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She clutched at the top of the towel holding it closed

I wanted these men’s eyes on my panty crotch


She clutched at the top of the towel holding it closed

Benji

I wasn’t sure what to expect of my wife this morning. Things had gotten a little crazy last night after a few too many glasses of wine and I was afraid she’d wake up with regrets as well as a hangover.

I got up early and had breakfast ready when she came from the bedroom freshly showered rubbing her hair dry with one towel whilst wearing another. The towel she had around her was as short as her skirt last night and it was flashing her pussy.

She was looking at me sheepishly but I could see a faint smile.

“That’s a good look baby. The guys will love you getting around like that on the boat.”

“Hmm I’m sure,” she replied doubtfully. “Was that even for real that we’re going sailing with Mr Janssen, I wasn’t sure how much of last night I dreamt?”

“Haha, no we’re definitely going. We have a few hours yet though. I’ve been out and watered your plants and asked Mrs McGreggor to come over and give them another drink or two through the week.”

“Oh that’s good, thank you.”

I guided my wife close in front of where I was sitting at the dining table. I tilted for a look at her pussy, lifting the uneven corner of the towel. “Are you still keen for this sailing trip baby? It’s going to be interesting with just you and us five guys all trying to get looks up whatever you’re wearing.”

“Five guys? There’s you and Mr Janssen and his boat captain and cook. Who else?”

“Yeah apparently your wannabe step-brother decided to come along. He changed his mind after getting flashes up your skirt by the sound of it.”

“Hmm Ralph is not my step-brother. He’s Mum’s boyfriend’s son and no relation to me thank you very much.”

“Yeah well, he thinks you’re family and said he sees you like a big sister. So that makes him a typical little brother trying to get peeps at you.”

I stroked up the back of my wife’s slender thighs and held her close. “We still want to do this, don’t we Beth? You’re going to wear your new miniskirts on the boat and do more flashing, aren’t you? Maybe let them see you in a towel like this sometimes?”

“Um do you mean like this? With nothing on underneath?”

“I don’t know, maybe! And definitely in panties rather than bikini bottoms. It would be disappointing for them if you wore bikini pants under your skirts after seeing you in panties last night.”

Bethany nodded and took a breath. “No, I want to wear pretty panties for them. That was exciting yesterday. I definitely want to do that again.”

“Ah good. That’ll give them something to jack off over in their cabins at night. Mr Janssen was saying we all get our own cabins. It must be a big yacht.”

“Yes he said it’s 30 metres and sleeps 15, so I’m sure the cabins are nice.”

My wife sat. I got up to get her fried eggs.

“Do you think they will really jack off thinking about me?” she asked.

“Of course! Out there in the middle of the ocean and you’re the only female, and hot as fuck with miniskirts and panties on display. Of course they’re going to jack off to you at night baby. I’ll bet Ralph and Mr Janssen already did last night.”

“Mmm that’s so exciting to think I could make them do that Benji. Do you want to go through my drawer and help me pick out what panties to wear for them?”

“Alright, I’ll go get my stuff packed and see you in there.”

I left Bethany to her breakfast and quickly tidied up a few more jobs around the place, putting the bins out and tidying up the backyard, locking our car in the garage, since we were being picked up and driven to the airport.

I was about to go back inside when Bethany’s wannabe step-brother poked his head over the fence.

“Oh hey Ralph, you’re a bit early aren’t you?”

“Yeah I know but I was bored waiting and thought you might want your lawn mowed or something?”

“Oh right, cool.” I thought quickly and flushed guiltily to myself. “Do you want to come in and say hi to Bethany first?”

I hoped she’d still be in her towel and nude beneath it.

“Come on in,” I told the young guy and led the way.

The kitchen had been tidied. “Wait here,” I said and ventured up the hall to the bedroom where I found Bethany still wrapped in her towel brushing her hair in the mirror.

Ralph had followed as far as the hallway entrance. I held up a hand to him then approached behind Bethany. She smiled and snuggled back against me as I cuddled her.

“Hmm and what are you up to?” she challenged.

I kissed her neck. “Ralph’s here already and he wants to say hello.”

“What? Where is he?”

Just then the guy poked his smiling head around the doorway and looked into the room.

