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Part 1: Going Topless at the River

Chapter 1

I’m 27 now and still happily married to my husband Alvin. My Daddy’s debt has been paid in full. Or I should say worked off in full hehe. There was that and the fact our car was a heap of shit and in need of major repairs that we didn’t have the money to pay for. My husband was out of work too, so there was no other answer in sight that I could see. Plus I really enjoy exhibitionism! This was the first time I tried it, 6 years ago now. I still do it all the time with hubby’s friends and whenever we go anywhere there’s a beach or place to sunbathe. It all started this one time camping at a river.

“I don’t see how this is the same though, Elle. This is way different. We don’t even know these guys at all,” Alvin complained.

My husband and I were swimming, treading water and cuddling up. There were a couple of guys sitting on the rocky riverbank watching us.

“But they seem really nice,” I said. “I think you want me to.”

Alvin had hold of me from behind. I felt for his crotch and squeezed. He couldn’t help firming a bit, though he really didn’t want this. Not with these guys just there.

“Mmm, I think you do want me to, don’t you, Alvin!”

“Aw jeez baby, do you mean just do it lying down? Like, just with side-boob, right?”

“Umm…” I squirmed back onto his cock.

He was getting hard because of the way I was massaging, not because of what I wanted to do.

I turned my head back and kissed him. “Or you could take my top off and make me go over there like that,” I teased into his mouth. “Don’t you want to show me to them like you did with that old guy at the beach?”

“Yeah, but he was old. That’s different.”

“But we didn’t know him either, so it’s not that different.”

Alvin’s cock was suddenly swallowed by slick heat. “Ah fuck!” He was inside me. I gripped his hip and kept him pressed against my butt.

“Mmm, don’t move or they’ll know,” I breathed into another kiss. “Just let me do it, okay.”

Alvin clung to me and buried his face into my neck. I held his head with one hand and kept hold of his hip with my other. I was a trained dancer and could really gyrate my hips. I wanked my husband with my hot pussy and flexed my pelvic floor muscles, making him cum in less than a minute.

“Mmm, there you go,” I went on playfully. “Did hubby like that?”

“Aw fuck, baby.”

The two guys were campers like us and had already been set up when we arrived that morning. Alvin had said hello and saw me talking with them a couple of times so far, but I was always friendly with everyone, so it was no big deal.

They didn’t seem to notice what we were doing. Alvin put his cock away in his swimmers, pulling them back up. We had drifted to the far shore from the guys and he sat on a rock beneath the surface with me resting back against him, my boobs out of the water.

I wore a red bikini, well a couple of pieces of string, more like it. My boobs are pretty big. They’re nice and firm and my nipples are always poking, especially when I’m in the water of course.

I’d been in lots of wet t-shirt contests and always enjoyed flashing my tits around, ever since before we met, and all the time we used to hang out with our friends from college.

It should be different now that we’re married though, right?

“I reckon we should just go and set up our tent, baby.”

“Hmm, do you now!” I teased into another kiss.

I was fiddling around behind my back again, and when we stopped kissing my bikini top was floating, my tits bare just beneath the surface of the clear water.

“Aw shit, Elle!”

“Haha, you go and start setting up then. I’ll wait a few minutes then come over too. Just put my towel on that bench for me, so I have to walk right past them.” I pushed my scrunched-up bikini top into my husband’s hand. “Quick, while they’re still sitting there!”

Alvin wanted this even less now that he’d gotten off. I pushed him away and glared at him to get moving. He didn’t know why he always gave in to me, which was probably because of what I just did. Anytime, anywhere, I’d stroke his dick hard and wiggle on it until he came.

I was glaring playfully and shooing my husband all the way across the small river. He walked up onto the pebbly beach, still looking back at me. The guys were along the bank a bit. Alvin turned away from me and met their looks and smiles. They were both about his age, one of them maybe twenty-five or so. He had a full beard and looked older.

“Hey,” they both grunted as he approached.

They looked at my bikini top in his hand. Alvin didn’t want to do this but had submitted to it. Letting them see that he had his wife’s top was part of the whole thing. He could see them working it out in their heads. They both looked from the bikini top to me in the middle of the river, obviously topless, though you could only see my head and bare shoulders.

