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I sat with my heart thumping and my face hot

Bethany

My big sister glared, her mouth open, her eyes narrowing. “You’re not obliged to do anything Bethany. Not if you don’t want to.”

I blushed. I didn’t know if I was feeling embarrassment or guilt.

“Who told you that you have to give a man sex? Where the hell did you get an idea like that in the 21st century?”

“I don’t see what the century has to do with it. Men need it and they always have,” I defended. “Isn’t it only fair if you’re the female of the couple and you demand your partner doesn’t go anywhere else for sex?”

My sister smirked. “Is that what Benji says?”

“No, it’s just the way I see it.”

Benji was my husband. He had never said any such thing but didn’t have to. I’d thought about this a lot and decided it was absolutely my responsibility to satisfy his sexual needs. I was regretting trying to tell my sister now.

Denise adjusted her frown, clearly having difficulty with my argument. “But even if it is ultimately your place to take care of his needs in that way, you don’t have to do it when you don’t feel like it,” she said. “You don’t, do you? Tell me you at least have to be in the mood too?”

“In the mood? I’m not really sure what that means exactly. I’m happy to be in the mood as long as I’m not too tired or sick or something,” I explained.

My sister considered that as she sipped her drink. We were at our local pub where we’d met for lunch. We were sitting out on a deck watching the boats in a marina.

It was a stunning day, and the calm, shimmering water reflected the multi-million dollar hulls above.

“Well that’s a relief at least. And you can always say you’re too tired or not feeling well if you just don’t feel like it, I suppose.”

“Hmm true, but that’s my point. If I’m able and he needs it..!” I said again. “It’s about not denying him.”

My big sister rolled her eyes. “Fine then, wait until you’ve been married a few more years.”

Benji and I had been married for two years. It was common knowledge that sex lives dwindled over the years together but I wasn’t experiencing any lessening of enthusiasm for my husband yet. He wanted sex most nights and often grabbed me during the day and kissed and felt me up, letting me know he’d be wanting it that night.

It wasn’t just about being married either. It had been the same for me with previous boyfriends. It seemed right that you submitted when your boyfriend or husband took hold or if he looked at you in that certain way.

“So are you going home tonight? I said I’d drop in later,” my sister asked.

Home was our parents’ house, though technically not home anymore since it was three years since either of us lived there.

“Yes, we’re home for dinner. I’m looking forward to seeing Mr Janssen. It’s so exciting hearing his stories since he’s been travelling.”

My sister nodded. “I know, and apparently he bought a yacht of some kind. Dad was saying he’s only home for a few days then he’s flying back to The Cocos Islands to pick it up.”

“Oh wow, that’s so cool!”

“Haha yeah, cool for a dirty old bastard. I think I’ll wear something buttoned up tonight. Last time I saw him he had his eyes down my blouse the whole time.”

I giggled. “Yes I know, but he’s just a guy too. They don’t seem to be able to help themselves no matter how old they get.”

My sister sipped her drink and motioned with her eyes. “Don’t look but there’s a guy helping himself to a look up your skirt right now, Bethy.”

Of course I had to look and saw an older man sitting on the deck of a boat below us who was definitely looking my way.

I wore a short skirt that was tight and straight across my upper thighs. I guessed he’d have had a view up it with my legs angled towards him. I had on pretty lace panties that were supposed to be for my husband, if anyone, not a total stranger.

“He’s really having a perv Bethy, turn around this way,” my sister whispered anxiously.

I nodded to her and took a breath. My knees were together but my thighs are slender and I have to be careful in a straight skirt. I glanced at the guy again but his gaze was focused.

“Beth!” my sister scolded.

“Yes I know but I don’t want to be too obvious about it,” I defended. “What if he’s all alone, the poor guy! He probably can’t help it either. I don’t want to embarrass him by catching him out.”

“Oh my god you’re hopeless. I’m going to the Ladies, back in a sec,” my sister said and left me there alone.

The guy looked up at Denise leaving and I had a chance to look at his face. He was a friendly looking old guy with a big white beard. I averted my gaze and blushed as his eyes lowered to my legs again. I hadn’t taken the opportunity to turn my legs away and had relaxed my knees apart slightly.

I sat with my heart thumping and my face hot. I watched the other people and boats around the marina and kept my knees apart for my voyeur. I was sure he’d be able to see the crotch of my panties. But this wasn’t an uncommon incident and my husband didn’t seem to mind it happening.