“Oh my god, Ralph!” Bethany cried.

She clutched at the top of the towel holding it closed. We were standing in front of the mirrored wardrobe though and Ralph had a view from every angle.

I had latched on and was sucking my wife’s neck, holding her tight around the waist and deliberately bunching up the bottom of the towel.

“Um Benji!” she scolded but she clutched the back of my head and held me to her neck. “Mmm what are you doing! You know I can’t… ah, huh, huh… get out Ralph!”

I had my wife’s towel bunched up around her waist, her tiny bush and pink slit were on display.

“It’s okay baby just let me?”

“Mmm but it’s not fair, you kissing my neck like that… Ralph!” she scolded at the young guy in the mirror.

I gathered her towel right up around her waist and held it there. She held my hands but wasn’t trying to push them down. She was watching Ralph staring at her in the mirror. His eyes were glazed and his mouth hung open.

“It’s alright baby, just let him look at you properly after teasing him last night. Be a good big sister, yeah?”

“I am not his sister!” Bethany declared. She wasn’t resisting at all.

“Yeah that’s it sweetheart, let him look,” I crooned into her neck.

“Okay but not my boobs. Let me put a top on and I’ll stay like this below the waist.”

She grabbed a top and bra from the bed. I kept hold around the waist whilst she glared back at me. The ensuite was right by and that’s where she headed.

“Just the top though yeah? Come back out like this still?”

“Yes, I agree it was unfair teasing Ralph like that last night. I’m willing to let him see me below the waist but not above!”

“Haha how’s that sound Ralph, do you want a proper look at your step-sis’s pussy?”

Ralph gulped and nodded. “Yeah I want a proper look.”

I released my wife to go into the ensuite. She ducked behind the door and quickly clipped on her bra then pulled on the tank top she had chosen for the flight today. It was a pretty lace trim one but covered her well to the waist and offered zero cleavage as usual.

Her bra beneath was a padded-cup type that offered no hint of nipple, again as usual. Her top didn’t cover her hips though and her trimmed little bush was completely exposed, along with the pink folds of her pussy.

She was looking right at the young guy and wringing her fingers together in the hem of her top but not trying to cover up. “You’d better not tell my mother about this Ralph. Or my sister!”

Ralph gulped and shook his head. “I won’t. I promise.”

“Are you sure?” she pressed, “coz I don’t think you’re using your brain right now!”

“Huh?” he responded but she didn’t bother pressing the point.

She raked back her hair and arched her body, still facing the young guy. She narrowed her eyes at me then grabbed her skirt from the bed and held it behind her back, covering her butt.

Ralph rubbed his mouth then raked his curly dark hair back with that hand. He had stepped into the room and approached as close as the end of the bed. He sat on it and leant over on an elbow, his eyes were wide and fixed upon his sort of step-sister’s pussy.

Of course their parents had only been together a year and they’d never lived under the same roof, so they were in no way siblings. Fuck, it was like they were right then to me though and I was boning up over the boy getting a look like this.

At 18 Ralph was still only a boy. He was obviously inexperienced too, being as curious as he was examining Bethany’s pussy. He’d never seen one before, that’s for sure. Not in real life.

“So are you satisfied now?” Bethany asked him.

He glanced up and nodded but just gulped and looked back down again. Bethany smiled through the blush colouring her cheeks.

She stepped into her skirt glaring at me. “Are you satisfied too?”

“Yeah I am, that was hot baby, gave me a woody,” I grinned.

“How about you Ralph, give you a woody too?”

I could see the bulge in the young guy’s pants. He covered it bashfully.

“Yeah good man, that’s the spirit,” I encouraged him.

“Hmm well you can both go and take care of those yourselves, can’t you!” Bethany scolded and pulled up the white lace panties she’d stepped into.

I pulled her to me from behind and cuddled her. She reached up and held me around the neck whilst I kissed hers again.

“Where were we then, we were going to sort through your panty drawer weren’t we?”

“Hmm yes we were but not in front of him!”

“Why not? Ralph’s family. He’s kind of on our team against the old guys we’re going to be out on the ocean with all week. He can help me look after you and make sure they don’t drag you into one of the sleeping berths and have their wicked way with you.”