Alvin returned the nod as he walked on past them and up through the campground to our car. They kept watching what he was doing but soon turned back and focused on me. Alvin quickly dried off. There was a concrete bench seat near where we were parked. He put my towel on it along with our food cooler then went back to the car and sat in the driver’s seat to watch.

I had waded close to shore but hadn’t showed myself to the guys yet. They were chatting together and watching me. They called out a hello to me and I said hello back, smiling at them now. I was close enough that they could talk but Alvin couldn’t hear what was being said. It was shallow where I was. I had been sitting to avoid letting them see yet.

My husband’s heart was pounding. He was past hating it and wanted me to do it; just get it over with and stop dragging it out. It was killing him. The guys were still chatting and had me laughing and smiling my head off.

I suddenly stood and raked back my long blond hair. I was waist deep in the water, my tits thrust forward as I remained facing the two guys.

Alvin’s cock flexed in his grip through his swimmer briefs. This was crazy but damn it got to him.

I approached the guys, wringing my hair and keeping my tits thrust at them. I was still smiling and chatting. I walked right to them and rested back against a large rock, lowering my arms and placing them behind my back. Both guys kept looking for my husband but they wouldn’t have been able to see Alvin very well in the car. I wasn’t looking for him at all. I was looking right at the guys and often down at my tits and back up at them.

Alvin didn’t know if he was ever going to get used to this. Topless was allowed around here. He’d seen other chicks do it. I never had before though, only that one time a few weeks ago at a beach when this old guy was sitting right near us watching me the whole time. I was always going braless in skimpy little tops and that but not completely topless like this.

Alvin had his towel across his lap and his fully erect cock out beneath it. He’d given in completely now and was just going with it. What else could he do?

You could go drag her away, you spineless git, that’s what you could do!

I was smiling and chatting animatedly, my tits jiggling every time I laughed. My nipples had softened in the warm sun, but they’re still pointy when they’re relaxed, just not so dark looking.

I looked down at them, glancing then covering them with my hands defiantly. I was laughing again though and removed my hands again, brushing at my tits while the two guys watched. My nipples had firmed again. I stood and walked past the guys but turned and kept facing them as they tried to drag out the conversation. I took the towel from the bench and used it to dab at my hair but still didn’t cover my tits at all. The guys had followed me a little way but stopped.

They could see my husband now and were both looking over. His dick was still hard, so he couldn’t exactly get out of the car or anything.

I finally covered up, wrapping the towel around myself. The guys turned and walked away towards their camp site across the open grassed area.

Alvin took a big breath and expelled in relief. I was getting our lunch things out of the cooler and set them up on the table. Another car pulled in next to where the two guys were parked and four dudes got out, going to the original two and greeting them. We had been wondering why they had two huge tents set up. There was a whole gang of them now.

Alvin joined me beaming excitedly and we ate our healthy lunch and decided to go for a hike before setting up our camp, leaving the group of guys diving off the rocks and whooping it up, constantly looking over at me, making my husband even more nervous now there were so many of them.


Chapter 2

It’s a good thing I love camping so much because this was harsh. It was okay for me, I could fit stretched out in the back of our Toyota hatchback. Alvin was too tall though. He was all arms and legs, and they were all over me and it was so hot. It was way too hot and stuffy but we couldn’t have any windows down because of the mosquitoes. And of course they always head straight for me!

We usually slept in the tent, but when we set it up yesterday it was smelly from being wet when we packed up last time. It had been raining and we forgot to dry it out when we got home. Now it had mold growing and smelled like wet dog.

So the car was the better option.

It would have been an even better idea to drive back down the highway to the last motel we passed, but that would have meant using the credit card and it was already close to its limit.

I quietly cracked open the door and untangled myself from Alvin’s arms and legs. He was snoring, probably because of the way his head was back and his face was planted against the side of the front passenger seat.

Whatever. Good luck with that.

