of the seat.

“It’s the new modern style with you kids, isn’t it? More open and sexual.”

Gabe gulped and nodded. “Yeah.”

“Yes that’s definitely the new style,” I said. “We’re not ashamed of our bodies anymore. It’s all about freedom of expression.”

“Ah I see.” The man had another look at me. “Well I’m all for it, I can tell you. There are no ladies on my farm so a pretty girl like you is a sight for sore eyes for sure.”

“No women at all? Why? You’re not married then?” I asked and sat forward.

The man had lowered his arm to allow me to rest mine on the back of the seat. He had dropped his down behind again though and gave my knee another squeeze.

“No. Divorced a few years back now and my two employees are both older single men too. One of them has a daughter who comes to stay sometimes, which is a nice change round the place.”

The man grinned and had another look over me. “You could give her some fashion tips though love.”

“Hmm I don’t know about that,” I giggled and sat back again. I plucked at my little crop top. I stretched it down and showed my erect nipples through it. “It’s fun to be a girl for you today though Gerry. Since you’re stuck out on a farm all the while with only men.”

“Oh and you’re definitely a girl, aren’t you love.”

We were all looking at my nipples.

“Mmm I should hope you’d notice,” I said and bit down on my smile.

I met my boyfriend’s gaze and glared defiantly whilst the old dude stared blatantly at my tits. Thank goodness there wasn’t much traffic. He kept looking back and forth from the road.

I bent up my legs and hugged my knees to my chest. That effectively covered my tits but there was a full view of my crotch now. My panties cut into me like a split peach.

I covered myself under there with my hands and glared defiantly at both of the ogling men.

Gerry chuckled and adjusted his rear-view mirror. “Those are pretty love. No need to cover ‘em.”

I pushed the back of his seat with my foot. “Except to keep your men’s eyes on the road.”

Gabe joined in a laugh. He began to relax now that we were being more open about it.

I was covered anyway. My panties concealed my pussy and although my crop top was short and open at the bottom it still covered my boobs.

Gerry kept glancing back as we chatted about the sheep and cattle grazing farms we passed by. About how hot it got out here through summer and how it was the middle of a heatwave right now.

We arrived at Gerry’s farm and were treated to cold drinks and sandwiches for lunch. He left us in his cottage in front of a fan whilst he loaded an old broken-down tractor on a truck.

“What do you think Gabe, should I let him have me before we go? He’s really nice and I wouldn’t mind.”

Gabe gulped. He squeezed my shoulders as we watched out the screen door of the cottage. “Do you mean to fuck you?”

“Hmm I guess. I don’t want to just tease him all day. It wouldn’t be fair with him driving us all that way. And he’s obviously really lonely for a woman.”

Gabe gulped again. He nodded and took a breath. “I guess…”

“Only I wouldn’t know how to even ask him. I thought I was being obvious enough in the car, but it’s up to the man to actually do something.”

“I know right. He was touching your leg. I thought he was going to try something.”

“Yes and I didn’t stop him. I think he was testing if I would, or if you were going to say something.”

“Yeah, ‘cept I didn’t even know where to look let alone what I was supposed to say.” Gabe kissed the back of my head. “What if you go lie on his bed and I’ll keep out of the way and let him find you there?”

I felt for my boyfriend’s cock behind my back and squeezed it through his pants. “Mmm you mean and take off my clothes?” I asked.

“Aw fuck, he’d get the idea if you did that baby.”

“Um okay, he said he wouldn’t be long.”

“I know. Just go and do it. I want to get this over and done with too. I want to see if I can stand knowing someone else is having sex with you after talking about it so much.”

“Hmm you get so hard from talking about it Gabe. Do you want me to suck you off?”

Gabe gulped. “Um… Is it even possible to ever say no to that?”

I giggled and turned around, lowering to my knees. “You keep watch.”

The lower half of the screen door was solid. Gabe kept watch out at the three men securing the old tractor to the truck.

I had his cock out through the fly of his shorts and was sucking and stroking it. It took about a minute as usual. He gripped my head and held me still whilst cumming in my mouth.

I waited until he was finished then stood wiping my lips with my fingers and swallowing. “Mmm yummy.”

He drew a big breath and expelled. Tingles of satisfaction settled all through him of course.

I lifted close and whispered. “That turns me on doing that. I’m so ready for this old guy now.”

“Okay. It looks like they’ve about finished out there. I’m going to pretend to be asleep in the lounge chair. You go wait for him on his bed, okay?”

“Uh huh, I’m going to dare to just do it. Do you think I should undress?”

“I don’t know babes. He’s coming!” Gabe urged and I went up the hall whilst he sat back in a recliner chair and closed his eyes.

Gabe was still on a high from cumming but that ended fast. He gritted his teeth and tried to remain completely still when he heard the screen door squeak open and bang closed.

Footsteps approached. He heard the old guy breathing. He turned and went up the hall and Gabe dared to look. He saw him go into the bathroom.

Gabe craned his neck to see but didn’t dare move from the chair in case the man came back.

He could see all the way up the hall to the open bedroom door. He could see me lying naked on the bed.

Gabe could see my middle, from my hips to my bare tits rising and falling as I breathed. He could see one of my hands clutching the bed cover beneath me.


Chapter 6

I was shaking. I wasn’t cold of course but my skin was all goose bumps and my belly was doing flip-flops.

Oh my god I hoped this man wanted me. It was going to be so embarrassing if he didn’t.

The toilet flushed then there was the sound of water running in a basin. I gripped the bedcover and held on, biting down on my lip and staring up at the ornate ceiling and the slowly turning fan I’d switched on.

The bathroom door opened and my heart stopped beating.

“Uh! Oh love..!” the man grunted.

I looked at him filling the doorway. I tried to smile. “Hi…” I squeaked.

“Oh, love this is…” He checked back down the hall and stepped into the room and closed the door.

He looked up and down my body, rubbing his scruffy bearded face.

I was quivering. My belly was tight and my boobs shuddered as I tried to breathe.

I swallowed hard. “You can have me if you want Gerry,” I squeaked out.

Gerry started unbuttoning his shirt and a thousand butterflies fluttered free in my belly. He dropped his shirt on the floor and undid his belt.

He was quite fit-looking for an old dude. His chest was hairy and his stomach was flat with pillows of definition.

He pushed down his pants and boxer shorts and an extremely heavy-looking penis levered out from his thick nest of pubic hair.

He knelt on the side of the bed and touched my shin.

I bent that leg up and opened it away from the other.

Gerry squeezed his cock in his huge hand and it firmed quickly.

“Oh my god that’s so big,” I squeaked some more.

“It’s okay love, I’ll be gentle,” the man assured me.

He was on his knees between my legs but instead of lying on me, he scooted down and covered my pussy with his mouth.

I squeaked again and couldn’t help arching up off the bed. My clit was being sucked on and my pussy was being tongued. He growled as he lashed and massaged my little button, his bearded chin against me splitting me open.

This grizzly old farmer held me by the spread thighs and ate into me, sending my eyeballs shooting up and back in my head as a surprisingly quick orgasm exploded through my body.

Oh my god I’d forgotten what it was like with an older man.

He kissed his way up my quivering belly and sucked on a boob, flicking an erect nipple with his tongue, keeping my orgasm simmering away. He sucked and slurped from one nipple to the other with his rough whiskery face scratching my delicate skin oh-so-nice.

He moved up to take my open mouth in a kiss and delved with his tasty tongue. It was sweet with the scent of my arousal.

He was doing something down there between us with his hand and suddenly I was opened and penetrated.

“Uh huh, huh!” I breathed. My eyes shot wide open again.

He pulled back and thrust. He lifted me off the bed and impaled me.

“Oh my god that’s huge!”

“Uh sweetie you’re so tight,” the man groaned into my neck.

I felt his muscly shoulder with one hand and tried to reach his butt with the other.

He was pulling back and slow-thrusting into me. I got used to his size and as the discomfort faded my orgasm quickly built again.

The man was so firm and powerful. He kept me crushed to his upper body with my boobs squashed against his hairy chest.

His lower body was rolling back and thrusting, slow at first but gradually building pace, the movement measured and deliberate. I was pinned in place and unable to do anything other than let him have me.

I could lift my heels up so I rested them on his clenching butt.

He gripped the top of my head, holding his weight on that elbow and holding me down as he thrust up into me.

I was in constant orgasm and stared at the ceiling fan as I tried to catch all the feelings that whirled around my body.

The man thrust faster and faster and suddenly let out a roar and squirmed hard against my spread legs. His huge old cock was filling me tight and I could feel how powerfully it throbbed.

I slumped spent and completely his to enjoy more if he wanted.

He drew a big breath and expelled.

He rolled off me and left my pussy gaping. My legs remained spread and I started feeling a little self-conscious but I didn’t have the energy to move yet.

The man lifted higher on his elbow and looked over my body. He nodded slowly and grinned. “Damn I needed that love.”

I smiled and bit my lip. I got some strength back and closed one leg over the other.

Gerry took another big breath and expelled. “We need to get going.”

I nodded and took a breath too.

“Do you need to shower quickly?” he asked, motioning to the bathroom.

I shook my head. “I’m fine. I’ll just get dressed.”

Gerry chuckled and got up to pull on his underwear and pants. He watched me getting dressed too. “That was nice of you love. Nice of your young bloke to allow it too.”

“It’s nice of you giving us a lift all the way to the border, like you’re going to. Are we going to be stopping for dinner somewhere?”

The man chuckled some more. “I’m sure we will be. You kids short of cash, I take it?”

“We’re trying to save what we’ve got to make a start in Perth.”

“Ah I see,” Gerry nodded in comprehension.

I felt my blush rise. “I don’t mind paying our way like this, and Gabe is willing to share me.”

Gerry nodded some more. “Very good then. All’s fair.”

I bit my lip and nodded. “And if you need it again later..?”

The man smiled. He opened his bedroom door and smacked my butt on my way out.

I squealed and laughed. I rushed to Gabe’s arms and kissed him. His face was tragic.

“Alrighty then, let’s hit the road shall we?” Gerry sang and ushered us from his farmhouse to a big truck. I had to get a push up from Gabe to climb up into it.

Gerry looked at Gabe. “Nice of you to share your girl like that son. Appreciate it.”

Gabe gulped and nodded. He took a breath. “We appreciate the ride too.”

“Yeah. So all’s fair. We were just saying,” Gerry agreed and squeezed my knee. “We’ll have to mind the gear lever while I’m driving love.”

“Um okay.”

There wasn’t a lot of room for my legs but Gerry resting his hand on my thigh helped. He kept it there between gear changes and squeezed really nice and stroked my inner thigh sometimes.

I liked it because I could feel how soggy I was between the legs from him. I wanted him to be territorial with me whilst I was full of his cum.

I held his muscly arm when he relaxed it near me and encouraged him to touch me as much as he wanted. I had scooted closer to him rather than my boyfriend.

It’s just a natural reaction after a man fucks you, to cuddle close whilst still glowing inside from the feel of him. And having several man-made orgasms, haha.

Talk wasn’t about any of that of course. Gabe seemed to accept the situation and got to rambling about his music as usual.

Gerry was more into rock than country too and they went through all the current chart-topping singles, differing in their opinions about who was better than whom. It wasn’t possible to avoid country music on the radio though, which I thought was funny but didn’t say.

After an hour or so my connection with Gerry had abated and I let go of his big hairy arm. I had cooled down and was feeling all sticky from him between the legs. I was pleased when we made a toilet stop at a roadhouse.