“Oh he can, can he?” Bethany giggled. “He’s going to be my protector, is he?”

“Sure, you’ll help me look after your sister won’t you buddy?”

“Fuck yeah,” Ralph smiled.

“I am not his sister! I’m not your sister Ralph. Don’t even think that.”

Ralph chuckled. “Sure thing sis, whatever you say.”

The guy was still lying on our bed. Bethany launched and straddled him, tickling him and making him squirm and shriek. His voice was too deep for it though and it cracked from a shriek to a booming laugh.

I stood back holding my cock watching them writhe together on the bed, every bit like the siblings they were not, the way the young guy was beginning to take liberties and tickle back.

He had Bethany’s skirt up around her waist and her panty crotch spread against his package. He was on top of her now and had her wrists pinned.

Both of them were panting and laughing.

I could see the young buck was erect in his shorts, his cock bolt upright.

Bethany had her legs bent up and spread either side of him but suddenly realised and squirmed to get out from under him as he released her.

I was openly holding my cock. Bethany stood pulling her clothing into place and looked up from it. Ralph stood on the far side of the bed and tried to hide his but we could all see it in the mirror.

Bethany rolled her eyes. “You guys are hopeless!”

“Yeah, not like we can help it hey Ralph?”

“Na I couldn’t help it. Sorry Beth.”

“No don’t be. I’m not saying there’s anything wrong with it,” she assured quickly. “I know you can’t help it, either of you!” she scolded me. “Pervert!” She pushed me. “Making me flash my mother’s step-whatever and now I’m even worse of a tease than you made me be last night.”

“Yeah that’s true.” I shrugged. “Do you want to help him out?”

“Er what?” Ralph cried.

My wife stared at me stunned.

“No, I mean just with your hand,” I grinned. “It won’t take much will it Ralph?”

The young guy gulped. He was still holding his boner though and he wasn’t going anywhere.

“I mean just with you touching him baby. If he kept his hands behind his back and you could just give him a little tug into the wash basin?”

“Aw shit!” Ralph groaned. “You guys are nuts.”

“Yeah but what’s the big deal? Beth just showed you hers,” I argued and sat down on the bed too. “I say it’s only fair you show her yours and even fairer still if she relieves the tension for you.”

“Huh!” Bethany huffed. She was blushing her head off and smiling like she’d do it though. She looked at the young guy’s package and rolled her eyes away embarrassingly.

“Go on buddy, just go with it and let her. She does it good, I can tell you!”

“Oh shut up!” Bethany cried. “I can’t believe you’re talking me into this.”

I chuckled. I was boning up even harder though. This was really going to happen.

“Come on then, get it out,” Bethany told the guy. “Hurry up if you want me to do it before I change my mind.”

Ralph looked to me pleadingly. I nodded encouragement.

“You do it baby. Ralph put your hands behind your back. No touching her okay?”

Ralph nodded and gulped then put his hands behind his back.

Bethany was biting her smile now and her eyes were wide with excitement.

She approached in front of Ralph and undid the button and zipper on his dress shorts. She put her hand down his jocks and looked down with her mouth opened as she extracted his cock.

The poor guy buckled over a little and let out a grunt.

Bethany smiled openly now and started stroking back and forth with her hand.

“Aw shit… aah fuck!” Ralph whined panting.

“Mmm but don’t get it everywhere,” Bethany told him and kept stroking.

“Ah jeez… ah fuck!”

“Hmm,” she giggled and rolled her eyes and glared at me excitedly.

“He’s not going to last baby. The poor guy’s nearly there!”

“Okay but do you really mean in the wash basin?”

That was only a few steps away from where they were standing, just inside the ensuite.

I swallowed hard. I was feeling for the guy. I could see he was teetering on the edge of exploding and Bethany knew it and had slowed and was mostly just squeezing his shaft.

“Do you want it in your mouth baby?”

“Aw fuck!” Ralph groaned and clung to the dresser table behind his back. His legs buckled.

“I don’t know, maybe,” Bethany answered thumbing over the leaking eyelet of the guy’s cockhead. “It still wouldn’t mean anything right?” she asked me hopefully.

“Absolutely baby, it wouldn’t mean anything. Just take it in your mouth, one little suck and swallow it down for him, yeah?”