Actually, if anything, I was adhering to my husband’s wishes by allowing it right now.

The thing is, it had to appear to be by accident because I’d be mortified if the guy caught me allowing him to look.

I kept gazing around not making eye contact with him. I was so pleased to be wearing pretty panties today but if I was totally honest with my conscience, I had to admit I’d thought about where I was going and where my sister and I always sat.

This was definitely a good place to sit if you enjoyed having your legs looked at.

Denise came back with fresh drinks. I took that opportunity to turn and face her. She rolled her eyes at me stretching the sides of my skirt down unsuccessfully. “No wonder Benji wants it every five minutes if you get around home like that!”

We chatted and laughed over our drinks then I was picked up by Benji and driven home. I was a little tipsy and in a good mood. Benji cuddled me from behind as soon as we were in the door and I reached back and felt him harden in his pants.

He massaged my boobs and I wiggled back onto his thrusts.

I undid his pants and he got the idea fast and pushed them down.

I pushed my pretty lace panties down and he entered me. “Ah! Huh, huh like that,” I moaned breathily.

My husband has a nice sized penis. A little smaller than both of my previous two lovers. He gets hard fast though and stays that way.

I squirmed back onto his thrusts and rubbed my clit and the underside of his shaft. He was squeezing one of my boobs quite hard and covering my hand between my legs with his other.

I orgasmed quickly and he continued humping me and soon lost it too, jamming hard against my butt and letting me squirm and grind on his spurting cock.

“Uh yeah baby, so fucking hot and wet. What got into you, what you been up to?”

“Hmm, I showed a man my panties. You would have been proud,” I smiled into a kiss back over my shoulder.

“Ah right, I knew there must have been something.”

“Ah hmm, it was an old guy down on one of the boats. He sat there for ages perving and I just let him.”

“Yeah, and how close was he? Could he see much?”

“Yes I think so. He was only from here to the front doorway. His boat was at the first mooring.”

“Aw fuck yeah, and in your pink panties too huh. Are those the new ones we bought online?”

“Yes, but they’re all soggy now so I’ll have to wear a fresh pair for tonight.”

“Yeah but you thought about it and wore them to the pub in a short skirt. That’s hot baby! You’re starting to get the hang of this,” my husband chuckled and smacked my butt as he left me to get a beer from the fridge.

I didn’t bother pulling my panties up because they were far too soggy. I used them to dab my pussy dry on the way to the fresh laundry basket where I chose another pair and put them on.

“I still get really nervous doing it though. I had to dare myself today and sat there petrified the guy would realise I was doing it on purpose.”

“Yeah but it obviously turned you on, baby. You were so ready for it just now.”

“Yes I know, it was exciting as well as scary. I thought the guy really needed it too. It wasn’t like he was out there trying to perv on young women at the beach or something. He was minding his own business on his boat and I sat there where he couldn’t help looking.”

I poured a cup of tea and joined my husband with his beer, sitting at the dining table.

Benji tilted his head for a look up my skirt. “So Mr Janssen is going to be at your folks place tonight yeah?”

I rolled my eyes and smiled knowingly.

“So are we going to give him a look too?” my husband asked.

A thrill surged through me, the way they always did with this.

“That’s a great skirt for it baby. It’s really easy to see up it and those light-blue ones are pretty too.”

“And what about Noah and Ralph, how am I supposed to show Mr Janssen without them seeing too?” I challenged, but without much protest. I knew what Benji was thinking and I wanted to go along with it.

Noah was my mother’s new partner of about a year now and Ralph was his 18-year-old son who had eyes all over me every time I visited.

“We could just let them enjoy too baby. Just subtly when your mum’s not looking. I’ve seen how good Noah is at sneaking peeps. He’s as skilled as men all seem to be by that age.”

“Yes I’ve been noticing ever since we started doing this. The older they are the better they are at it, while guys like Ralph just gawk at you.”

“Yeah well young guys like Ralph can’t help it either. They’re just learning and all curious. It’s good of you to help educate him, baby.”

“Hmm is that what it is! And does that mean you want me to go like this tonight? I can’t help flashing my panties in this skirt and Ralph’s eyes are going to pop out of his head, I can see it now!”