Gerry shouted ice-creams and drinks. I licked my ice-cream and smiled at him as he looked up from my boobs. I knew what he was thinking, the treats he’d bought were payment for more sex.

“You enjoying that son?” he asked Gabe, who was sucking on his ice-cream and flushed red in the face at the question.

I blushed too, knowing what Gerry meant.

My nipples had firmed with the attention.

“You’re going to let me have another little play with her later, aren’t you?”

Gabe swallowed hard. “Yeah I guess.”

I blushed deeper but was tingling wildly through my body. I felt myself heat up between my legs as we climbed back into the truck.

I leant against my boyfriend and bent up my legs and placed my feet against Gerry. He looked at my legs and I parted them a little, pushing him playfully whilst my skirt was hiked up around my thighs.

“Oh boy,” the older man groaned and started his truck. He shook his head. He rolled his eyes up and away from my display. “We’re gonna end up wrapped round a tree with you sitting like that, love.”

“Why, don’t you like it?” I teased and swayed my legs wider, waving them open and closed until Gerry reached for my crotch. I slammed them closed and twisted onto my side giggling.

I sat with my legs bent up and swayed across my boyfriend’s lap for a while, keeping out the way of the big gear lever.

My butt was showing and Gerry kept looking over at me from behind. I noticed he was getting erections regularly so he must have been thinking off and on about having me.

Gabe had fallen asleep against the window. Gerry checked him a few times then reached across and touched the back of my thigh.

I watched his face, bit my lip and let him.

He stroked back and forth a while then touched the crotch of my panties with his fingertips.

An electric shockwave travelled right to my pussy.

He wiggled his fingers against me and I rolled my eyes and tried to relax as he played with me. I could feel the squelching but couldn’t hear it over the sound of the truck.

He teased me open and made me wet my panties again. Then he stopped rubbing into me and tilted to try and see up my crop top.

I looked down at myself then up at his gaze.

I pinched the hem of my top and lifted it to uncover my breast on that side.

Gerry squeezed himself through his pants and I smiled. I checked my boyfriend was sleeping soundly and lifted and stretched my crop top above my other breast as well.

Gerry reached over and I arched and held my breath as he felt my tits. He massaged from one to the other whilst looking back and forth from the open highway.

He pinched my nipples as my pussy was being pummelled by more shockwaves that were getting me ready for him.

He must have known because he rubbed over my hip and tugged the waistband of my panties. I lifted and he pulled them down from behind to expose me.

He peeled me open with his thumb and tilted to look. Then he inserted his thumb into my vagina.

I clung to his strong arm with one hand and my boyfriend’s shirt with my other. I had slipped down closer to Gerry so he could reach easier. He used his thumb for a while but switched to fingering me with his middle and ring fingers and rubbing my clit with his thumb.

I remained on my side with my legs bent up out of his way. I still had my crop top up above my breasts and had claimed my boyfriend’s hand and held it against one of them.

Gabe massaged my boob whilst watching the truck driver finger me.

Gerry pulled the truck over and held my hip with one hand whilst banging me hard and fast with his two fingers and thumb. He went crazy rubbing hard against my g-spot.

“Ah huh, huh,” I cried out and bucked in orgasm again.

Gerry continued fingering me gently until my orgasm subsided. “Go check the tyres for me son. There’s a good lad.”

Gabe got out and closed the door. Gerry pulled me to him and freed his erect cock for me to suck.

I bent to it willingly. He was so thick I could hardly get much more than the huge head into my mouth. But I stroked and sucked as nicely as I could whilst he continued fingering me from behind.

I bobbed and sucked and bobbed and sucked until my next wave of orgasm hit and I held the older man’s cock head in my mouth and moaned at the waves of pleasure surging through me.

I resumed bobbing and sucking and bobbing and sucking, and suddenly Gerry bucked and cried out.

“Yeah fuck yeah!” He twisted my hair in his fist and his enormous cock throbbed and gushed cum up into my mouth.

“Mmm hmm,” I hummed excitedly. I love how completely a man fills my senses when he’s cumming in my mouth. I swallowed deliriously at the man taste.

“Uh yeah good girl,” he groaned appreciably.

I sat up and did another big swallow. “Mmm you taste so strong.”

He touched my face and thumbed across my lips. I sucked his thumb and tasted the glob of cum he’d collected. I checked my lips with my fingers and sucked them too. “Mmm yucky.”

Gerry chuckled and checked his mirrors. “Better let your young fellow back in before he bakes out there in the sun.”

I pulled up my panties and fixed my top. I opened the door and Gabe climbed back in.

“Sorry son. You’ll have to blame your girlie here,” Gerry chuckled and started the truck and drove back onto the road.

I cuddled up to Gabe and soon dozed off. I opened my eyes a few times during the rest of the afternoon but was so tired from the past few nights I didn’t wake properly again until we were stopped at a roadhouse for dinner.

We ordered and ate a nice big baked lamb and veg dinner. We had coffee and Gerry bought us more ice-creams for sweets.

He drove us on into the night and when Gabe had dropped off to sleep a hand began stroking the back of my thighs in the darkness of the cabin. A finger pressed against my panties and into my vagina. It wiggled and got me wet.

I reached down and pulled aside the crotch of my panties for the man. He was slicing his fingertips through me and teasing me open, getting me ready properly.

It was two in the morning as we passed a sign welcoming us to Broken Hill.

Gerry stopped playing with me as he had to negotiate some corners and backstreets until he pulled into a parking bay for trucks at some kind of depot.

Gabe awoke and rubbed at his eyes. “Where are we?”

“We’re here. That little donger over there has a bed and fresh sheets and blankets. It’s for drivers to camp when we get in all hours, but you kids can sleep there for the rest of the night. I’ll camp here in the truck.”

Gerry looked to my boyfriend. “Just give me another ten minutes with your girl, yeah? Wait here in the truck and I’ll settle her into bed then leave you to it till morning.”

I blushed wildly but was instantly a walking mass of tingles. Well, not so much walking as being pulled along. My sopping pussy was all wet and ready from being played with.


Chapter 7

This had all happened so fast. It was like being caught in a whirlwind.

Across the parking area I was pulled giggling into a small portable building. It looked like a square caravan jacked up with no wheels.

A light came on inside and from the truck Gabe could make out my silhouette being stripped of my top then the big farmer guy lowered on top of me.

Gabe was too tired to get excited this time. It was freaky deaky back at the farmhouse listening to him fucking me in his bedroom, but Gabe had remained turned on from me sucking him off moments earlier.

This time it was cold hard reality that I was being fucked by someone else. Gabe wasn’t excited about it at all. He was feeling confused. And a little sick.

He was worried about being here in the middle of nowhere too. Was this guy safe? Gabe flushed with momentary panic imagining he might be a crazy killer or something.

My boyfriend was cold-sweating the idea when the donga door burst open and the farmer came out doing up his belt.

Gabe got out of the truck and made a wide berth of him as he passed. He smirked at Gabe and waved as if to say thanks again.

Gabe went into the donger and closed the door, latching it securely. I was on the bed huddled up facing away from him with a sheet over me.

I reached out a hand for my boyfriend and pulled him to spoon behind me. I yawned. “I’m so sleepy Gabe, just cuddle me please.”

Gabe scooted close behind me. I was naked and my crotch was hot and wet against his thigh. He recoiled away and felt the goo, rubbing it between his fingers. He realised it was the guy’s semen.

My boyfriend cuddled me anyway. It was dark and silent and he was soon asleep.

When he awoke the sun was up and there were truck noises outside.

There was a shower and toilet in the donger. I came out of the small room combing my wet hair. I was fully dressed in a long wraparound skirt and a cheesecloth blouse.

Our haversacks were on the floor just inside the door.

“Gerry had to go but he gave me directions to find the highway,” I explained. “And look!”

I opened my purse and took out a roll of bills.

“Oh shit, how much?”

“A hundred and fifteen. It’s all he had on him. He said he was so happy to get some sex after getting none at all for two years that he wanted to help fund our adventure in return.”

“Jeepers creepers. That’s off the hook babes! We’ve got more money now than we started out with,” Gabe said, flushed with positivity again. He quickly forgot the silly thoughts he’d had about Gerry last night. It turned out he was a good guy after all.

We had to go as we weren’t really supposed to be using the donger. We followed Gerry’s directions to the highway headed further west towards the desert. We found a café and had a nice big breakfast, thanks to our new roll of cash.

There was a poster on the wall about tours to an abandoned town nearby. Gabe looked through the window and across the road to the same sign advertised on a billboard. There was an old-fashioned steam train parked there with its engine running.

“Is that..?” I questioned, putting things together too. “It says it’s only two dollars each and it’s a three-hour tour.

“What, do you wanna go?”

I grimaced excitedly. “We’re supposed to be having an adventure, aren’t we? I say we should check out some tourist attractions on the way where we can.”

“Okay,” Gabe agreed.

There were people lined up paying the fare and getting aboard the steam train. We hurried over and joined the line, paid and got our seats along with a brochure with pictures of what looked like a ghost town.

The train was two carriages and not even half full. It tooted and chugged away from the platform, through the town and out into the desert. It took forty minutes to get to the old abandoned town.

We settled in the comfy seats and watched the expanse of red desert roll by, the hills around town soon flattening to a plain that stretched to the horizon.

“That was pretty freaky, what we did with that guy yesterday babes. I still don’t know how I feel about it.”

“Hmm, well I feel all stretched inside and I can’t stop dripping cum from him and wetting my panties. That’s how I feel.”

“Oh right.” Gabe gulped. “Are you okay though?”

“Yeah I’m fine. I let him again this morning and I’m starting to drip again. But that made it three times he came inside me down there, and each time he felt really huge. But do you know he wasn’t that old. He’s only thirty-eight and just looks older coz he lives out in the sun all the time.”

“Dream on babe, for real? No way he’s thirty-eight,” Gabe exclaimed.

“Yes, for real. He’s still in his prime so no wonder he wanted it so much after being two years without sex!”

I cuddled close. “I’m so glad I could help him Gabe. He really needed it, so I don’t mind him leaving me all drippy.”

I checked around but there was no one able to see into our little seating alcove. I parted my wrap skirt and showed Gabe down the front of my panties.

“See? That’s why I had to wear this long skirt today. It won’t stop leaking out.”

The crotch of my panties was soaked and there was goo stringing between the gusset and my reddened pussy. I pressed on my belly and more oozed out of me in a thick white glob.

“Hmm I think it’s coz he had me standing up this morning. It’s just gravity leaking it all back out; since I was already full from the two times yesterday.”

I smoothed my panties back into place and rubbed them into myself.

“It’s so exciting it’s from an older man, don’t you think? I feel like the cat who got the canary,” I teased into my boyfriend’s ear.

Gabe wanted to tell me he’d changed his mind and hated the idea I’d been fucked so many times by the guy but I was too excited and he couldn’t bring himself to say anything.

The issue passed as we started seeing some rusted out old vehicles and crumbling stone buildings. The little town sprung up out of the desert before long and the train pulled into a brightly painted station, fully restored in comparison to the last one.

We followed the tour group along a dusty main street with shops nailed shut or open enough to step inside to rope barriers with mannequins ready to serve at counters or sweeping floors or filling shelves.

We were taken through an old gold mine and shown how things worked a hundred years ago, crushing rocks and sifting for heavier minerals.