I gently closed the door and turned, huddling my arms to my chest. It was hot and stuffy in the car but there was quite a chill to the early morning air out here in nature. I quietly clicked open the front passenger side door and took my runners from the floor, slipping them onto my bare feet. My other clothes from yesterday were down the other end of the car, kicked into the corner by our feet through the night. I tried opening the back hatch to get at them but it was locked.

I didn’t know where the keys were, probably in one of Alvin’s pockets as always, I imagined.

So I could either crawl over my sleeping husband and dig around for pants, or remain as I was in just a sleep-t and shoes, and maybe go make a little fire. The one we used to cook with last night was still there with lots of twigs and broken-up branches. I went over and found our box of matches sitting on a rock. I built a fire in the small cinderblock enclosure the park rangers provide as part of the camping facilities. I huddled next to the fire warming my bare legs and heating up water for my morning coffee.

I was completely bare beneath my t-shirt and sticky of course, from our sex session last night. I stretched the hem of my shirt down between my legs as best I could, but my thighs haven’t filled out much yet, not like my older sister’s big tree trunks.

I’m twenty-one though, plenty of time I guess. Alvin is also quite thin, at twenty-two, but being so tall he’s pretty gangly looking. I’m hoping he fills out soon. His older brother is pretty hot and he’s almost thirty. He was as skinny as Alvin a few years ago, when me and Alvin started going together, but he’s looking rather buff now.

There was also a camp full of hot guys just near us at the river. Well, they weren’t with us of course, but they were camped just across the clearing in their two big tents.

Too bad we couldn’t have gone and slept in there with them!

I smiled and grimaced guiltily to myself at the thought. Alvin had been worried about how rowdy they were last night, and the fact there was no one else around, no other couples or families or anything, and they were all guys. Not one girl amongst them.

Hmm, that would have been fun asking if they could put us up for the night. I wouldn’t take up much room!

Slut! I could hear my best friend saying to me in my head.

I pressed my thighs together with my hands and the stretched-down hem of my t-shirt between them. It had been so exciting being fucked by my husband with the sound of voices and laughter coming from all the guys over there last night. It was curious how horny Alvin was. I didn’t get that, how being almost on show for a bunch of rowdy guys could get him going too.

Hmm interesting! Maybe he’s a closet exhibitionist?

My water was boiling. I made a coffee and sipped it while the horizon in the east was getting lighter and the sun suddenly peeped over the mountains in the far distance. There was no sign of life from the men’s camp and no sign of movement from Alvin. It was so peaceful and calm. I smiled as the Kookaburra’s started laughing in the rainforest behind us, drowning out the more subtle bird calls.

I finished my coffee and decided to go shower. My toiletries bag was on the floor where I’d left my shoes, then I suddenly remembered our beach towels were hanging in the tree near the car. I grabbed mine then silently retrieved my toiletries bag without disturbing Alvin.

The campsite had great showers. There’s a fee to camp here but it’s worth it for the unlimited solar hot water. I soaked and luxuriated for ages, especially enjoying the fact there were no other women to share with. I still only had my t-shirt but I had a towel to use as a skirt now. I had my t-shirt on the wash basin and was drying my hair with my towel. So I was stark naked when one of the guys from the other camp suddenly strolled in.

“Oh fuck!” he grunted as he came to a sudden halt. His head lifted and his eyes were wide with genuine surprise.

I was stunned into inaction for a long second before I fumbled to get my towel organised to cover my front. The guy had stopped in his tracks and wasn’t looking away. He looked from my crotch to where I was holding the towel over my bare breasts. “This is the ladies!” I said.

“Shit sorry, I thought it was...!” the guy stammered and pointed toward the adjoining men’s room. He turned his head that way but was still looking at me.

I was blushing wildly. I grimaced. “I know, it’s confusing.”

The guy swallowed hard and edged back behind the brick wall that was the entry to the showers.

My heart resumed beating normally and I quickly rubbed my legs and butt dry then picked up my t-shirt from the basin. It was inside-out so I was fiddling with it when a shadow moved and the guy’s head appeared again.