Benji squeezed my hand on the table. “Do you want to sweetheart? Do you want to flash Ralph and let your mum’s boyfriend get a look too?” He tilted and looked back and forth from my panties. “And Mr Janssen definitely wants a better look, I reckon.”

I breathed. “Yes but Mr Janssen is more Dad’s friend than Mum’s. What if he told Dad?”

My husband leant close to my ear and whispered. “Too bad your dad’s not going to be there to get a look too. I bet he’d want to.”

“Shut up! He would not!” I cried, pushing my smiling husband’s head away.

That thought made me blush even deeper but there was no way I’d be agreeing to this if my real father was going to be there. No way!

As it was, I did agree. I had to change for fresh panties again because of the usual leakage after sex with my husband. Benji always cums a lot and makes a mess of me down there. It’s an awful lot to swallow too when I give him blowjobs.

But that was interesting. I’d noticed a big difference between my first two boyfriends in how much cum they produced. I had gotten used to sucking off the first one and got such a shock when I did it the first time for the second one.

That guy Rickardo used to make a mess of me down below too and the mouthfuls of his cum were always so huge.

Of course I got used to that and was way curious when I met Benji. His penis turned out to be a little smaller but he makes up for it with his cum volume which, after getting used to it with Rickardo, I really liked.

Oh god why am I even thinking about this, I scolded myself as we pulled up in Mum’s driveway and were greeted by them all on the front veranda.


It was thrilling seeing my wife getting checked out

Benji

Bethany was an absolute church mouse when I met her. She and her closest girlfriend Charlotte were always buttoned up and had their hems below their knees. Charlotte changed after she got married a few years ago and has really come out lately, showing cleavage and even going braless sometimes.

This is what got me thinking and prompted me to try and get Bethany to dress more sexily too.

I started that program about three months ago and got her to undo a button at church like Charlotte had. Then I suggested she buy some shorter dresses and skirts to show off her amazing legs.

Beth’s tall and slender with the best legs you’ve ever seen and cute B-cup tits with the tiniest nipples, high-set, with a nice bulge of boob beneath them. Her nips just about point upward. I fucking love them but she won’t agree to flash them.

I haven’t been able to talk her into going braless yet. Not outside the house or if we have visitors.

The top she had on tonight was a lacy trim tank that definitely accentuated the shape of her boobs but it was snug under her arms and the V-neck was high and ultra-modest. Her bra was probably padded or something. There was no hint of nipple going on at all.

Her legs were doing it for the other men and young Ralph though. I didn’t know why I liked this but it was fucking thrilling seeing my wife getting checked out.

Her legs are nicely shaped, not too thin. Her upper thighs curve inward then part again just at her hemline. She has womanly hips and a broad thigh gap. Even standing around on the veranda talking like this I could well imagine what the other men were thinking; how they would have been wondering about Beth’s panties or even trying to picture what was beneath them.

There was seriously only an inch or two of skirt below her crotch and from front and back you could definitely see her delicate inner thighs shaping back outward and heading for fucking heaven.

Yeah, and heaven is exactly where I was when my wife finally accepted a chair and sat with her legs swayed away from her mother and sister toward us men.

There it was right there; the flat crotch of her panties fully exposed. There was just the hint of a furrow in the centre, enough to get you imagining and your cock flexing in your pants.

The neighbour Mr Janssen was doing all the talking, raving about a trip he’d just done through India and Pakistan. Beth’s mother’s boyfriend Noah was being quiet and well positioned to stare up Beth’s skirt.

I kept glancing to see him doing it and his gaze was fucking riveted to her panties.

He was to my left and his son Ralph was to my right; the three of us leaning back against the veranda rail whilst the ladies and Mr Janssen sat at a table.

Young Ralph was drooling. His eyes were glazed and his imagination was right the way up my wife’s pussy.

I seriously couldn’t get my head around why I got such a buzz out of this. I definitely saw the same thing in Charlotte’s husband though. You could see the way he watches the reactions of other men at church and gets off on them drooling over his wife.

This was only the second day since we’d been shopping and bought a couple of short straight skirts for Bethany. She wore one around the house yesterday and I was surprised she’d worn this one to the pub with her sister.

That old guy she mentioned must have gotten nearly as good a look as we were getting right now, I figured.