The tour walked us through a hospital with patients in beds and doctors and nurses tending to them, all stock still and frozen in time but life-like with their painted faces. It was a bit like zombie-town.

Some of the group went down to the basement morgue at the hospital but I wouldn’t go down there.

Instead we broke away from the group and walked back through the main street of town. We had a closer look in the shops and some old houses where mannequin people lived and went about their days tending babies in cots or sitting on rocking chairs knitting.

The tour was only an hour and a half and before long we were back on the old steam train and chugging through the desert again.

We both dozed off and awoke to the toot of the engine approaching the station at Broken Hill.

We went back to the same café and ordered sandwiches and milkshakes for lunch. I came from the ladies room and snuck a pair of used panties into my haversack, glaring defiantly at my boyfriend.

“That’s better, all fresh again now,” I explained.

That brought Gabe back to our conversation earlier and he decided to say something.

“Babe I don’t think I want that to happen again. It was kind of exciting in one way, but I’d rather you didn’t have sex with anyone else anymore.”

I blushed. “Oh,” I said and grimaced. “But I thought you really liked it?”

“Yes in one way, but it’s too freaky. I don’t think I can be like that, like with swinging and that. I don’t think I want to share you with other guys. Especially not older men like that.”

“Hmm I see.” I grimaced again. “That’s too bad coz I’m sure that’s why Gerry decided to offer us a ride all the way out here and why he bought our meals and gave us cash. I thought it worked exactly how we planned it.”

“Yeah it did. I know it did babe, and I’m not saying you did anything wrong. That’s not what I’m saying at all. It’s just that it feels so out of control for me and that’s really freaky.”

“Oh,” I said quietly. “I get that. I understand how that must feel, but there’s nothing you can do about the control thing as a girl. Once a man touches you it’s so hard to deny him. It’s always been so hard for me to do that Gabe.”

“Yeah I know, and I understand that too babe. I don’t expect you to be able to stop anything from happening if we let some older man touch you. All I can think is not let them in the first place.”

“Oh!” I pouted now. “So not at all, huh? Not even if it means getting us a ride all the way across the desert?” I pleaded smilingly. I wiggled my brows. “You don’t want to sell me for favours anymore and make our adventure fun?”

“Aw shit babe. I still want to have a fun adventure! Wasn’t the ghost town fun?”

“Hmm I guess,” I pouted some more. I took a big breath and huffed. “Fine then, no more sex for any truck drivers,” I agreed and leant over to kiss my boyfriend. “But you have to make up for it and fuck me at least twice a day!”

“Haha.  You got it babe, twice a day at least.”

“Good. And no excuses. I don’t care if it has to be in the red dirt under a salt bush. I want it bad after what you let that man do to me for a lousy hundred bucks!”

“Oh I allowed it, did I?” Gabe laughed and chased me squealing and giggling out of the café and back onto the street, headed for the highway west.

“Hmm, so I wonder what our next adventure’s going to be? I can hardly wait to find out,” I sang gaily, holding his hand and swinging it as we walked.

Gabe started singing Roberta Flack’s “The first time…”


Part 3: I Pay Our Fare

Chapter 8

My boyfriend and I rested under a roadside tree, shaded from the scorching summer sun.

It was early afternoon and this was the edge of a desert. We didn’t even have hats to wear, we were so unprepared for this journey.

Whether it was a journey or adventure kind of fluctuated. It was an adventure when we spent the past two days at a party.

Trudging two miles out of the sprawling mining town of Broken Hill in the hot sun felt more like a journey.

We were about a third of the way across the country though, going okay so far. We needed another long ride with an interstate truck driver or something but there were very few cars passing on this highway and we hadn’t seen a big rig truck the past hour of walking.

A small farm truck came rumbling along and we got up to thumb a ride but the driver just smiled and waved. They were an old couple who were probably only going home nearby.

“Do you want me to change into a mini skirt again?” I teased. “We might have more luck getting a ride.”

Gabe had to think about that. It was true there had been a few cars passing with a man driving alone who might have stopped if I was showing my legs.

“Or I could take off my bikini top?” I offered more seriously.

I wore a white bikini top under my cheesecloth blouse. You could see it clearly as the cheesecloth was completely see-through.

Another car appeared from town heading in our direction. We got up and tried to thumb a ride. It was a big wagon with a man and boy in the front seat. The man just nodded and the boy waved.

“Oh why didn’t he stop?” I complained. “The whole back was empty.”

“Must’ve been locals,” Gabe muttered.

A truck appeared next and we tried it too. I even jumped up and down waving my arms, but all we got was a toot of the loud truck horn.

We returned to the shade of the tree defeated and had another gulp of water. We were sweating like crazy.

A motorbike went past in our direction next then a tractor with an old guy driving who glared at us, obviously disapproving of our lifestyle.

Gabe guessed he looked like a hippie with long dark hair. He was wearing his headband today too. I have long dark hair that looks normal for girls but my wraparound skirt was floral and the cheesecloth blouse was a bit hippie I guess.

The fact we were hitchhiking and had haversacks and a guitar case propped against one of them added to the hippie vibe.

It was a long time before another car came from town travelling west towards the desert. It was a VW Kombi van painted sky blue with a mural of some kind on the side. The closer it got to us we could see it was a wave and board rider. There were surfboards on the roof racks.

I was up and squealing and jumping up and down excitedly. Gabe was right with me.

There were two guys in the front seat. It stopped! It pulled up and we approached the open passenger window.

“Oh my god, oh my god thank you!” I cried. “We thought no one was ever going to stop!”

“Haha, where are you guys headed?” the passenger asked. He looked a bit older than the driver, who was a blonde surfer type about our age.

The one who had spoken could have been military. He had a short back and sides haircut and wore a khaki singlet and faded jeans. At his neck was a peace symbol on a leather string. He was probably early thirties, I figured.

“We’re going west. All the way!” I enthused. “How far are you guys going?” I was looking in the back of the van. “You’ve got plenty of room.”

The guys chuckled. “We’re goin’ surf to surf man,” the driver said. “Margaret River.”

“Is that near Perth?” Gabe asked excitedly.

“Yeah, we’re doing the festival in Perth first then Andy here’s heading down south to a surf contest,” the older guy said.

“Oh my god, oh my god!” I cried, jumping up and down and beaming a smile.

“We’re headed to the Kings Park Festival next weekend,” Gabe explained. “I know it’s like three or four days away, but we’ve got our own camp gear,” he added hopefully.

“Groovy. Jump in!” the older guy said and I squealed again and ran for my haversack.

We piled in the back of the van. There was just the one seat and rolled up bedding and a couple of bags. The seat had been folded up against the side of the van but the older guy pulled it down and it clipped into place, like a usual back seat of a car.

“I’m Brad and that’s Andy,” the army guy said.

Gabe shook his hand. “I’m Gabe and this is Jordan.”

“Hi,” I said smiling my head off. “This is so fab. I can’t believe you’re going all the way across the desert.”

“Yeah but we’ve got a couple of stops to make,” Andy said back over his shoulder as he drove. “I have to hit some waves on the way or I’ll dry up and blow away.”

Gabe opened our map and showed Brad. He pointed out a place south of Adelaide.

“That’s our next stop, Victor Harbor, although we’ll probably camp there in the Flinders Rangers tonight then head down through Adelaide in the morning.”

He searched and pointed out another beach. “That’s Point Sinclair, where we’ll probably make it the next night.”

“Right on! That’s fine with us, hey JJ?”

“It’s fab. I love it. I didn’t know there was going to be beaches. I thought it was all desert all the way across.”

“Yeah well it is after Point Sinclair,” Andy said. “It’s the Nullabor Plain after that, so a couple of days of nothing but saltbush and emus.”

“Yeah, but we’ll probably camp halfway and have a look at the Bight. The cliffs to the ocean are impressive and the highway isn’t far off the coast, even though it’s desert,” Brad said. “Plus you have to see Wave Rock, but that’s on the way and nowhere near the ocean.”

“Any kind of wave works for me!” Andy called back at us and whooped out his window as four motorcycles overtook and zoomed off ahead.

“Are you in the army?” I asked Brad.

“Used to be. Been out a few years now and doing a bit of work over in Perth.”

“Oh, so are you from there? I’m from Brisbane.”

“Sydney,” Gabe said pointing at himself when Brad looked at him.

“Yeah I’m from Brisbane myself. I’ve been living in Perth for a year or so and was home visiting family. Andy lives next door to my folks. He was hitting the road, looking for adventure. I figured why not, instead of flying. I had nothing better to do for the week and there’s some cool sights to see again.”

“Oh wow that’s so fab. We’re on an adventure too,” I said. “This’ll be so brilliant if we can travel all the way with you,” I enthused.

The guys both shrugged. “Don’t see why not,” Andy said. “Do either of you guys drive?”

“I do,” Gabe said and smiled. “Jordan’s only on her learners.”

“But we haven’t had a car and lessons are too expensive,” I defended.

“Haha so you can drive out here. Get some practice,” Brad smiled back at me beaming. “Long as you don’t wrap us round a tree.”

I glared indignantly but kept smiling. “What about you guys share the driving and I’ll be the camp cook. How would that be?”

“Groovy!” Brad said.

He had sharp green eyes. They flashed over me, worrying Gabe for an instant. I was looking right back at him a lot. I normally only blushed like that when I was nervous.

“Oh my god is that a cassette player?” I asked.

There had been music playing. We assumed it was the radio.

Andy turned it up. It was Neil Diamond. Brad opened the glovebox and took out a bundle of cassette tapes. There was The Monkeys, Elton John, The Beatles and a few hand-written covers with a whole mix of different artists.

There was a guitar down the back of the van. “Do you guys play?” Gabe asked Brad, pointing to it.

“Andy does.”

Andy looked back. “You too eh, man? What’s your poison?”

“Rock mostly. I’ve been writing some ballads.”

“Groovy!” the guy said and looked to me. His gaze flashed over me.

“No not me. I like listening to music though. It’s so fab you’ve got a cassette player in your car.”

“I know right. It’s new. It’s a cassette player and radio in one but there’s nothing out here other than the ABC and their music’s a drag.”

We chatted and laughed together as we drove. The road was straight and the earth flat. There was nothing to see and it was a good hour before we eventually passed a tiny settlement with a petrol station. We pulled in to get fuel and snacks.

“This is so great, isn’t it?” I enthused when Gabe and I had a moment alone together. “They seem like really nice guys too.”

“Yeah they do. Andy’s cool. I can’t wait to jam with him when we stop to camp tonight.”

“Hmm, lucky you two meeting up all the way out here. Too bad they don’t have girlfriends for me to meet.”

“Yeah that would’ve been better. It’s going to be freaky with two other guys and just you as the girl, babe. I’ve noticed they’re already looking at you.”

“I know, but we have to be a little bit open Gabe. There’s no way we’re going to get a better ride than this, so we just have to let them look if they want to, don’t you think?”

Gabe swallowed hard. He’d thought about this a lot already. He took a breath and nodded grimly. “Okay we have to let them look, but I still don’t think I want anything to happen again.”

“I know, and it’s not going to. It’s just about being relaxed and friendly, that’s all. And if we’re going to spend three or four days in a van with these guys and I’m the only girl to look at, you can hardly blame them right?”

“Yeah I know.” My boyfriend gulped again and looked over at them in the shop, paying for the fuel and buying stuff. Brad had offered to get us drinks and chips.