“Hey man, that’s the chicks showers,” a voice called, then another shadow appeared and the first guy glanced back at the other one, then he leaned around the wall too. “Oh fuck yeah!”

I had my arms through the arm holes of my t-shirt but hadn’t lifted it from my waist. The two guys looked from my breasts to my face and back to my pussy.

“Yeah, I thought it was the men’s,” the first one said to his friend.

“Yeah. Right,” the friend returned distractedly.

I lifted my scrunched shirt to cover my breasts, still facing the two strangers, in some kind of trance or out-of-body experience.

They looked at me down below, the second one quickly checking over his shoulder then looking back at me again.

“Good morning? I don’t mind if you want to watch,” I told them. “But just from there, okay?”

They both nodded and checked with each other. “Oh. Good morning… ah, okay,” the new one said, a look of stunned disbelief on his face and his mouth open as if to say something else.

I pulled my shirt over my head but left it bunched above my breasts for them. I turned away, facing the mirror, and started applying leave-in conditioner. The guys were looking from my butt to my breasts in the mirror. My nipples were tight and beginning to ache for touch, as they do whenever I show them to men.

I was relaxing into it now. “Make sure my husband doesn’t see you there.”

“Nah, he must be still asleep,” the second guy said, checking over his shoulder again.

My shirt was slipping and covered my nipples. I turned to face the guys so they could have another look at my pussy.

“Ooh, yeah baby, waxed fucking bare,” first guy said.

Oh, there we go, he’s finally found his voice, haha.

I looked down at myself and blushed a bit deeper as I grinned at the two of them. This was a first, showing my pussy to complete strangers. It was surprisingly very exciting.

I was, of course, only teasing about them being sure Alvin didn’t see them. I absolutely wanted my husband to see. I imagined him waking up in the car and wondering where I was. Then he looks over and sees these two men standing in the doorway to the ladies room.

I pictured Alvin freaking out but unable to stop himself getting a hard-on, as usual. I smiled to myself thinking of him whilst watching the guys in the mirror. My t-shirt was slipping on my nipples though and had dropped almost to my waist. I lifted it to roll on deodorant under my arms. I gathered it and bunched it more securely above my tits.

“Yeah that’s better,” second guy said, meeting my demure smile and blush in the mirror. The first guy was leaning over a bit and looking in behind my thighs.

I know there’s a good view of my pussy from behind, because of my skinny thighs and the wide gap between them. At least my hips are a bit more womanly and not so narrow like a boy’s anymore.

I liked my shape all over and loved men checking me out. I hoped this guy was getting a good look at what he wanted. I kept my back to him and watched him in the mirror. He glanced up then looked back down at me. I resumed combing my hair with my fingers and kept my hips flared a little for him. The second guy was watching me too and met my gaze in the mirror, smiling at me and making me blush deeper again. I could feel droplets of water from my hair trickling down my bare skin, making me tingle.

I put a hand over my butt and turned to face them. “I think this is just getting rude now.”

Both of them had bulges in their pants and were fingering them. I figured that was mission accomplished and I was going a bit too far if I let it go on for longer. And it probably wasn’t a good idea to encourage these strange men, the way I was feeling, so I collected my things and edged around the wall and past them before they grabbed me or something.

“See ya!” I said, unable to stop smiling at the pair of them gawking after me. I left them and hurried across the campground and noticed my husband sitting up in the back of the car watching.

I went to the back of the car and tried to open it. Alvin rummaged for the keys in his pants pocket and beeped it open. I lifted the hatch and pulled my bag from beneath the bedclothes and opened it. Alvin was glaring back and forth from the two guys still standing there watching. I found some panties and stepped into them.

“Aw shit, baby!”

“I know, they accidentally walked in on me when I was getting out of the shower.”

“They walked in on you!”

“Yes, they thought it was the men’s room.”

I pulled on my shorts. Alvin glanced from me to the two men. I took off the t-shirt I’d slept in and number two guy whistled.

“Aw shit, baby!” Alvin groaned.

“It’s okay, they’ve already seen everything. They weren’t shy about standing there in the doorway watching me dry off, I can tell you.”