Bethany was blushing and continually glancing at us but averting her eyes from Noah and Ralph pretty quickly if either of them looked up from their perving. Beth’s sister Denise knew what was going on and had glared at me a few times.

Her skirt was pretty short too though and when she narrowed her eyes at me again I smiled and craned my neck for a look between her legs too. That made her blush as gorgeously as Bethany was.

Denise was a couple of bra cups bigger than Bethany and was showing some cleavage too, which Mr Janssen had his eyes down half the time because he sat next to her.

“There’s plenty of room, spare sleeping berths and seats up on deck for anyone interested in coming for a sail?” Mr Janssen offered us all. “How about you Ralph, my captain could use a good deckhand for a week?”

“Uh no thanks, I’ve got classes all week,” Ralph blushed.

“Denise? Where’s that husband of yours anyway. He won’t miss you for a week, will he?”

“Ha probably not. But there’s no way you’re catching me on a tiny boat in the middle of the ocean. Anything smaller than a cruise liner and you can count me out.”

“Hahaha,” Mr Janssen bellowed. “How about you pair of likely young sailors?” he directed at me and Bethany. “What are you two up to for your holidays?”

Bethany had just mentioned we were both on holidays for the next two weeks. We had nothing planned and intended enjoying some relaxing time at home and maybe get out and about flashing Bethany’s legs some more if I had my way.

The idea of a week sailing across the Indian Ocean was interesting though. Mr Janssen had been raving about the super yacht he’d just bought and had to sail home. It was a luxury vessel by the sound of it. Well of course he wouldn’t buy a dump.

The 30-metre power cruiser had a capacity of 15 people. There was no sailing to be done as the boat was powered and you just cruised with your feet up and a drink in your hand. There was a captain and cook as crew.

Bethany was blushing her head off and ogling excitedly at me.

“I don’t know, I guess we could come?” I said and shrugged. “A week at sea, is it?”

“There’ll be a few stops to get your land legs, a couple of islands along the way, nothing fancy or too touristy though. Some interesting cultures to encounter.”

“Ooh I like different cultures!” Bethany cried. “Please, please, please?” she begged me.

“Hey what the hell, I’m up for it if it doesn’t cost too much?”

Mr Janssen frowned in thought then shook his head.

“There’s no cost to you young folks. I have a jet chartered to get us to the boat. It’s a long flight but plenty comfy. And we’ll be fully stocked with food and drink for the cruise home. Help out with the cleaning and do a bit of piloting of the boat after a lesson or two is all.”

“Oh my god yes! That would be so fun Mr Janssen. That would be amazing if you took us.”

Bethany was wriggling in her seat. Mr Janssen had tilted his head for an opportune look between her legs.

He had a few peeps before and was having another good long look right now.

Fuck this was going to be brilliant. There was old Jans who was about 50 and had mentioned his cook was a bloke about his age too. Then there was Captain Linkin, who was mid-thirties, so ten years older than us. Probably all three of them would have their eyes up Bethany’s skirts for the whole week at sea.

Out on a boat in the middle of the ocean was the perfect place to get her to wear her new short skirts. It was mid-summer, what else are you going to wear if you’re a hot chick haha! An easy argument from me.

Dinner was a barbeque in the backyard pergola. We ate and had a great time as usual. Noah is cool to talk to and Mr Janssen is funny with a few wines under his belt as is Beth’s mother. Bethany and her sister were still in a good mood after their pub meeting and both were tipsy again after a few wines.

Ralph didn’t drink at all and I was driving so couldn’t either. I was sitting with him later in the evening when Bethany turned to respond to Mr Janssen behind her and her legs opened in our direction.

She was chatting and laughing with the old guy and was probably too tipsy to notice her legs were apart.

“It’s okay bud, you don’t have to look away,” I said to Ralph. “It’s a good view huh?”

“Aw shit man, I can’t help looking,” the young guy said and swallowed hard.

“I know. It’s all cool. She likes you noticing and it’s all in the family now.” I nudged the guy. “How is it having two hot sisters, pretty good hey?’

“Yeah it is. Especially tonight. I didn’t think Beth ever wore miniskirts. I’ve never seen her in one before.”

“No it’s a new style. You see it with lots of chicks though, it’s nothing unusual getting panty flashes, right?”

Ralph nodded. “It’s hot getting them from Beth. Doesn’t it bother you though, man?”