“They could still change their mind and dump us somewhere too if we don’t get on,” Gabe said, voicing a concern.

“Hmm exactly. All the more reason to be friendly with them if you ask me.”

Gabe nodded and drew another breath. “You mean for you to be friendly with them?”

I grimaced and blushed. “It’s only natural being a girl with a bunch of guys. You always get attention like that and you know they can’t help it, the way men are wired.”

“Yeah wired to have eyes all over you,” Gabe challenged.

“Hmm maybe, but if they like what they see they definitely won’t dump us, will they?” I challenged right back.

“Yeah I guess,” my boyfriend conceded.

I smiled broadly and full of tease. I climbed around the seat into the back of the van and took off my cheesecloth blouse, stuffing it in my haversack. Then I undid my wrap-around skirt and lifted it, refastening it above my boobs.

“It’s too hot with my legs covered,” I explained and went about unclipping my bikini top and removing it from beneath what was now a short wrap-around dress. “Ah that’s better,” I said and stuffed my bikini top in the haversack too.

The guys came back. I was brushing my hair with my tits thrust forward and my nipples poking at my wrap dress. I was still well covered though.

“Haha quick change artist,” Brad chuckled.

“Yes and I’m still too hot,” I complained, fluffing the skirt of my dress and flashing my bare legs. The hem ended up just covering my panties and threatened to part either side of my thighs and show them fully.

Brad took over driving and we chatted and ate chips and drank from tall bottles of Coke and Fanta.

My legs were definitely getting more looks now but they remained covered and I wasn’t flashing my panties, just nearly, and keeping the guys alert for the possibility.

We rolled on past other tiny settlements, travelling another three hours due west through the desert before we got to a main intersection with a sign indicating the Flinders Ranges.

There was a place Brad had been to before he wanted to camp for the night. We turned north and before long the flat earth lifted to towering granite mountains of deep grey and bare shiny surfaces reflecting all the colours of the stunning sunset.

There were scrubby trees and so many kangaroos hopping back and forth across the road like they owned it. Gabe was driving and had to go slow and dodge them. Brad directed him to a parking area and free campground with basic amenities in a small cinderblock building.

“Yuck that’s disgusting,” I complained, coming from the ladies. The gents were grubby too but the toilet flush worked and the wash basin was okay.

We collected sticks and built a fire, heated tinned food and settled back for the evening. The guys took out their guitars.

Brad and I went for a walk, which worried Gabe a little, but he had fun jamming with Andy. He got distracted and forgot about me.

I eventually reappeared above on a big flat rock where I sat chatting with Brad. It was a bright, moonlit night and where we sat we had a view out across the vast desert.

Andy and Gabe had similar tastes in music and knew quite a few of the same tunes.

They played a dozen covers from the top 100. Gabe knew all the Beatles hits and they covered them and The Stones and shared some of their own stuff. By the end of the evening they planned to play at the open mic together.

I walked past and kissed Gabe’s cheek on the way to bed. “Night Andy,” I said sweetly. I had kissed Brad’s cheek goodnight when I left him climbing into the back of the van.

We had our tent of course. Apparently the guys took turns with the back of the van and the front seat, as neither had any interest in having snakes crawl into bed with them at night.

Gabe crawled into the tent and cuddled up behind me. I was completely bare beneath a t-shirt and he felt up it to my tits. I thrust them against his hands and moaned and wiggled back against his quickly firming erection.

I reached back and felt for it and guided him. He surged into my heat and wetness, meeting no resistance at all.

“Uh babe you’re so hot.”

“Hmm I can’t help it all alone out here with three strong men.”

Gabe pulled out and I flipped over for him to get between my legs. He slammed back into me and I stifled a moan so the guys wouldn’t hear.

“Oh babe, you’re so fucking hot.”

“Mmm but it’s not fair,” I breathed into his ear. “What about them! We’ve got each other to have sex with and they haven’t got anyone.”

“Uh yeah, that’s… um we can’t help that babe. They have to get girlfriends. There’s nothing we can... uh fuck yeah,” Gabe groaned as the surge of tingles filled his cock.

He slammed into me. I raked his back with my nails and thrust with my pelvis, trying to grind against him.

“Uh sorry, couldn’t hold back.”

“Mmm it’s okay. It was still nice,” I said softly.

I giggled a little. “I already had an orgasm before you came to bed anyway. I did it myself coz I know what you’re like, Gabe.”

“Aw shit, again?”

“Well, unless you change your mind and want to invite those other two,” I teased into a kiss.


Chapter 9

I was being half serious. I accepted that Gabe didn’t want to swing with other men after what happened with Gerry, the old farm trucker guy.

Gabe thought it got out of his control and he didn’t like that. But I’d certainly be willing to allow these other men to have sex with me.

I liked the way they both looked at my legs all afternoon and I planned to wear a mini skirt for them tomorrow.

I’d spent two hours telling Brad my life story and listening to his. He was such an interesting guy with his stories about serving six years in the army after finishing school. Then he got an inheritance from his grandmother who passed away.

He talked about some kind of property development thing that I didn’t really understand. It sounded like he might be loaded though, and I found that very interesting too, since I’ve never had money or anything nice ever bought for me.

I guess I was dreaming a little up there on the rock in the moonlight, but his deep voice was enough to make me wet and in need of my fingers as soon as I crawled into the tent.

I thought about that whilst my current boyfriend snored into the bundle of clothes he was using for a pillow.

I reached back down between my legs and rubbed into the gooeyness from Gabe and how I imagined being after Brad.

I’d looked at his package and noticed it filled the crotch of his jeans and looked really big.

“Mmm I hope he’s big,” I muttered under my breath as I vibrated my fingers against my clit.

It was going to happen, wasn’t it? With just me and three guys spending all this time traveling across the country. Gabe would have to share me sooner or later.

“Mmm hopefully sooner,” I muttered some more as the direct stimulation against my clit sent me into orgasm again, where I’d gotten to on my own before Gabe came in.

Yes, I was sure I’d be allowed to give these other two sex on this trip across the desert. It was just a matter of talking my boyfriend into it.

I thought about that as I went to sleep and decided I’d have to use the little wash basin in the amenities to wash some panties.

I had four pairs I’d had to change the past few days because of dripping all day from the farm truck man.

I still had a few fresh pairs but would be needing more if it was going to be three men cumming inside me, and possibly multiple times each day once they knew they were allowed.

I mean it’s such a basic need for a guy, right? And I know what they’re like once you agree to let them do it inside you.  And since there’s really no limit to how many times you can take it, there’s no reason you can’t keep three men satisfied.

As long as they didn’t mind going one after the other when I’m all gooey. I certainly didn’t mind how much semen they pumped into me.

“Mmm as long as I have plenty of changes of panties,” I giggled to myself, talking to the sleeping face of my boyfriend.

He grunted like he was agreeing with me, though he was definitely asleep.

I awoke before him as usual the next morning and continued my thought train where it left off. I washed and rinsed my dirty panties and hung them out to dry. We were going hiking apparently, so hopefully no one would come along and steal them.

Brad had told me there were some steep trails to climb to get to a place called Wilpena Pound. It wasn’t far but he advised I should wear hiking boots if I had any.

I didn’t, but I had a pair of sneakers. I decided to wear shorts rather than give the guys too much of a flash climbing in a short skirt. I picked out a crop top that gaped a lot at the bottom so I could flash them my boobs though.

I love the way guys try to look up your shortie tops when you don’t wear a bra and I figured this might be a good way to tease Gabe back into a mood to share me.

I was getting plenty of looks just cooking breakfast and deliberately bending over. The three guys were sitting around the campfire watching me. I didn’t challenge Brad and Andy but glared teasingly at my boyfriend having a look over regularly.

We packed everything into the van and left my panties strung on the side of it in the sun. Which was embarrassing but also exciting that the two men were looking at them.

“Cute,” Brad whispered. “Pretty colours… I like the blue ones best,” he added, whispering even closer.

I held his eyes and bit my lip.

“No matching bras, I noticed.”

“Who says I need to wear a bra?” I teased back at him.

He glanced down and up from my boobs and grinned. “Not me.”

“Good, coz I don’t think women should have to if they don’t want.”

“No, me and my buddy were saying that very thing just now when you were cooking and we could see you weren’t wearing one. More power to you JJ.”

“Mmm thank you. I love the freedom and it’s more comfortable and cooler in hot weather.”

“Yeah definitely. All chicks’ tits look good too. All shapes and sizes. Yours are sexy, if you don’t mind me saying.”

I smiled. “I don’t mind you saying… or noticing.”

Brad smiled too. “So do you want to go ahead up the trail here? Let me and my buddy get looks at them?”

“Uh huh, since you’re driving us all the way to Perth, I suppose I could.”

“Haha perfect!”

“And if you take me to the beach I’ll show you properly… just so you know,” I teased and went on ahead to catch up with my boyfriend who was looking back at me all the time with a worried look on his face.

“What was he saying babe? I couldn’t hear.”

“Oh nothing, just that they like my top,” I teased.

“Aw hell I bet they do,” my boyfriend groaned. “You can see straight up it.”

The trail was narrow and not very clear in places. It was rocky and slippery when it got too steep. A few times I nearly tripped and one time I didn’t risk it and crawled up.

My boyfriend was in front helping me. The two other guys were close behind me, one either side and both looking directly up my top.

“There it is!” Brad said.

He had stopped climbing and turned to look out into an amphitheatre of small mountain peaks. It was quite amazing. There must have been twenty jagged monuments surrounding us and there was like a big crater below.

It was fascinating but I was also intensely aware of how much I was showing. Gabe had helped me up onto a rock and Brad and Andy were still below us.

I faced them and my nipples were hard and poking at my crop top. I held back my hair in the gusty updraft of warm morning breeze. The guys looked up and I couldn’t help enjoying the attention.

I thrust my chest forward until my nipples were only just covered by the bottom of my crop top.

I hoped Brad and Andy could see my nipples. I was sure they could, and they could definitely see the underside of my boobs.

I kept my arms raised and chest forward for them. Gabe looked at what I was doing and I grimaced guiltily at his frown.

He was behind me and squeezed my shoulders. “They can see everything with you doing that babe.”

“Impressive peaks, aren’t they?” Brad said with a smirk.

Andy chuckled. “Oh yeah impressive alright.”

I smiled through my blush and stretched down my top, making my nipples poke even more though.

“Yes those are impressive peaks!” I said, looking around the rim of the amphitheatre. “What is this place?”

“It’s called Wilpena Pound,” Brad explained. “I counted twenty-three peaks.” He smiled up again. “Twenty-five now.” The guys chuckled.

I smiled down at the two of them then looked back up at my boyfriend as he cuddled me from behind.

“You don’t mind us looking, do you Gabe? It’s hard not to.”

Gabe swallowed and nodded stiffly. “I s’pose not.”

The guys climbed up and stood with us. All eyes were on my chest now.

“It’s a damn good view up that top today,” Brad went on evenly. “Hey Andy?”

“Right on!” Andy agreed, making me blush deeper.

“I don’t know what the big deal is, they’re only boobs,” I challenged and bit down on my smile.

“Show us properly then?” Brad dared me.

I glared defiantly. “No!” I scolded but I thrust my chest up and forward again. Gabe’s arms had lowered from around me and he was holding my hips, virtually presenting me forward for these other guys to look at.

“Come on you’re teasing now. Have to show us properly,” Brad continued smiling.

“No!” I scolded. “Perverts!”