Bethany breathed. She took a big breath and expelled. “I’d really like to,” she admitted and looked from me to the young buck whose dick she was slow-stroking.

“Would you like to cum in my mouth, Ralph? You won’t tell anyone will you?”

“Aw fuck no… aw jeez!” Ralph squeaked and grunted.

“Hmm okay then,” Bethany uttered sweetly and lowered to her knees.

“This is going to be so different,” she said to me, still slow-stroking the guy and making him flinch and squirm. “I can’t even remember what another guy tastes like it’s been so long.”

I nodded and swallowed. “Go on then baby.”

“Hmm I will,” my wife smiled. “I hope it’s going to be really thick with his sperm.” She peered up at the guy. “Is it going to be Ralph? Do you have a nice big drink for me?”

“Yeah fuck,” the guy gulped. “Aw jeez Beth!” The poor kid’s voice had raised an octave. He’d been sucking in deep breaths to try and calm himself but I don’t think it was working.

Bethany giggled and looked at his cockhead closely. She extended her pointed tongue and touched the eyelet. The guy convulsed and groaned but she squeezed his cock harder and only wiped the head on her face.

“I suppose you’re going to be thinking about this every time I see you now. Looking at me and knowing I’ve swallowed your cum, is that what you’ll be thinking?”

“Ah, ah yeah.”

“And are you going to be smirking at me and making me remember too?”

“Yeah fuck I’m gonna! I’m gonna know you did it every time I look at you Beth.”

“Hmm good. I want you to in front of our parents, just like I was your real you-know-what,” Bethany moaned and took the guy’s cock into her mouth.

He did a little yelp and held his breath.

She bobbed her head and sucked.

He thrust once then again and held still. I could see his face contort and his eyes rolled back in his head.

“Mmm… mmm… mmm hmm,” my wife moaned with each distinct flex and throb of the penis in her mouth.

She clutched the guy’s butt and held him close. He resumed thrusting but she was moving her head with him and only sucking the head of his cock. “Mmm hmm,” she moaned some more and rolled her eyes to look at me.

She took the cock from her mouth and held it upright. Her cheeks were bulging a little like her mouth was still full. She opened her mouth and presented the pool of creamy fluid in it to show me.

She closed her mouth but I could see her tongue was moving around as she played with the pool of cum.

She held the guy’s cock upright and kissed his balls. She was still massaging the head with wet fingers and rubbing over the eyelet.

She swallowed and caught a breath then resumed kissing and softly sucking the young guy’s balls.

“Nya fuck,” he groaned and his cock started spurting through her fingers. A rope of cum lashed her nose and another was coming out when she took the head of his cock back into her mouth and held it still.

She let the guy throb in her mouth until he finished then she did another swallow and took a breath. “Wow that was so much Ralph. That was amazing.”

“Ah yeah, I haven’t ever cum like that before,” the kid said and cleared his throat. “That was fucking awesome Beth. Thanks for doing it.”

“Hmm that’s okay. You’re welcome. And thank you too. It tasted really strong and manly. I loved it.”

She was still squeezing and gently massaging the head with her wet hand. There was cum dripping down the side of her nose and onto her top lip. She must have felt it because she gathered it with her fingers and sucked them.

“Yeah eat it,” Ralph groaned.


I wanted these men’s eyes on my panty crotch

Bethany

I stared up at him. “I think I did eat it. It was almost thick enough to chew.”

I stood shakily and wiped my lips with my fingers. “Mmm tasty,” I said to my husband. “You’ll have to wait for your turn tonight or something. That was too much to swallow already.”

I tipped my underwear drawer out on the bed and let the guys help me choose a dozen pairs of panties to wear on the boat. They picked the skimpiest ones of course and even chose some of my negligee that were completely see-through and for sexy bedtime only.

I packed a few bikini tops and tank and crop tops to go with my new miniskirts. This was going to be such fun teasing and flashing a group of men on a boat and being able to do it and feel totally safe with my husband right there encouraging me. Also with Mr Janssen, who I’d known forever and with my pretend step-bro too.

I hoped the other two men were going to be nice and just playful about this. I figured I could always offer them hand and blowjobs too if Benji allowed that. As long as he saved up and gave me good sex in bed each night like he was going to have to tonight.