“Na, I think it’s hot too. I like seeing her dress sexy and I don’t mind other guys noticing. I can’t blame them for checking her out.”

“Oh right, cool.”

“Ha, your old man’s getting another look now,” I said as Bethany turned back around and swayed her legs towards Noah.

“I know, he’s been perving all night and so has Mr Janssen,” Ralph said.

Denise and their mother had gone inside. Mr Janssen squeezed Bethany’s shoulders and made her smile back up at him as he said something. Her knees strayed a little and Noah leant back in his seat and tilted his head for an even better look between her thighs.

Ralph got up and walked around behind his dad to get a can of cola out of the fridge. He stopped and looked down over his dad’s shoulder whilst Mr Janssen continued squeezing Bethany’s shoulders keeping her talking and giggling.

Noah looked to me then back and forth from my wife’s panties. He challenged me with a steady look and I gulped and nodded, motioning for him to keep looking. He gave me a wink and smiled up at his boy, pulling him down to a seat beside him.

I could see the other two ladies through the kitchen window doing the dishes.

Ralph was staring with glazed eyes and Bethany blushed at him and stretched at the sides of her skirt. His dad pushed his head and chuckled. Bethany looked to him and he smiled and nodded. “Don’t mind the boy, he doesn’t know the meaning of the word subtle.”

Mr Janssen walked over to the fridge and turned back to face Bethany from behind the other two looking at her legs. She stretched the sides of her skirt down as best she could and blushed smilingly over at me.

I went to her and squeezed her shoulders then bent to meet her lips.

“Yeah that’s nice,” Noah groaned and my wife placed her clasped hands between her thighs.

I could taste how drunk she was. I rubbed down her arms and pressed against the inside of them. She moaned into my mouth but it was only a mild protest. She parted her hands and placed them on her thighs.

“Yeah that’s better, don’t cover up,” Noah groaned some more. “Those are pretty little knickers, hey Jans?”

“Yes very pretty,” Mr Janssen agreed low and deep.

“Mmm but it’s not fair, you dirty men, I’ve had too many wines today,” Bethany complained but it was a bashful protest not a serious one.

Me and Noah both checked the kitchen window but the other ladies were busy working and chatting animatedly as they do.

I rubbed down my wife’s arms to her hands and clutched them both. She snuggled my neck with her hair, hiding her face. I released her hands and she gripped the back of mine as I rubbed up her sides and pressed into the sides of her tits before clutching her shoulders again.

Bethany was holding my hands on her shoulders now. We were watching the faces of the two older men and young Ralph as they all stared between her legs.

Noah reached across with a bare foot and touched the inside of her knee. He pressed against it and opened her legs a bit more.

“Oy don’t!” Bethany whimpered and brushed at his foot.

She buried her face against my neck as he did it again and parted her leg even further.

“Uh yeah that’s nice,” Mr Janssen groaned.

Bethany turned her head slowly to look up at him. She was biting her lip and her eyes were glazed. She kept her leg swayed aside whilst Noah pressed his bare foot against the inside of her other knee and his boy whimpered anxiously.

“That’s it love, spread for us. Nice and wide now,” Noah said.”

“Can you see Mum and my sister though?” Bethany asked nervously.

She rubbed down between her thighs and spread them for the men watching intently.

“It’s alright love, they’re busy in the kitchen. We can see them there,” Mr Janssen assured.

“Ah huh. But I shouldn’t be doing this. It’s so crude!”

“No it’s sexy love. It’s not crude,” Noah assured and reached to lift her top but she grabbed it and stopped him.

“No, that was enough!” Bethany scolded and tucked her legs up, hugging them to her chest defiantly. “I can’t believe I did that. I don’t know what’s gotten into me lately!” she scolded me.


The gap between her thighs was broad

Mr Janssen

This was fascinating and totally unexpected. I had lived next door to the Coleman’s since Bethany was a toddler. I used to be close to her father but that friendship had waned in the past few years, since he moved out. I was still a close friend of Janine’s and always popped in when home like this.

It was fascinating to see young Bethany in a miniskirt. She has always been such a conservative girl in terms of her dress and manner. This was so different and exciting.

Of course I’m a typical man and have eyes. I’ve watched Bethany and her sister develop through adolescence into young adulthood. I had seen both girls in bikinis often enough but even those were always conservative, covering them well.