“Come on, all these mountain peaks are bare, aren’t they?” Brad went on with Andy staring intently now.

I had my arms down and was clutching my boyfriend’s hands on my hips. My top was covering me but I felt vulnerable with these guys looking at my hard poking nipples.

“Let’s just have a little look, yeah?” Brad asked Gabe, but it wasn’t really a question. “Let’s just have a little look-see,” he went on and I held my breath as he lifted my top with both hands and exposed my tits.

“Um don’t!” I told them but I thrust my boobs up and forward and was thrilling all inside.

“Ooh those are nice, hey Ands?”

Andy gulped. “Right on man!”

“Mmm I said I’d show you at the beach. But this isn’t a beach,” I scolded more but made no attempt to stop this.

Brad smirked at my protest. “You guys are into free-love aren’t you?” he asked Gabe and he felt one of my tits and pinched my aching nipple making my legs go weak.

Gabe swallowed hard. “I dunno, sort of,” he muttered.

“Like while we’re all travelling together like this at least?” Brad went on.

He was still feeling me. He nodded to his friend and he reached in beneath his arm and squeezed my other boob. My boyfriend released me to them.

Brad kept holding my top up whilst Andy took over feeling me.

Brad swept my hair behind my neck, gripped it and took me in a kiss. I swooned immediately and nearly crumpled in a puddle before Brad grabbed me.

“We heard you guys fucking in your tent last night,” Andy said. He chuckled. “We can’t even jack off sharing the van, hey Brad?”

Brad chuckled too. “It was hard listening to you guys going at it.”

“Yeah well we’re going steady so..!” Gabe defended.

“Yeah man, groovy!” Brad agreed. “We’re just saying, you know.”

I sucked in a big breath. Andy had stopped feeling me so Brad did again. He was softly fondling whilst keeping my top pulled up.

“Well, no one’s having me here on a rock or in the dirt there,” I told them all. “I think I should get the bed in the van and you guys can have turns sleeping with me. That’d be the fairest way, wouldn’t it?”

“Right on!” Andy grinned and I rolled my eyes at him, blushing deeper at the excited look in his eyes.

Brad pulled my top back down into place. “Groovy.”

“Yeah but just at night then. Not every five minutes!” Gabe said and pulled me away from these other two men, pushing me behind himself defensively.

They chuckled. “Fair enough man,” Brad said. “Me and Andy can toss to see who goes first tonight then, yeah? Since you had a go last night.”

My boyfriend was flushing red in the face but nodded in agreement.

It sounded fair to me that one of these other guys should have me tonight, since they’d both be banked up with no chance of a release, probably in days since they left the east coast.

We made our way back down the rocky trail with all three guys vying for who would help me down any steep bits. I suddenly felt like the princess and that thrilled me too.

I kept wondering if they were seriously going to toss a coin tonight, and if so, which one of them was going to win me.

Andy was very good looking with his long blond hair and perfect smile. Brad was even more attractive due to his obvious maturity, and he was more muscular too.

I was feeling thirsty for the cum they’d both have banked up ready to pump into me. I wouldn’t mind them cumming in my mouth this first time. I could enjoy it that way, but the thirst was more so in my pussy and deeper in my belly.

I loved getting it from the older farm trucker man the other day. I liked having sex with my boyfriend too of course, but it was more exciting with strangers.

I got changed in the amenities when we got back to our campsite. The guys were waiting when I came out wearing my shortest skirt and pretty yellow floral panties. At least I hoped the guys would think my panties were pretty.

Their eyes were on them as soon as I sat in the back seat and attempted unsuccessfully to stretch my skirt down to cover them.


Chapter 10

They could see everything up my skirt and my nipples were poking at my top again.

We were travelling on a desert highway but the countryside changed quickly to brown grassy fields and little patches of forest.

We chatted and laughed and listened to music on the radio now that we weren’t far from Adelaide city.

Brad drove the first few hours but switched with Andy when we stopped for coffee and snacks. Gabe stayed in the back with me. I sat in the middle so both guys could turn or glance over their shoulders to look up my skirt.

I rested back against my boyfriend and he held me around the waist, his hand on my bare belly. I lay back against him with my feet apart and my knees together.

“What?” I defended whilst Brad sat sideways with an arm hooked over the back of the front seat.  His eyes travelled up and down my body.

“Those really are pretty ones today,” he said, after having mentioned that half a dozen times already.

He touched my knee and squeezed a little. He rubbed upward and back, his fingers on the inside of my thigh. Andy spun his head back to see. Once then again, gawking excitedly. Brad continued stroking and squeezing.

I said nothing but braced my butt off the seat and my nails dug into my boyfriend’s thigh where I was clutching tight.

Gabe couldn’t see my panties. My denim skirt just covered them from the angle he was viewing from, looking down my slender body.

Brad’s hand travelled upward again, his fingers disappearing from Gabe’s view too. When he paused there I clutched his leg tighter.

“They’re so soft too,” Brad said.

Gabe knew he must have been touching my crotch.

He gulped hard. I drew a big breath and held it.

“Oh yeah, so soft and warm,” Brad went on distractedly as his hand continued moving a little. His fingers were beneath the line of my hem and deep between my slightly parted thighs.

He looked up at me. “You feel wet through them already.”

“Hmm, how could I not be with you doing that,” I defended.

Brad nodded. “And do you really mean that about wanting to be fair to us and let us have a release when we need it? Like as a mutual favour?”

“Uh huh, I mean it. I don’t want you guys to have to be frustrated all day driving like this. I’d rather you had a chance to feel relaxed, and I know how it works, the way you men need sex all the time.”

“Oh yeah we need it,” Andy said, staring back anxiously again. “I’m gonna fucking explode here before tonight.”

I giggled and squirmed too as Brad felt more firmly into my crotch.

“How about we find somewhere to park and you let us get these first built up loads off so we can start relaxing then?” Brad suggested. “How would that be?”

I drew another big breath and expelled. “Do you mean inside me down there or in my mouth?”

“Aw fuck!” Andy groaned and gawked back again but the van swerved and he had to grab the wheel and correct it urgently.

“Alright man. Find somewhere to pull over before you kill us,” Brad told him.

He looked back at me, ignoring Gabe completely. “How would you prefer this first time Jordan. Do you want to blow us or would you rather we fuck you?”

“Umm, can we make the bed in the back and you have turns with me while you others keep watch?”

Brad smiled. “So to fuck you, then?”

I nodded. “I’ll do the other too sometimes, but I’d rather you have full sex with me this first time, please?”

“Aw fuck, here’s somewhere,” Andy said and pulled off the road at an empty soccer field on the edge of a small town.

There was shady parking under a huge sprawling tree. He pulled in there and turned off the van. The guys got out and Gabe took me aside and stood cuddling me with my back to him whilst they lifted the back seat and rolled out the bedding.

“Is this okay?” I asked, peering back up at my boyfriend.

He nodded and gulped. “Yeah I guess it’s best to get it over and done with.”

The guys were all set within a couple of minutes.

They both approached. Brad held out his hand to me. “We talked. I’m up first.”

Gabe released me to the guy. He led me to the van and in through the side door. Gabe was expecting him to close the door but he left it open. They could see him crawling between my bent-up legs.

Brad pulled my pretty yellow floral panties from beneath me and dropped them on the floor of the van. They draped there hanging out the doorway a little.

The guy pushed down his jeans and jocks and lowered to me with his bare butt flexing taut.

He thrust once, then again, then he slammed home and I let out a little cry.

The guy started humping and grinding against my spread legs. He had them bouncing along with the whole van. We could hear him slapping against me and you could just make out the squelch of our coupling as he plunged in and out of me.

Gabe stood stunned to silence and unable to move, his hand covering his mouth.

The guy beside him was craning to see into the van better and was massaging what looked like a huge erection through his board shorts.

Brad hooked my bent up legs with his arms and pinned me in place. He kept thumping into me. His body was rigid and suspended above me. Just his hips rotated and his butt cheeks clenched with each surge.

I cried out again. It sounded like I was having an orgasm but Gabe knew I never did during regular sex, only when I used my fingers. But he could see both my hands were on the guy’s back and my nails were digging in.

Actually my nails were digging into his butt, which was clenched tight and quivering now.

“Yah fuck yeah,” Brad groaned low and deep, and he pulled back and slammed home between my legs and held still. He groaned his pleasure as he released inside me.

Andy slapped a hand on Gabe’s shoulder. “Aww man, this is fucking groovy of you letting us have a turn with your girlfriend. Fucking right on!”

Gabe gulped hard and took a breath. “Yeah, like we said. It’s only fair.”

“Haha I’ll give her fair in a minute. Come on Brad, my fucking turn!” he called out excitedly.

Brad lifted to his hands and knees. Gabe saw his cock coming out of me. It was still stiff and was shiny wet.

Gabe had edged closer with Andy and they looked in through the door. My skirt was around my middle but my top was gone and my tits were shuddering as I drew big breaths. My face was flushed pink and my eyes were alight.

Brad was still between my feet, so my legs were partially open and the guys could see where my pubic hair was wet and parted, revealing the pink lips of my pussy. They were split open too and a trickle of cum leaked out of me.

“You up for sloppy seconds?” Brad teased Andy. They were both looking at where he’d been inside me.

I covered myself with a hand and glared indignantly. “Don’t call it that!” I scolded and smiled.

“I’m up for sloppies anyway man, get out the way, yeah!”

The two of them laughed. Gabe could only gulp and stare.

Brad crawled back out of the van pulling up his jeans and Andy crawled in pushing his boardshorts down and freeing a huge erection. My eyes widened at the sight of it. I bit down on my lip and rested back as the guy lowered on top of me.

“Mmm careful with that,” I said to him.

He smiled even broader then felt around down between us, snarling in concentration.

“Ahh!” I cried as he thrust. “Careful, ahh, ahh!”

I clawed his chest but he crushed me to him and started humping wildly.

Brad stared transfixed. Gabe did too.

“Ahh ahh, ahh huh, huh,” I moaned as my breath was thumped from me.

I stopped pushing against the guy on top of me and started clawing his back.

My legs were wide and they lifted. I crossed my ankles and hooked my heels into his butt, pulling him into fucking me now.

Gabe could see the guy’s huge balls slapping into the wetness of my crotch and gooey anus. He was virtually pulling my cunt inside out and reaming it as he thrust and surged back into me.

I went off. I cried out in orgasm again before the surfer guy humping me slammed home and held still as his big balls clenched up tight and pulsated.

He was trembling and I was too. I panted little whimpers beneath him.

He pulled back and withdrew almost the full length of his horse cock, then he surged and held firm again with his balls still pulsating.

“Oh that’s so deep,” I said and clawed at his butt. “Ooh I love that!”

“Haha just gotta get you used to it,” Andy chuckled. “You squealed like a stuck pig.”

“I am not a pig!” I laughed and slapped his butt now, but I gripped it again and squirmed myself open over the guy’s cock. “Don’t you dare call me a pig!” I scolded some more.

“Ha, I said like one, not that you were one,” Andy defended and gave another little thrust. “Squealed like a stuck one, didn’t ya!”

“Mmm well I bet you’d squeal too, getting stuck with something like that. Oh my god you’re so huge!”

The guy was still fucking me. He was holding my knees and keeping my legs spread whilst watching his dick go in and out.

There was semen oozing from around his shaft. The head appeared and stretched me even wider then popped out. We could see a pool of cum where I was gaping open and all pink-looking inside.