I gave my bestie Charlotte a call to let her know we were skipping church today. I also confessed everything and wished she could come sailing in miniskirts too, since the miniskirts were her suggestion in the first place and were definitely working on Benji the way she said they would.

“No thanks girlfriend, I’m exhausted after my little adventure last week and I need a rest. You’ll have to take care of the crew yourself by the sound of it.”

She wished me luck and fun times cuckolding my husband. Which is exactly what she’d also been doing lately and conspiring about with me.

The guys were kicked back on the lounge chairs watching sport. I straightened my house and just got it done in time for the limousine pickup at our front door.

That took us to the airport where Mr Janssen was waiting on the tarmac at the stairs to a Gulfstream jet. It was leather-appointed luxury inside and you could sit and relax back wherever you wanted and move about during the flight. There was only the three of us onboard, along with the two pilots and a stewardess serving food and drinks.

The jet cruised at 800kph and the trip was only 600km. I got perved at by Mr Janssen a little but Benji and Ralph were more interested in the stewardess, whose skirt was as short as mine.

I mostly slept throughout the flight and when we eventually landed I felt refreshed and wide awake, so excited to see we were on a tiny island in the middle of the Indian Ocean.

Of course we had flown east to west so the time was weird. It was still broad daylight and only a few hours later than when we’d taken off at midday.

The airstrip was along the foreshore and right in town. There was a row of shops and a hotel and big marina with lots of fishing boats and a few pleasure craft. We had to go through customs and were met by the two men Mr Janssen had been talking about. His captain was an attractive dark-skinned man who was local and came with the boat. The cook was a big fat white man with a bald head and friendly eyes and smile.

They had a minibus which we got in and I immediately had two more sets of eyes up my skirt.

I was in the seat behind the two men in front and Mr Janssen was right behind me. “That’s the way love, let them look,” he whispered into my ear making my skin tingle and the flush headed straight to my pussy of course.

I was getting more used to this now. I kept my gaze averted at first but after a few minutes I looked right at the fat cook’s face whilst he was tilting to look between my legs.

“It’s alright Bruno. It’s hard not to look hey?” Mr Janssen said.

That made me blush wildly but I held the man’s eyes when he looked up.

“Young Benji and the lovely Bethany are an open-minded couple and we’re not expected to look away gents. Isn’t that right Benji?”

“Yeah that’s right,” my husband said to the two men in front.

“Yes she’ll be the only female onboard for the next week and we’re allowed to enjoy her company,” Mr Janssen went on. “And she enjoys the attention, don’t you love?”

“Um yes… it’s flattering,” I squeaked and rubbed down my outer thighs with my knees pressed together but my thigh gap still offered the men in the front seat a look at my crotch.

It was wildly exciting that there was only a thin layer of white lacy fabric between my tingling pussy and their eyes.

I loved doing this now. Why had it taken until I was 24 to realise? My girlfriend had told me about her husband sharing her and that she was often going out with no panties on under her short skirts. She had dared me to try it once, lending me a skirt. That had made my husband’s eyes pop out of his head and the next day we were shopping together for miniskirts.

I had four of them, all packed in my suitcase. I wanted these men’s eyes on my panty crotch all week and was going to be sitting with my legs swayed towards whomever was looking.

We had stopped at the marina, right across from the small town and tourist village. It was all there was on the island apparently.

“Yes it’s actually an archipelago with a dozen small islands,” Captain Linkin was explaining to us. We were out of the minibus and he swept a muscular arm in a broad arc beyond the town. You could see across to the other side of the island where he was pointing out the treed islands in the distance. The marina was on the open ocean side of the narrow strip of sand.

“Only a few of the other islands have any development at all. There’s one with a traditional native village that gets a lot of tourist attention now that word’s gotten around. They used to be almost isolated from civilisation but there’s been some scientific teams digging up artifacts and researching the whole area this past few years.

“The natives are friendly and welcoming enough but are fiercely traditional and demand respect for their culture. Their younger generation have migrated to the modern world but have set up a campground for tourists and for their own accommodation when visiting the oldies.”

Captain Linkin ended his spiel with a grin at me. “I doubt we’ll be visiting the Nagossians this trip though, not with the young lady.”