“But that’s not even the same two as yesterday.”

“I know. They seem fine though, I wouldn’t worry about them,” I assured my husband as I fixed my hair, still topless facing the two men.

“Come over for breakfast!” number two guy called out. “We got eggs and bacon!”

“Umm...” I looked to Alvin. He shook his head urgently. “Umm, no thanks!” I called back. “Thank you anyway!”

“What’s your name?” the guy called back.

I giggled. “Not telling!”

“Aw come on, come over and cook for us! You can cook can’t you?”

“That’s a bit sexist isn’t it? And cook for a bunch of pervs?”

“Haha, you look fucking good though, baby!”

I was pulling on a fresh top. “Hurry up and pull it down!” Alvin said. I still had it bunched up above my boobs while pulling my hair from it.

Another couple of the guys had come over and were looking intently, heads up and eyes wide. I pulled my top down into place and sat in the back of the car to put on socks and hiking boots.

“Don’t you like me doing this, Alvin? You were so horny last night.”

“Yeah but jeez baby, I couldn’t help it. This is fucking crazy though, right?”

“Hmm, I don’t know, I just want to do it more now,” I told my husband, cuddling up to him sitting next to me.

The guys wandered off. Alvin watched until they’d gone then got up and stretched. He went over and stoked the fire, putting more water on to boil. I cooked our breakfast and noticed the guys from the other camp continually looking over at me. We left to go on our hike and when we returned the guys had gone.

We ended up staying the whole day and had a swim and another hike through the cool rainforest. We decided to max out the credit card and pay for a motel for the night. We headed back down the highway before it got dark and the mosquitoes came out again.


Chapter 3

“Another!” George said to the barman and motioned to his and my stepdaddy’s empty glasses.

“So, why can’t you do you negotiating online? It’s the twenty-first century!”

“Haha no thanks. I like to see the expression in their eyes, and a computer screen doesn’t cut it.” George finished his scotch. “You need to see when their temple’s twitching or if there’s a giveaway bead of sweat. You can’t see that on a screen.”

My stepdaddy acknowledged the barman with a smile and a half wave as their new drinks were placed in front of them. It was late. They were the last patrons in the bar. The piano man had packed up an hour ago.

“So, what do you have this time, how long?” Dad asked. “It’s nice back home this time of year.”

“Yeah true, peak tourist season, that could work. I’ve got meetings spaced out over a week. Won’t mind dressing down and blending in with the party crowd between times.”

“Yeah, so what’s the problem, dude? Half your fucking luck by the sound of it.”

George sipped his new drink, grimacing at the strong taste, smooth but strong. “Problem is I’m fucking over hotel life, man. No wonder Peg and Kate both left me. I’m never home. All the trimmings! The best of everything and I’m never there to enjoy it, or to share it with my woman.” George gulped another big hit of scotch. “Serves me fucking right, all alone at this age. You’ve always looked after Loretta, Harv. I just never got that, man. Money, wealth… isn’t even half of everything!”

My stepdaddy was nodding. They’d had this conversation before, lots of times in various forms. His best and oldest friend sipped his drink and glanced at him. “You’ve got family, George.”

George flushed a little at the warmth and inclusion. He smiled. “Thanks, man.”

“Why don’t you stay at my kid’s place instead of a hotel. They’d love to have you.”

“Oh.” This was a random and completely new idea for George. He and my stepdaddy both came from what is now a holiday Mecca up north. They had family homes there. George kept his after moving to the city, where he lived now.

Alvin and I rented his house. It was huge and we had plenty of spare room.

George owned the place but used a real estate agent and had nothing to do with us renting it. He hadn’t seen me and Alvin since our wedding a couple of years ago. He never got to know me at all growing up next door because I was off to boarding school as a young teen and he’s never home anyway. He got on okay with Alvin at our wedding.

“They’d absolutely love to have you, George. You could check up on my little girl for me, see how she’s really going, since she never says much. She’ll get a kick out of playing hostess.”

This was good. George liked this. “Yeah and fuck flying too. I’m taking my Range Rover. I want to update and downsize to something for around the city soon, but one last road trip in a serious highway machine.”