“Are you sure you’re safe? We’re not gonna knock you up?” Brad asked, looking up too.

I covered my pussy with my hand. I was biting my grin and blushing. I shook my head. “I’m fine for now and the next few days. I should be until the weekend at least.”

“Uh okay good, we’ll be in Perth by then, so good to take care of us like this all the way across, yeah?”

“Uh huh, of course,” I agreed sweetly. “I hope that took care of you both for now.”

The two of them chuckled together. I pulled my panties back on after Gabe picked them up off the floor of the Kombi and handed them to me.

Andy crawled back out of the van and they all watched me pulling on my top and fixing my miniskirt.

“I say we take that turn right there,” Brad said pointing to a road sign. “Let’s veer north of Adelaide and head down the western side of the bay. “If we drive into the night we could make it to Point Sinclair for a surf in the morning.”

That was a slight change of plans but it suited us as it was more directly west towards our destination. We got back on the road and Brad explained.

“This’ll save us a day of driving and give us more time to stop along the way for other activities, now that they’re on offer.”

I glared incredulously then smiled gleefully. Gabe met Brad’s look but the guy intimidated him with his maturity. Gabe swallowed hard and nodded.

“I reckon we should be treated to some more care for every 500 kilometres,” Andy said and grinned back. “What do you say JJ?”

I glared defiantly again. “How many miles is that?”

“Yeah man, stick to miles hey. It’s confusing enough with the speed signs,” Brad agreed with me. “That’s about 350 miles. Probably cover twice that a day if we want to be in Perth by Sunday.”

“Okay, so are you saying you both want sex twice a day?” I asked, smiling sweetly now. “Is that how much we have to pay for our fare? And what about food.”

Brad squeezed my knee and rubbed up my thigh. “Does that sound fair to you, Gabe?”

My boyfriend’s entire body flushed with tingles that heated his face.

He gulped hard again and nodded.

“Yeah, sounds fair,” he agreed and I squeezed his hand in my lap. The heat from my cum-filled pussy warmed the back of his fingers.


Part 4: Shared in the Kombie Van

Chapter 11

We had arrived at the surf beach the guys wanted to visit at two in the morning. We’d driven nine hours straight since our last stop, including ducking and weaving around kangaroos that didn’t know the ‘look left, look right’ rule when crossing the road.

Of course the last stop was when both guys had sex with me.

We quickly set up the tent on arrival and Gabe camped in there with Andy.

Brad had already established he‘d be the first one to sleep with me so he had taken me to bed in the back of the Kombi van.

Gabe watched and listened carefully through the dead of night and noticed nothing. But just on dawn he saw the Kombi van bouncing.

He swallowed hard at the knot in his throat and the heaviness of his chest as he knew this older, more mature man was fucking me again.

Andy sat up beside him and looked out the tent flap. “Right on man, Brad’s doing JJ again haha.”

He rubbed at his long blond locks and pushed them back then tied them in a band.

“I’m gonna hit the surf man. Wanna come? You could use Brad’s board.”

“No thanks, I don’t surf.”

“Oh yeah right. That’s a drag man. You gotta try it.”

The guy left and whooped as he banged on the side of the Kombi jogging past.

Brad soon came from the back of the van, grabbed his surfboard and jogged off towards the crashing surf and the rising summer sun.

The beach was deserted otherwise. It was a remote spot on the southern coast of the country. It had been a good hour since we last passed a town.

Gabe flopped back down and got some more sleep. He didn’t usually awaken early and he’d been up all night stressed over me being in the van with Brad.

When he awoke the guys were still surfing and I was sunbathing topless and chatting with two other guys holding surfboards. I was smiling up at them, thrusting my tits.

When they jogged off to the surf Gabe sat beside me. He looked at my tits and up to meet my defiant smile.

“So Brad fucked you again this morning?”

“Yes, and I owe Andy one too now that we’ve travelled another 350 miles.”

Gabe nodded. “Yeah it was more like 500 last night.”

“Uh huh. I wonder if Andy’s going to want to before we leave? Brad said he wanted to be on the road again before lunchtime. He wants to get to Perth by Sunday and said we need to keep moving.”

“Yeah I might pack the tent then. I wanna get going too. There’s nothing to eat and I’m starved.”

“Yeah me too,” I agreed but turned my head and smiled as an old guy approached carrying a surfboard. He had come from the sand dunes behind where we were sitting.

“Morning, perfect day for it isn’t it?” he greeted us and stopped to stretch.

His sharp old eyes were all over my tits.

“Yes it’s a fab day for a surf by the looks,” I replied gaily.

The man looked out at the surf but kept stretching and his gaze roamed around and settled on me again. I was resting back on my hands with my tits up and forward. I looked down at them but lifted my gaze to look at the old guy again.

He smirked back and forth from me to Gabe. “It’s a nice day for sunbathing too, yeah? We don’t get a lot of pretty girls like at the city beaches nowadays.”

“Hmm I’m sure you get lots of pretty girls camping here. It’s so beautiful,” I contended smilingly.

The old guy chuckled. “Oh no we don’t. I’d know if we did, I can tell you.”

I giggled along and my tits wobbled.

“Sorry, I’ve never been to a city beach, only heard of them,” the man explained. “I’ve never actually seen a woman topless sunbathing before.”

“Hmm I see. Well, I’m pleased to be your first,” I told the guy.

He nodded, kept smiling and checked back and forth but there was no one else on the beach.

“So you don’t mind, son? Are you girlfriend and boyfriend?”

Gabe swallowed. “I dunno, I don’t mind,” he fibbed.

“I’m just being natural,” I continued and kept my boobs thrust upward for the guy. “None of the guys have got shirts on either, and neither have you.”

“Haha but we’ve got nothing to hide, nothing to see,” the old guy went on and lit a cigarette, offering us one.

We both accepted and lit up too. Gabe didn’t smoke all the time but liked to occasionally, as did I. We’d been smoking a lot on the drive as both Brad and Andy do as well.

The old guy sat with us and casually stared at my tits the whole time until Brad and Andy came from the surf. We packed the tent in the Kombi and headed off to find something to eat.

We followed the dirt track back to the main road and there was nothing for a good hour before we reached the Eyre Highway westbound and found a roadhouse with a café.

We ate and filled up on coffee and grabbed a bunch of chips and some cold drinks. It was apparently another few hours' drive to the next roadhouse.

We headed off and Gabe drove.

“Come on JJ, how about some relief?” Andy asked.

He was in the back seat with me.

I smiled through my blush, my eyes alight.

“Hmm right here like this?” I asked submissively and my boyfriend’s cock flexed in his pants at the sweet sound of my voice.

I was guided down and leant across the seat to suck Andy’s cock. He had his pants pulled down enough for me to get at it. I held the huge pole and sucked and moaned over the head until the guy groaned and held my head down.

“Mmm hmmm, mmm, mmm,” I moaned as my mouth was flooded with cum.

I lifted and did a big swallow and drew a breath. “Mmm yucky,” I said but lowered and resumed sucking.

“Here man, switch places,” Brad said and he climbed over the back of his seat. Andy stood and pulled up his pants and tipped over to the front seat beside Gabe.

Brad pushed down his pants and I dutifully took his cock into my mouth and started bobbing my head.

Brad’s cock wasn’t as huge as Andy’s. I was able to suck it into my mouth a lot further, the way I did with Gabe’s.

I stopped and lifted to push back my hair and smile at the guys with red puffy lips. “So this is our fare paid until tonight at least, right?”

The guys chuckled and agreed. “Yeah go on hippie chick, this’ll get you guys another 350 miles,” Brad said and snarled down at me taking his cock back into my mouth.

“Haha, is that 350 miles per swallow or per double blowjob?” Andy chuckled watching excitedly.

“Hmm, yours was already two big swallows,” I told him. “And it was extra yucky!” I scolded and resumed bobbing my head and sucking the other guy off.

Brad lasted longer than Gabe ever did with my blowjobs. He finally bucked and had my eyes popping open as he shot his load in my mouth.

After he’d finished getting his release he told Gabe to pull over. He took the wheel and Gabe got in the back and got a blowjob from me as well.

“Yeah suck it,” Andy urged me on, already feeling his cock and no doubt filling his balls for his next turn.


Chapter 12

We travelled a long straight desert highway all day and made camp halfway across the Nullarbor Plain that night.

I was to sleep with Andy. He took me to bed and screwed me twice through the night. Then in the morning I was taken back into the Kombi and Brad got me to suck him off again.

He produced another nice big load for me to swallow. I absolutely loved it from him in particular, as there was something about his maturity, without being a whole generation older than me like my first grown-man boyfriend had been.

We drove again all day without a hill or a tree in sight, just scrubby desert plants and the curvature of the red earth in all directions.

At camp that night we’d taken a turn-off and found a billabong with lovely clear water where we were able to have a bath.

I had mine before we ate. Brad was in the billabong swimming with a bar of soap after the meal and Gabe was cleaning up. It was his turn to do dishes.

I knew the men would be ready for a release again.

Andy would have to go first, as I was sleeping with Brad again tonight.

“Hi,” I said to the guy, blushing at his beautiful blond surfer smile.

That was it, my plan was exhausted. I had no idea what else to say and couldn’t even mumble anything.

Andy took my hand and guided me into the back of the van. He knew I was his to do with as he pleased again. His eyes caressed me and his hand came to rest upon the small of my back.

I lay there whilst he moved around me, examining me and ending up in front, facing me squarely. His eyes lifted from my legs to meet my gaze.

“Show me your tits again,” he said, his tone polite but firm.

I reached behind my back and unclipped my bikini top. My breasts moved free from the restriction, falling slightly and swaying a little as I reached up to undo the clasp behind my neck.

I gathered my bikini top and lowered my hands, exposing myself completely.

“Are you going to have me again now?” I heard myself ask.

He felt one of my tits, bending to suck the nipple into his mouth as I saw his cock lifted and firmed.

I moaned and took hold of his head. He cupped my tit from beneath and sucked away at it. He held me close with his other arm.

I was trembling and my heart was racing. He released my nipple and stopped to watch himself as he squeezed my other tit. I stroked his head again and nursed him closer, encouraging him.

He opened his lips over my nipple and sucked that one. I moaned again and writhed beneath him. I was his to take as he pleased.

I remained completely submissive as he massaged and kissed all over my breasts, whilst feeling up my sides and down over my hips. The gentle caress sent tingles through me.

He moved one hand over my free nipple and rolled it between his thumb and finger as my entire body undulated. I moaned constantly.

I lay back fully on the mattress as he forced his hand between my legs, making them part a little.

He felt into the crotch of my bikini pants.

I clung to the guy’s head whilst he mauled my breasts, sending bolts of sheer ecstasy through my body.

I ground myself against his hand, feeling his fingers search deep into my pussy. His palm rubbed against my clit.

I tried to fight off the climax that was building so quickly. I wanted to wait until he was ready to cum himself, or at least until he was inside me.

But my orgasm surged and exploded, thumping through me making me writhe and moan out loud and clamp my legs together, crushing the guy’s arm.

He held me firmly whilst I grabbed his head in both hands.

With my orgasm fading I felt my legs being opened again. I allowed it and clung to him and buried my face in his neck whilst he pulled my body forward. I had to lie all the way back again as he held my butt up in mid-air.

It was obvious what was going to happen now. I was being positioned for him to fuck again. For him to take his payment for distance travelled.