Right now Bethany was sitting with her knees hugged to her chest and the crotch of her little panties on display behind her thighs.

The gap between her thighs was still broad and flat sitting like that. Her panties must have been stretched up tight because there was a distinct furrow through her slit that was clearly visible … and tantalising to say the least.

I would have been in my element seeing a young woman sitting that way in a short skirt. I was in heaven with it being young Bethany. It was more than a dream come true. I’d never had such a dream about her as it would have been totally unrealistic to do so.

Something had obviously changed. I was in luck, even more so considering the animosity that had grown between me and the girl’s father.

I was getting a look at Reg Coleman’s little girl turned naughty all of a sudden.

I had to walk away to hide what was happening in my pants. I’m blessed with a sizable penis and it can be embarrassing at times. It was tenting down the leg of my pants and was only going to get harder if I kept indulging in the display on offer by the girl and her husband.

It was intriguing to see young Benji allowing us to examine his wife too. He’d always struck me as an adventurous type but this was surprising, unless he had encountered the same with someone else’s wife recently; something that would have made sense, I considered.

The ladies were back from the kitchen and Bethany had her legs crossed with a napkin in her lap. Young Ralph approached me as I looked out at the suburbs below. Our yards were in a raised position with a good view of the city lights in the distance.

“So Mr Janssen, I was wondering if you were serious about me coming on the sailing trip with you?”

I chuckled and shared a glance at Bethany. “What changed your mind?”

The young guy blushed and grimaced guiltily.

“It’s alright son, I’m with you all the way if Bethany’s going to get around in skirts as short as that. My cruiser is spread across three levels and there are ladders and steep little staircases all over the place.”

“Oh shit! Really?”

“Haha really! As long as she doesn’t sober up in the morning and realise what she did here tonight. We’ll have to hope Benji talks her around and encourages her to dress sexy for us hey?”

“Yeah, he said he likes her to dress sexy. That’s why I want to come. I never knew she was going when you said it at first.”

I squeezed the young man around the shoulders. He was a strapping boy and would make a good first mate.

“You’ll have to work for it son. Will you do as my captain says and earn your passage?’

“Yes I’ll do anything he says! I’ll work my butt off.”

“Good boy. That’s the attitude. Nothing for nothing in this life.”

“Yep, you bet Mr Janssen.”

“Okay then, we leave at midday tomorrow. Pack for a week at sea and let’s see how lucky we can get with the girlie there. That was interesting the way she allowed your old man to open her legs. It suggests we might be lucky enough to get more than a look over the course of a week as the only female onboard.”

The party was breaking up. I joined in the hugs and had a squeeze of young Bethany, gripping her sides and rubbing upward under a tit with my thumb.

“I’m so excited for tomorrow, Mr Janssen.”

The girl had relaxed in my hold on her. I stroked back and forth beneath her tit, feeling the weight of it. She had her arms around my neck and I could feel she was holding her breath.

“Alright love, see you for our flight out at midday. Pack light for the beach days only. We won’t be stopping anywhere you’ll need to dress up. What you have on right now is perfect,” I added with a whisper and another little squeeze of her waist this time as she pulled away smiling through a blush.


I squirmed on his fingers opening me

Bethany

Wow. That was interesting being groped by Mr Janssen. It must have been what I was wearing that had an effect on him. That and the way I’d behaved tonight.

…like a slut, I heard my sister say in my head.

I still couldn’t believe I’d allowed them to open my legs like that. It was one thing letting them see whilst I wasn’t looking. Then to keep letting them look whilst I watched them. Then to have my mother’s boyfriend put his foot against my knee and make me open my thighs! God.

Oh boy I was squirming in my seat on the drive home thinking about it. Benji was holding and squeezing and rubbing my thigh. I could see he was getting hard in his pants. He obviously liked what I did. I felt him pushing my legs open a little too at the time.

“We don’t have time for shopping, baby. Do you have enough pretty panties like that for a whole week on a boat with these other men?’

“Hmm I guess. Is that what you want though? I thought it was going to get out of hand for a minute there. I couldn’t feel my legs to close them. I’d gone all weak at the knees and it was easy for Noah to open my legs like that.”

My husband glanced from the road. He did a double take and glanced again. “Aw fuck!”

I giggled. “Perhaps you’d better not let me drink. I think it was the combination of having my panties on display and my good senses compromised by the alcohol.”