“Ha, perfect. I’m tempted to join you.”

“Well why not? A couple of ex-party boys loose on the Gold Coast for a week, haha!”

“Ah yeah I’d love to but I’ve got meetings all week too, unfortunately. Some other time though,” Dad said.

“Yeah sure.” George gulped half of his drink. The barman wanted to close up. “This is great though, Harvey. I’ll give young Alvin a call then hey?”

“Sure buddy. I’ll text him in the morning, give him a heads up. He’ll be sweet with it.”

“And you’re sure young Elle won’t mind?”

The idea of spending a week with his buddy’s step-daughter was appealing. He remembered how I looked at my wedding and liked the idea of seeing me around my house in a nightie or something.

“Nah, she won’t mind, man. It’s your house anyway and they don’t pay the rent, I do haha.”

“Ha! And what does she do these days, young Elle? Was it veterinary she was studying?”

“She dropped out after the first year. Or deferred or something. She’s done a bit of acting or modeling, been in a couple of catalogue advertisements in magazines.” My stepdaddy blushed a bit. “She was in this lingerie magazine online, modeling some barely-there little garments. Jeez!”

“Haha, and you um...? Like, she knows you’ve seen it?”

“Yeah, she’s like that though, man. She’s certainly a free spirit, sexually. Always has been. I’ve had to get used to it. Once she turned 18 she stopped listening to me complain. She’d say ‘Suck it up, Daddy, it’s only skin!’”

“Ha, I can imagine! So glad I never had a daughter, buddy. That’d be tough.”

“Yeah.” Dad looked sideways at his friend, processing his thoughts.

George shrugged. “What?”

“No it’s nothing, man.” Dad had a sip of his drink. He shook his head a little. “It’s just that young Elle is particularly free in spirit at home, I’ve noticed.”

“Oh right.” George felt himself flush a little at the thought, having secretly entertained exactly that hope a few minutes ago.

“Yeah, I don’t know how she’ll be with you staying, but she doesn’t spare her old man much at all, I can tell you. Some of her night wear is right out of the R-rated lingerie catalogue by the look of it. Leaves nothing much to the imagination.”

“Right.” George swallowed hard and took a sip of his drink. He met the sideways look from my stepdaddy. “And are you okay with that, Harvey? It obviously won’t bother me.”

“No, I don’t expect it would, George. I know how attractive my girl is, I can see why they’d offer her work modeling lingerie.”

“Yeah. And?”

This was interesting.

Dad shrugged a little. “I wouldn’t expect you to look away at all, I suppose.”

“Okay,” George agreed flatly.

This was very interesting all of a sudden. George noticed a twitching in his loins.

“I guess I wouldn’t if I was you, man. I mean, if she chooses to wear what she’d normally wear around the house, while she has a mature man visiting, I guess all bets would be off and you’d be within your rights to enjoy the show.”

George finished his drink. “Haha, okay thanks, buddy, I’ll keep that in mind. Hope she does choose to model some sexy lingerie for me.”

Dad nodded to himself some more. “I guess the thing is, she takes me back to our young days and the, well, sexual freedom, for want of a better word. She reminds me so much of her mother when we first met.”

“Oh shit, that sexually free?” George shot at his best buddy, glaring. “Seriously haha?”

“Yeah, I don’t know, maybe. I see the way their male friends look at her and the way she plays up to them. I’m not sure what young Alvin thinks. He certainly doesn’t say much.”

“And do you think any of these male friends might be playing around with her?”

“Look, I don’t know, George. I’ve asked but Elle doesn’t even confide in her mother to that extent, so it’s not as if she’d ask my advice at all.”

“And if she did?” George pressed immediately. It sounded like his buddy was trying to say something here.

“Well, if she did, I’d probably just be supportive. No judgment. Like we never accepted any kind of judgment from our older generation at that age, did we.”

“Right. Right.” George nodded. “So, when you say you want me to check on how your step-daughter’s going, is that in relation to this, Harvey? You want to know if she’s sexually active outside of her marriage?”