Oh my god I loved that I had to pay like this!

I bit down on a naughty grin and clung to the guy with my head turned away.

I stared at the carpeted wall of the Kombi van as I felt the head of his penis pressing against my pussy. It felt nice and big and it opened me and sunk in. It was thick and stretched me.

He rocked forward and inserted it until it filled me. I squeaked and bit his powerful shoulder. He pulled back and I held a breath as he pushed forward again. He filled me this time and probed so much deeper than I was used to with Gabe.

Andy gently pulled back and inserted again to the same depth. I could feel he hadn’t pressed firmly against me yet, that there was more of the thick shaft to be inserted.

“It’s so huge,” I uttered. “I don’t know if I... ahh, huh,”

“Nearly there baby,” he said, and he surged forward and filled me to the depth I remembered from the first time. It felt strange, slightly painful, but the discomfort was dissipating quickly as he held himself fully inside me.

“Okay?” he asked. He was so much more patient than the first time too.

“Uh huh,” I uttered, thinking he had obviously been patient with girls before. “You’re really huge in me but it’s okay.”

“Right on,” he groaned and started moving out and in slowly, steadily, hypnotically.

In… out... in… out… in…

The long, slow strokes were building my orgasm again and I desperately thrust myself forward as it hit.

The guy’s massive shaft impaled me and my body suddenly clenched and my pussy contracted and pulsed around the thing.

Andy waited until I relaxed a little then resumed fucking me, determined to reach his own climax.

He had a powerful arm clamped around my waist and another one around my shoulders, holding me in place. He was spearing his cock into me.

“Uh god that’s so deep,” I said, clawing at his bare back. “Oh god fuck me.”

His lithe surfer body was hard and fixed in place, and his hips were thrusting powerfully between my spread open thighs. I could feel him begin to tense with each inward thrust.

Suddenly he jammed his cock in as deep as he could and held still. He let out a guttural grunt.

I felt the massive shaft inside me throb, and as it did my body naturally exploded into orgasm again.

I grabbed the guy’s shoulders and surrendered myself completely, relaxing on him and allowing him to inseminate me nice and deep.

My body was limp in his arms, and as his climax subsided he lifted a little so he could see my tits again whilst squishing in me. He was obviously enjoying the very wet and very hot little gash between my legs.

He was still firm enough to slip in and out. He lifted my knees and kept me spread open whilst he enjoyed the feel a while longer.

He bent to my tits again and sucked in a nipple. His cock was still quite firm. He started fucking me again.

“Mmm okay, but just quickly please,” I uttered and opened my legs wider.

I remained limp and non-responsive as long as my pussy was hot and still nice and tight. It’s all he needed from me. And with my legs spread so wide and out of his way, he used my body to slowly and relentlessly work up to a second climax.

I was relieved when he finally tensed and ejaculated again. It had been too long with my pussy stretched like this.

I didn’t want to end up sore and unable to take it next time.

I could feel his cock throbbing and I remained completely submissive, impaled on his thick shaft as it continued to pulse.

He finally collapsed and rolled off to lie on the floor of the Kombi gasping for breath.

I gathered my bikini top and fixed it into place and found my bikini pants and pulled them on.

I glared defiantly at the guy smirking up at me and left him there. I went and dived into the billabong.

I had a lovely swim and soothed my throbbing pussy. I took an hour and cooled off completely whilst Gabe and Andy played guitar and Brad watched me.

I got out and dried off. I dressed then sat listening to my boyfriend and his new musician friend practice what they would be playing at the festival open mic.

I listened for another hour until the sun was setting then I kissed my boyfriend’s cheek. “I’ll just go and let Brad have sex with me, okay?”

Gabe took a big breath and nodded. “Like, right now?”

“Uh huh. I think he’s waiting, don’t you?”

“Aw hell baby.”

“Mmm, and I want to feel him on top of me again Gabe. I don’t know about him but I can’t wait any longer.”

“Aw shit.”

“I want his cock inside me,” I breathed into my boyfriend’s ear. “Are you going to watch?”

Gabe gulped hard and nodded.

“Okay.” I kissed his cheek again. “I should still be okay for a few more days. I don’t think I’m due to ovulate yet.”

“Oh right. So to ovulate… that means..?”

“It means when a man can get me pregnant, but I want it without any protection and for you all to keep cumming inside me till then,” I whispered teasingly and left my boyfriend sitting there.

I was almost shuddering with nervous tension as I approached the Kombi van. I stood there leaning back against the open sliding door with my hands behind my back.

Brad glanced once, then again and stared at me. His eyes roamed down and up my body.

I lifted my dress, gathering it all the way up to my neck showing him my bare breasts and the pretty pink panties I’d chosen for this evening.

“Take it off,” he ordered me. My body lit up with a rush of tingles that exploded through me and centred in my pussy.

He dropped the wax thing he was using on his surfboard and took a few steps toward me. I looked from him to the unmade bed in the van and back again, wringing my hands in front of my pussy.

Brad smirked a grin and looked back and forth from the bed too.

I crawled into the van and kept watching him over my shoulder as I knelt on the mattress.

He was already ripping at his jeans. He knew what I wanted.

I bent over onto my hands and knees and turned my head, no longer looking back at him. I looked straight ahead and stared at the back window of the Kombi van as I felt him crawling on his knees behind me.

I took and held a big breath as he touched my lower back. He stripped my pretty pink panties down my thighs to my knees.

His strong fingers inserted into my delicate little pussy and opened my slick petals. I said nothing and neither did he.

I continued to stare straight ahead, but my eyes popped open when I felt the head of this man’s cock open me and sink in.

I was obviously slick. I flared my hips, arching and presenting myself for servicing. He held my shoulders and forced his cock all the way in with one fluid motion.

He was balls deep in me and I flared my hips even further, trying to offer him complete access.

Brad started humping me slowly, keeping his cock mostly embedded and stirring the juice deep inside me.

He gripped my sides, pressing his fingers into the bottom of my tits. He remained fully up me whilst he felt and massaged them, tweaking my nipples and making me pant and almost go into orgasm right then.

He started withdrawing his length then sinking back into me. He was pulling slowly back until his cockhead spread the lips of my pussy, then slid back into my depths.

His movements were slow and agonising. I almost orgasmed again.

He picked up pace and started humping me more forcefully.

He was getting close and beginning to lose control. He was pounding against my butt, and I concentrated on keeping my hips flared to accommodate him.

He was so wonderfully heavy on my back and my arms were giving way when he latched onto my neck with his teeth.

I moaned and almost tipped over the edge into orgasm once more, but he changed pace again and stopped thrusting. He rammed his cock into me and held still.

I felt his cock throb and begin to pulse, inseminating me. He was mating me now and the thought of it tipped me over that edge.

My tender young pussy clamped around his throbbing cock and sucked on it. His pulses of potent sperm gushed against my cervix as I saw my boyfriend’s eye bulging through a gap in the back window curtain.

“Mmm, I can feel that,” I moaned back over my shoulder. “That’s so deep in me.”

“Ooh fuck, I’ve been wanting to do that all day baby,” he growled into my ear. “Suck on those balls now, there’s a good little hippie chick. Empty them for me.”

“Uh huh, I’m a very good little hippie chick.”


Chapter 13

We drove another long boring day through the desert.

The trees gradually became taller and the landform undulated after the past two days of completely flat and lifeless terrain.

This would be our final night on the road.

We made camp at Wave Rock, a massive formation of red and grey granite a hundred yards long and 15 yards high. It looked like a prehistoric wave petrified in time.

We made camp right beneath it but Gabe was the only one in the tent. Brad and Andy both slept in the van with me and had turns fucking me through the night.

The bouncing Kombi awoke my boyfriend four times before morning.

From Wave Rock it was only a morning’s drive into the suburbs of Perth. We arrived at a brand new suburban development called Royal Oaks Estate.

Brad owned a huge mansion there. His house was the ex-display home apparently, a top-of-the-range five-bedroom, three-bathroom two storey house atop the hill in the middle of the gated community.

“Yeah, I’m a little bit rich, you might say,” he joked after having spent the last week incognito, pretending to be like us poor hippie/surfer types.

We were given bedrooms and invited to stay a few nights. I was no longer safe to have unprotected sex with though, and the guys left me alone, apart from the odd sucking.

The whole free-love swinger thing had been too freaky for Gabe anyway and he’d had enough watching and listening to me being fucked.

On the Friday morning we said our goodbyes to Brad. He had business to attend to and wasn’t coming to the festival weekend at the city park.

“Come on JJ, let’s go” Gabe called to me. I had hung back and was talking in low tones with Brad. He was asking me something I knew my boyfriend wouldn’t be happy about. I was shaking my head and gradually backing away.

I ended up hanging out the open window of the Kombi van waving and smiling back at Brad.

We were finally away though and Gabe was relieved. Brad was too old for us and he definitely intimidated him.

Andy was completely different. He was a year younger than Gabe and they were getting on great. They had a set of three rock numbers they were going to play at the open mic.

We set up camp with a thousand other people in vans and tents.

The music kicked off and went all Saturday with local and interstate bands. On the Sunday there were some international acts, none of them familiar or popular yet, but all pretty good.

The open mic was on Sunday night and Andy and Gabe got a chance to play their set of three Beatles, Stones and Neil Diamond covers.

They did great and managed to pick up a contact. He suggested they could play a few gigs down south where Andy was headed for his surfing contest at Margaret River.

He and Gabe were a band now. They needed to find themselves a drummer and maybe someone for keyboard.

They’d met a lot of other musicians at the festival weekend though, and plenty were heading down to the surf contest and another smaller music festival there.

When it was time to head south Gabe said to me, “Come on let’s go, Andy’s waiting!”

I was still holding my haversack. He had the Kombi door open ready for me to toss it in.

I hung back. Gabe wondered what I was waiting for.

“What’s the matter baby? Are you gonna jump in?”

I grimaced. I looked back and forth from a bus stop across the street.

“What?” Gabe asked again. His heart started to thump.

“Um, I don’t want to go Gabe. I like it here in Perth. I don’t want to go on the road again.”

“Huh? What?” my boyfriend cried. “But we have to. This is a great opportunity for us!”

I took a step back. Not forward.

I grimaced again. “It’s a great opportunity for you. Not me.”

“Aw hell, but…!” Gabe thumbed towards the Kombi. Andy was looking back through the open door.

“So what are you gonna do then? Where will you go?” he asked.

He suddenly felt calm, relieved in fact. The feeling washed over him.

“I mean I’m cool with it if you don’t wanna come. All that freaky swinger stuff got to me anyway.”

Emotions he’d been holding in suddenly came to the surface.

“You’re too funky for me anyway Jordan. I dunno how you can just let guys fuck you all the time like you do.”

“Hmm I see.” I blushed and my eyes narrowed. “I think we need to say goodbye Gabe. I don’t want to have a fight with you.”

He pulled the side door shut on the Kombi. He didn’t know what I was going to do here in a big city all on my own. But he was relieved to be rid of me all of a sudden.

I had most of our cash anyway, so at least I could catch a train home or something if that’s what I was going to do.

Gabe got in the Kombi and closed the door.

“You cool man?” Andy asked.

“Yeah man just drive,” he told him, and they drove away leaving me watching after them until they turned the corner and were gone.


Chapter 14

I knew exactly where I was going.

Brad had asked me last Friday to stay and I’d nearly said yes.

I caught the bus near to where he lived and walked the rest of the way, lugging my too-heavy haversack.