I glared. Was he kidding? “What do you mean not with me?”

“Well it’s not you love, it’s women in general,” Mr Janssen added and cuddled me to his side as we walked along the pier.

“Oh, so women aren’t allowed to visit these people?” Benji asked.

“Well yes they are, but everyone has to wear the traditional native dress and it’s a bit revealing, so you don’t get a lot of female tourists getting off their boats and going ashore.”

“You can see the village from the boat well enough,” the fat cook added. “We can swing by close enough to see with the scope.”

“Oh, okay,” I said, frowning in disappointment. “Although I guess their culture is from a different century, before women had any rights!”

The men chuckled. We’d arrived at Mr Janssen’s new yacht. It was beautiful. There were no sails. It was a three-level cruiser sleek and white with dark tinted glass. The top deck was open and there was a seating and viewing area open at the back of the second deck. The lower level was in the hull of course, which we were shown first. It was the 5-star quality sleeping berths and bathrooms.

We climbed stairs to the next level which was a galley and dining and lounge area, also the cockpit in front with a million gauges and dials and switches for god-knows-what, and a comfy looking pilot seat and gold steering wheel.

“Yes, everyone gets lessons as soon as we’re out in the ocean,” the captain assured us. “It’s easier than driving a car.”

We’d lost the cook in the gally where he got started preparing us an early evening meal, since it was already past dinner time for us. The plan was to stay here the night and head off tomorrow morning.

Mr Janssen stayed aboard the yacht whilst Linkin took us three travellers into the village to look around. It was a quaint little place with a few cafes and gift shops. There was one hotel and a row of bungalows along the foreshore. There were a few tourists wandering around but it wasn’t exactly a destination, more a stopover for people sailing by and refuelling.

Linkin took us into one of the gift shops that had a section in the back for native dress. There was a lady who showed me some of the outfits. The men’s ones were funny; sheaths for their penises and otherwise just leather laces to hold them on or strap them down.

“Yes, they look quite good on,” the woman whispered whilst motioning to Linkin browsing gifts in the other part of the store. “They’re obviously designed for protection during hunting or whatever, strapping the penis to a leg if it’s too long, like um..!” she rolled her eyes towards our yacht captain again.

I giggled. “But what about their nuts, there’s nothing for them?”

“No, free swinging is the idea there I think. It’s all about temperature control and keeping them cool, I believe.”

“Hmm fascinating. And any male visitors to the natives have to wear one of these?”

“Yes. Strictly! Us women too. I have a few of my own for when I visit my grandparents.”

“Oh wow how exciting! You’re from here then?”

“Yes born and raised. I’m one of the few to have stuck around but I love it here. I’ve no use for the big cities and stress of all that. I came back right after school, as soon as I was old enough to drop out and come home.”

We’d moved onto the next rack of little sashes of leather. These were skirts and were obviously for women the way they were decorated and so pretty. They were way skimpier than my new miniskirts. They were designed to barely cover your privates and some were only an apron and completely open at the back.

I was grimacing at the thought of wearing one. “Where’s the top bit, do they come in matching sets at all?”

The giftshop lady smiled. “There are no top bit’s sweetie. Traditionally. And strictly for any female visitors.”

“Oh!” I gulped feeling my face flush. “None at all, like nothing up um..?” I pointed to my boobs.

“Nope, nothing at all above the waist and there are sentries watching for anyone disrespecting their traditions. As soon as a boat anchors there’ll be one or two of the old men scaling a bamboo platform to sit there all day if necessary. They have contact with the coastguard service here in town and will have you removed if you flout their rules.”

“Oh wow, so they’re serious about it then!”

“Yes, even at the campground on the far side of their island. You’ll need to bring your sunscreen if you’re going ashore.”

“Oh no we’re not. The captain was saying, not with any female tourists. I get what he meant now.”

The shop lady nodded and her eyebrows were raised as she motioned to Linkin again. “It’s a pity you’ll be missing out on the show. Sure you have to go topless, but some of these men are good to look at too!”

“Hmm I can imagine,” I agreed. Captain Linkin was a tall, powerfully built man looking mighty fine in his white dress shorts and tight-fitting polo shirt. You could see the size of his package too.