Dad glanced sideways again. “Well, if she is, she’s safe and happy and in control of any situation she might be in.”

George nodded some more, glanced a couple of times while my stepdaddy downed the last of his drink.

Dad put down his empty and looked to George squarely. “I know what you’re probably thinking, and if you did, I’d be okay with that.” He smiled. “That fucking rock star hair of yours, and you’re fit and still look good for an old fart. Good luck if Elle is playing round and you have a chance with her yourself. I wouldn’t hold it against you, man.”

“Ah. Okay, good. Because if half of this is true, I’ll certainly be trying my luck buddy, haha.”

“Yep, I’m sure. Just spare me the details is all I ask,” my stepdaddy said.


Chapter 4

“What’s that?” I asked Alvin. He was checking a text. We were packed and ready to leave the motel but he had stopped and sat down on the bed.

“It’s from your old man. Do you remember his friend George? He was at our wedding. Long grey hair in a pony tail.”

“Oh yeah, I know George. He’s been friends with Daddy forever. I used to think he was a wizard when I was a kid.”

“A wizard?”

“Yeah, he always looked like a wizard or something.”

“Ha, he was telling me he used to be one of those hippy dudes from the seventies. He’s always had the long hair, but he’s a big shot business man now. And he wants to come and stay at the house this week.”

“Oh! To stay with us?”

“Yeah, but that’d be cool, right? Your dad has sent us five hundred to cover any expenses.”

“Five hundred! Oh my god! He sent it where, to you?”

“Haha, yeah but I’ll transfer it to our house account in a minute. He used my old bank account from when I was single and free and had money of my own to spend.”

“Aww, poor Alvin. And now you’ve got a wife to look after and she takes all your money, does she?”

“Yep, that’s how it is. I’ve got such a hard life,” Alvin teased, pulling me onto the bed and kissing me as I squirmed and giggled to get away. He might be gangly but he’s strong.

“No! We have to go! No time for this.”

“Okay but what should I say?”

“Oh I don’t know, there’s plenty of room. We can put him in the main guest room. It will be fun having a visitor for a change. I can try lots of special cooking.”

We finished packing the car. It was already after ten, just past check-out time. We had a four hour drive through hilly rainforest roads, then up the coastal highway. We got through the slow part of the journey by lunch time and stopped at a roadhouse on the highway.

Our poor little car was spluttering and blowing smoke. It was almost overheating so we parked under a shady tree and Alvin lifted the bonnet and checked out the radiator. I left him to it and hunted for the ladies room.

The toilets were around the far side of the service station and restaurant. I walked around the corner straight into a big biker dude in leather boots and jacket, with a cut-off denim vest that had emblems and things all over it.

There were three big motorcycles parked and two other rough looking men who smiled and looked me over as I passed and went into the ladies.

I could hear them talking outside. I kept quiet and did my business then checked myself in the mirror. I wore my skimpy jean shorts and was bare beneath a thin white tank top. The cool morning had long passed and it was quite hot. You could easily see my nipples through my top. They had firmed at the sound of the men’s deep voices.

This always happened to me around big strong looking men, or guys who like camping now, it seemed.

I left the ladies room and found the one I’d bumped into standing there blocking my way around the corner of the building. “Hey sweetie, where you going?” he taunted. “You near knocked me over before, didn’t say sorry or nothing.”

“Um, sorry!” I smiled sweetly at the guy, my entire body tingling as the huge man tilted his head to look at my chest.

“Mmm, that’s better but there’s still a toll to pay.”

“What toll!” I glared at him now. I was far more excited than afraid. He was staring at my chest, his big muscly arms spanned across the walkway between the building and a lattice barrier. There was no way past unless I ducked under his arm, which I was considering.

“Leave the girl alone, Bruno,” another of the bikers said, his voice deep and easy.

I suddenly liked that one.

“Nah, I gotta get payment, man. I’m thinking either a big wet kiss on the lips or she flashes these amazing lookin’ tits for us.”

I flushed all over, a swarm of tingles covering my skin and making me feel cold and hot at the same time. The man in front of me hooked a finger into my top and pulled it out from my chest. I grabbed his arm but he had a firm hold.