I knocked on his door. Butterflies fluttered in my belly and I suddenly felt anxious. What if he’d changed his mind or wanted to move on too?

He answered and thankfully beamed a huge smile at me. My anxiety immediately dissipated.

I was pulled inside and my haversack was tossed aside. Brad led me upstairs straight to his master bedroom. I was instantly in heaven.

I scooted back on his luxurious heavenly bed and he crawled over me. I held the man’s head with one hand and held my dress up with the other. The feeling of his mouth and tongue made my legs weak and my pussy engine crank up a notch.

One of his hands moved up my inner thigh as he continued sucking on my belly. His fingers pressed into the crotch of my panties.

My belly was tingling wildly in response, making me keep my grip on his hair and lift my butt off the bed.

Brad kissed upward and helped me lift my dress higher until we uncovered my bikini top.

He stretched a cup aside and sucked half of my left tit into his mouth. He brushed my nipple with his tongue whilst rubbing the crotch of my panties into my pussy.

He sucked hard on my left tit then switched to the other, again covering it with his mouth and brushing my nipple. He massaged it with his tongue and made me writhe and grind down against his fingers that were rubbing oh so nice and working me open over them.

"Oh yeah such a hot little hippie chick," the man groaned.

I kept hold of my bunched-up dress whilst he leant back and tilted his head to look at the pretty panties I’d picked out to show him today.

"Oh yes, very nice," he groaned as he held my hip and looked at me. Then he slipped a finger through the waistband on my hip and peeled my panties down, making my belly shudder and my legs shake.

He peered up and kissed my belly again. “I won’t fuck you preggers okay? I’ll pull out.”

I swallowed and sucked in a breath. “Okay.”

My panties were lowered down my thighs and past my knees. The tiny garment was removed from my feet as my brain exploded with delicious anticipation.

The man, my new lover, sat beside me looking at my pussy. I was lying flat with my legs together and my dress still up above my bikini top. The cups were still pulled aside and my tits poked out of them.

Brad kissed my mons, making my belly shudder wildly. He peered up. "Do you want fingers or just tongue this time?"

I gulped hard again. “Um…” I couldn’t get words out and had to clear my throat.

The guy smiled. “So just leave it to me then.”

I nodded quickly and gulped again. “Yes master.”

I blushed deeply to myself. I had no idea where that came from.

Brad undid my bikini top and discarded it then sucked on one of my tits again.

“Oh yeah, I’m your master alright,” he growled and looked up at me. He lifted one of my legs aside but didn’t touch my tingling pussy yet.

“Um I don’t know why I said that,” I defended but my chest shuddered and my voice ended in a whimper.

Brad rubbed down my thigh then spread and cupped my pussy. I whimpered again. He remained latched onto a nipple whilst my tit wobbled against his whiskery face.

He pushed my dress up and over my head, leaving it wrapped around my arms as he felt into my wetness. He parted my pussy lips and found me slick and quivering with anticipation.

He inserted his middle finger and found I was searing hot inside, so he forced it in deeper and rubbed back against my magic spot. My body arched off the bed making me moan. He quickly switched to my other tit and sucked it hard whilst rubbing deep inside with his finger.

I spread my legs and had my feet flat on his massive bed with my hips up gyrating against his hand. My juices were squelching and dripping into my butt.

My new master kissed his way down my body and sucked on my clit. I moaned and panted and my face contorted in ecstasy.

He carefully withdrew his finger from inside me and lifted my leg over his shoulder. He got between my thighs.

He covered my slit with his mouth and started stimulating it with his tongue. He sliced through it and swirled around my little button, circling and flicking over it then pressed hard and massaged back and forth.

He relented and stuck his tongue into me nice and deep, tasting my sweet young juices and sucking on my folds. He ate into me, making me moan and pant and grind my pussy against his face.

Then he suddenly attacked my clit again and forced his finger back up me.

I moaned wildly and braced up off the bed again. He felt my tits. Squeezing and tweaking one nipple then the other.

He was finger fucking me and lashing and sucking on my clit. My body remained arched up off the bed, my hips gyrating wildly and my mind trying to grasp all the delicious, intense sensations.

My hands gripped the pillow above my head and my dress was still around my wrists.

Brad felt me orgasm on his finger. My pussy had clamped tight and was pulsing whilst my belly tensed and convulsed. He kept his finger all the way up and sucked softly on my clit. He kept me in orgasm.

He guided me through several peaks of intensity, gradually withdrawing his fingers as I started to come down. He finally relented from his tongue massage of my sensitive little button, allowing my body to ease back to the bed and settle.

"Oh my god!" I panted. "Oh wow that was amazing!"

"Haha, it was good yeah?" Brad looked up and down my body. He watched my tits shudder as I panted some calming breaths. His face was wet with my juices. “Did my little hippie chick like that?”

"Um it was so fab," I said. "That was so intense I can't stop shaking."

I continued panting and my tits kept jiggling. I had my legs closed modestly and Brad continued stroking me watching my body quiver.

I began to blush as my orgasm subsided. I lay there with my clothing still up around my wrists. I was completely nude and vulnerable; there for the taking however the guy chose.

I looked from my body to his eyes, reading his mind. "Is it master’s turn now?" I asked sweetly. "You can fuck me and cum in my mouth if you want."

Brad’s cock flexed at the tone of my voice and the sweet submissive look I knew was in my eyes.

“Fuck yeah. You wanna suck your master’s cock, do you?” He was up on his knees. He pushed down his jeans and let his cock spring free and upright.

My eyes widened. “Oh wow, so stiff already!”

“Haha you want that, yeah?” He took hold of the back of my head. He gripped a handful of my hair and pulled me up close.

I lifted his cock and looked at his balls. "Oh my god they must be so full," I teased, blushing excitedly now.

"Yes hippie chick, hope you're thirsty."

I smiled. "Mmm I guess." I squeezed against the flex of my new master’s cock in my hand and kissed one of his balls, sucking gently on the skin, then moving to the other and kissing and sucking on it too.

"Mmm they’re so huge and heavy," I moaned as I kissed again then nibbled my way up his shaft.

"Oh god I love doing this for you," I said honestly then closed my eyes and took the head in and sucked on it.

Brad held my hair out of the way so he could watch his cock sliding through my lips. My soft little fingers gripped his shaft and squeezed as it flexed. I was stroking him slowly and bobbing my head. His cock slid back and forth in my warm mouth.

"Yeah perfect JJ, just keep doing that," he said to me and met my eyes as I peered up at him.

I was feeling his balls with my other hand and he spread his legs to give me better access to them. I hoped they were filling nicely the way I fondled and nurtured them along.

"Yeah, hope you're real thirsty baby," he warned as he began to thrust and surge. “Hope my little hippie chick is real thirsty now.”

"Mmm I am. I’m so thirsty for what’s in these, master." I lifted his cock and kissed his balls again, smooching so they would continue to fill with man juice.

I kissed and nibbled my way back up his shaft, and he took hold of my head in two hands and held me in place. My new master started fucking my mouth. I kept sucking on the end of his cock and dribbled enough so my hand was wet for him to fuck as well.

He was incredibly hard and groaned as he looked down at me, his sperm load continuing to build with the intense sensation of plunging through my hand and into my mouth.

His balls must have been completely full of cum. He rocked a little keeping my head still and thrust again with his hips.

A final surge through my wet fingers tipped him over the edge.

He stopped thrusting. He watched my face as his cock flexed even harder then throbbed once, then again. The load heavy in his balls started spurting from his dick and gushed against the back of my throat.

The series of powerful bursts made my eyes widen instantly. I frowned and kept glancing up at him. He kept my head still with just the head of his cock in my mouth.

He pulled back to watch his shaft throb. “Ooh fuck that’s good.”

I swallowed and gulped hard. My face screwed up, all red and flushed now. My eyes closed as I continued to suck on him and swallow his load.

He finally relaxed his hold on my head and stroked my hair as I held his balls and squeezed and gently massaged them.

“Yeah that’s it, you like my cum, don’t you JJ?”

“Hmm, yes I love it master.”

“Haha definitely. This is going to be a fun game too, yeah?”

I nodded. “I can play a submissive girlie for you.” I bit his cock head teasingly. “Since you’re going to take care of me, right?”

The guy chuckled. “Oh yeah, I’ll be taking care of you alright.”

The man kissed me and flipped me over onto my hands and knees. His cock was still bolt upright.

I watched back over my shoulder whilst he got into position behind me. I thought that since he’d just cum he’d be able to fuck me for longer without needing to pull out.

This was good. I was ready for a nice long fuck and another multiple orgasm, like the ones the experienced older man had given me on the trip across the desert.

His erection was against my back and he lowered to position it. I rolled my hips forward and flared them. He surprised me when he pressured my tiny back entrance.

He lowered the head of his cock and speared into my pussy, making me moan out loud.

“Just to get it wet,” he told me and humped me for a minute. “Oh yeah that’s so fucking slick. So fucking ready.”

“Mmm I know, but you can’t cum in me,” I pleaded.

“Haha I know. Not in your cunt anyway JJ.

He positioned his cockhead against my anus again and pressed forward. It opened me. “Ahh that’s um..!”

“Just relax baby. I’ll go slow.”

“Oww! Wait! Wait!” I cried and pushed back against him.

He relented. The head of his dick squeezed out of my butt and relieved the stretching sensation. I felt down between my legs and held the underside of his cock as he dipped it into my pussy again.

I suddenly wanted to try this so I held him and positioned him against my tiny hole.

I felt the pressure then he popped back in. I gritted my teeth against the pain but didn’t stop him that time. I kept hold of his shaft so he didn’t go too deeply.

I gradually relaxed my hold as he slowly moved in and out and the discomfort abated. I forced myself to overcome the weird sensation.

“That’s it baby. All the way in now.”

“Mmm, but just slow for a while, okay?”

The guy withdrew then inserted his entire length into me again. He started slow fucking me. He growled into my ear. “That’s so fucking tight JJ. So fucking tight for your master yeah!”

“Mmm is it?” I uttered. “I love the feel of you on my back, how big you are in me like this.”

I held the man’s hip as he humped slowly and increasingly firmed behind me. I was being taken in a way I hadn’t even fantasised about.

I kept my hips flared and my butt was thrust back and angled for him to fuck me as deep as he needed to. My tits were being jolted and my nipples brushed on the bed. His thumps against my 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 me, my tiny ring stretched around his cock. He was throbbing powerfully with each spurt of semen he pumped into me.

I wriggled back on him, lewdly enjoying this. Being fucked in the arse by my wealthy master; emptying his huge balls deep inside me back there.

“Mmm that feels so deep.”

“Oh fuck,” the man groaned and pulled back and thumped hard against my butt again.

He held still against me whilst I wriggled some more and felt how gooey and open I was now.

I smiled back. “So does this mean you still want me to stay?”

“Ah fuck hippie girl. I want you to stay alright.” He was still firm in my arse and throbbing.

He lay over my back and kissed my neck.

“We’re gonna have to go shopping for some new clothes and some nice jewellery though. I’ve got business meetings to host and clients to have round for dinner parties. Do you know your way round a proper kitchen, sweetheart?”

“Um…” I drew a big breath. Of course I knew my way around a proper bloody kitchen, I thought to myself. Hosting dinner parties in a house like this would be a breeze.

But my mind had stuck on the comment about shopping. New clothes, and …

Oh my god, did he say jewellery?

** The end **
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