Benji rubbed back and felt into me through the crotch of my panties. I squirmed on his fingers opening me. I squelched as I split over them and he rubbed back and forth.

“I’ve had one other lover I’ve never told you about, and that happened when I was drunk,” I confessed.

Benji looked from the road again. “Who?”

I grimaced and held his hand to my sopping pussy.

“It was just some guy at a party. His name was Gareth but he was just a friend of someone I knew for a while back before we met.”

I held my husband’s fingers and squished my pussy on them.

“It’s why I never drink more than two glasses of wine. I was way drunk that night and the guy fucked me over and over in one of the bedrooms. I kept waking up and he was inside me again. Aah, deep inside me,” I moaned and held my husband’s hand with his fingers in me.

The sopping crotch of my panties was pulled aside after it had been on display all night.

My husband fingered me as he drove and I told him all about the fact that I was at that party with an ex but he had passed out drunk and the other guy took advantage.

“Mmm, he was so thick inside me Benji but to this day I can’t clearly remember if it was always that one guy. It seemed like he had me too many times and I remember thinking he felt smaller or not as thick sometimes. Like he was sharing me with his mates… But fortunately that was when I was away on holidays at my boyfriend’s auntie’s house and no one from church ever found out.”

“Aw fuck,” my husband groaned and rubbed hard and fast as we pulled up at a red light.

He frigged me until I had an orgasm there at the lights. “Ah huh, hmm, yes like that,” I moaned and squirmed down hard on his fingers.

“Hmm and I should also confess that I was talked into wearing a super short party dress that night, so if you’re going to take me sailing with an all-male crew and make me flash my panties like you did tonight you had better be in charge of my drinks. You better not let them get me too drunk, husband!”

** End of Book 1 **

The full series:

Amazon US

Amazon UK




[image: ]

[image: A couple of women posing for a picture  Description automatically generated]

[image: ]

[image: ]

[image: ]

[image: ]

[image: A close up of a text  Description automatically generated]

[image: A red rectangle with text  Description automatically generated]

[image: A red rectangle with text  Description automatically generated]

[image: A close up of a lips  Description automatically generated with low confidence]

Or read on for audio books narrated by Maddy


Click a title to preview

[image: A phone with a picture of a person on it  Description automatically generated][image: A phone with a picture of a person on the screen  Description automatically generated][image: A black cell phone with a person on the screen  Description automatically generated][image: A person on a cell phone  Description automatically generated][image: A close-up of a phone  Description automatically generated][image: A black electronic device with a white earbuds  Description automatically generated]

OEBPS/image_rsrcCX.jpg
[ Link to US Page ]






OEBPS/image_rsrcCS.jpg
What do all Matt Coolomon/S.H.Madonna erotic stories have in common?






OEBPS/image_rsrcD4.jpg
Amazon Book

Narrated by >





OEBPS/image_rsrcD0.jpg
Narrated by = )





OEBPS/image_rsrcCW.jpg
about 100 to choose from and new stories all the time






OEBPS/image_rsrcCZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcCN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcCR.jpg
ISIAE

Dl

S
=

G

s

|

@JLE:@

@DD:@@@%






OEBPS/image_rsrcD3.jpg
Narrated by 5





OEBPS/image_rsrcD2.jpg
Narrated by






OEBPS/image_rsrcCV.jpg
P\

H ] nmarcfica

Spoilt Girlfiend Tiffany.

=
o
=
)
=
=
S
=
&)






OEBPS/image_rsrcCU.jpg
Sweetly submissive wives and girlfriends being ravaged by multiple men.






OEBPS/image_rsrcCY.jpg
[ Link to UK Page ]






OEBPS/image_rsrcCT.jpg
grollwite lb;n\ie






OEBPS/image_rsrcD5.jpg
Amazon Book

Narrated by e





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		I sat with my heart thumping and my face hot

		It was thrilling seeing my wife getting checked out

		The gap between her thighs was broad

		I squirmed on his fingers opening me




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Table of Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28






OEBPS/image_rsrcCP.jpg
=
«
promax
=
=

1Year Itch

Rel ctant Wife Annabelle

=
S
=
=1
()
S
=

unum]uoa nenS

Simple Faimur

Pretend Wie April

~ uowojoog new

=iowmo






OEBPS/image_rsrcD1.jpg
Amazon Book