“Yes sweetie, I’ve been at the island for one of his visits. It’s worth the price of admission,” the lady whispered knowingly.

We left the store having purchased some souvenirs but no traditional clothing unfortunately. I was quite intrigued and almost wanted to dare going topless to see the men in leather sheaths with their balls out. I could imagine Linkin and Ralph. Even Mr Janssen was quite fit-looking for his age. I wasn’t imagining the cook so favourably.

When we got back to the yacht I had a shower and changed into a fresh skirt and panties and a bikini top.

I have never dressed to attract attention in my life before this past week and my bikini tops are very conservative. The one I’d picked out for this first viewing of the men was a pretty yellow one but with thick straps and full padded cups.

It’s not that I don’t like the look of my boobs or feel embarrassed by them at all, I’ve just never been encouraged to try and tease men before. The guys I’ve been with have all raved about how good my boobs look and especially my nipples. But the reason I’ve always worn padded bras and bikini tops is because they are so obvious through anything too thin or sheer.

My nipples are kind of long and always poke at my clothing. Even when soft you can see them beneath a t-shirt or tank top.

“You look hot baby,” my husband said, coming into the sleeping berth and approaching behind me.

“Hmm I wish I had sexier bikini tops though. This feels big and frumpy with a miniskirt on.”

“Yeah well you make it look good, but it’s kind of bulky. Good for swim days with the church,” he grinned at me in the mirror.

I rolled my eyes.

“Do you have any tops you could wear without a bra? Maybe a cut-off one or something?”

“Hmm nothing that wouldn’t be revealing,” I blushed.

Benji squeezed my shoulders. “Which would be okay, wouldn’t it, doing this? You’ve got great tits.”

I rolled my eyes again huffing.

“Well you have baby. We should show them more to other men as well.”

“Hmm really?”

“Yeah imagine them getting a look at you in panties with your nipples showing through your top. They wouldn’t know where to look.”

I smiled through my blush, thrilled by the thought of doing this all of a sudden. “I have a couple of crop tops in my bag. They’re not that short but they’d be able to see me through them without a bra on.”

“Yeah? That’s making me bone up just thinking about it baby.”

“Mmm okay, do you want me to put one on then? I will if you say so.”

“Fuck yeah, I want you to. I’ve always wished you’d show your tits a little bit.”

“Ooh really husband?” I smiled and unclipped and lowered my bikini top, pushing my boobs together with my arms for my husband to see.

He immediately felt them. I lifted my arms a little to let him and snuggled back against his face.

“If I do this can I have another taste of Ralph’s cum later? I could taste it for ages on the plane but I can’t anymore.”

“Oh yeah, and you want to?”

“Yes. I’ve been thinking about men’s balls ever since we went to that gift shop and the lady told me about the sheaths guys have to wear to that native village. I want to kiss Ralph’s balls again. They were so big and soft but heavy. I want to kiss them and stroke him and fill them with sperm again.”

I rubbed my head back against my husband’s face whilst he massaged my tits in the mirror.

“I want him to tell me to eat it again Benji. I want him to say that when he’s cumming in my mouth.”

“Aw fuck,” my husband groaned and pushed me down over the bed.

He ripped at his pants and pulled my panties down too. He crouched and wiped the head of his cock through my pussy. I was already slick. He got the head in then surged and mounted my butt.

Oh I needed this so badly after sucking my mother’s step-son off this morning and flashing my panties all day.

I deserved to be taken like this by my husband for the filthy thoughts I’d been having ever since I put on my girlfriend’s miniskirt last weekend after church; back at her house after her telling me all about her husband taking her to a guesthouse in the country and letting other men have turns in bed with her.

“Nya fuck yeah!” Benji groaned and slammed hard against my butt. His cock was hard as wood and throbbing inside me. “Yeah take it you dirty girl,” he snarled down at me, making me smile and need to wiggle back against the feel of him.

I hadn’t reached orgasm but that was fine. After letting these other men see my panties and my nipples through a crop top tonight I was going to be making my husband invite his young helper down here to do something with me.

I didn’t know for sure what that would be yet. It would definitely involve getting another taste of Ralph’s cum, or maybe Benji might let him fuck me?

** End of Book 2 **
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