“Leave her the fuck alone!” his biker mate growled. “Get the fuck off her, Bruno!” He was walking towards Bruno.

This Bruno man looked around at the one who had spoken. The third man was sitting there looking back and forth between them. I was released and quickly ducked under the huge arm in my way and hurried clear. The two men faced each other. The one called Bruno pushed at the other one’s chest but that guy just punched him in the face. It had happened so fast and Bruno was down, his legs crumpling and he fell backwards against the wall and slumped down it.

I was standing there with my hand over my mouth, shocked. “Sorry ‘bout that, darlin’,” the hero guy said to me. “He’s a bit of an arsehole.”

My hero approached to tower over me. My legs were rubber. He could have the wet kiss on the mouth or a look at my boobs, anything he wanted. He looked down at my chest and I stood there, waiting to see what he was going to do. I followed his gaze down to my erect nipples and back up again.

“You’d better go, darlin’, you look good enough to get into trouble over.”

I smiled through my blush and stayed another long few seconds taking in the power and essence of the man. Bruno was up and bleeding from the mouth, standing there glaring pure hate and fear. I don’t know why, but I almost liked him too.

I took a step back, and another, still facing the men and almost at the corner of the building and in view of my husband. I don’t know what got into me right then but I remained facing the three men, who were just watching me curiously. So I did what I had to do. I lifted my top and showed them my tits.

I just flashed them, paused for one long second and watched their stunned faces, then I pulled my top back down and hurried away around the corner and across the driveway.

Alvin was back from the restaurant with our lunches. The bikers roared off when we were eating at an outside table under a large Moreton Bay fig, all three of them looking at me as they passed us.

I hadn’t confessed to my husband about having put on a show for the guys in the shower block yesterday, and I said nothing about showing my tits to the three bikers either. I can’t help being bad like this sometimes though. I still can’t believe the effect it has on some guys. 

There was a time back in college when something happened to me. It’s something I often find myself getting flashbacks over and end up wet with my hand between my legs.

I remembered it so clearly, so intensely and in perfect detail, although I guess my imagination might have been blurring things a little by now. This is how I remember it:

I was sitting on a big lounge in the living room of this guy’s house. He was a friend of my boyfriend and had wealthy parents. It was their house. They were away for a weekend and we had been invited to stay. The guy’s girlfriend just dumped him, so there was only the three of us.

We were barely old enough to drink and were all quite tipsy. It was interesting being the only girl. My boyfriend was not the jealous type, more so the adventurous type.

“Hmm, I don’t know about this, you guys. What if anyone found out, I’d be branded the local slut.”

“But no one will find out,” my boyfriend Larry said, squeezing my knee and tilting in to kiss my neck and ear, the way guys do when they want anything from me. I’ve never been able to resist that.

“Hmm, I was okay before but I don’t think I want to now,” I said, including Larry’s friend Colin in my plea.

Larry touched my shoulder and smiled, attempting to support me, but as my hand closed over his my little top gaped and exposed a nipple through the lace of my bra. He was leaning from over the back of the lounge, and he started gently massaging my shoulders as we discussed the situation. I had lowered my hand back into my lap, but with the action of his thumb upon my shoulder he was able to work the fabric of my top to gape enough that he could still see my nipple.

“So, the whole idea’s off then?” Larry challenged gently.

I half shrugged. “Well, not the whole idea. I’ll still, you know, when we go to bed, I’ll still let you.”

“Let me what?” Larry asked, grinning down at me, and I blushed as I glanced up at him. “Will you suck my cock?” he asked, loud enough for his friend to hear.

I blushed furiously.

“Yeah, she will. That was a yes,” Colin said and chuckled.

I blushed even more and rolled my eyes at him.

“Are you sure you don’t want to?” Larry asked me, and he reached further down into my top and softly pinched my nipple. I closed my hand over his wrist. “I was looking forward to watching Colin fuck you, baby,” Larry whispered into my hair. My cheeks reddened again as a flush of tingles swarmed over my skin, and sent a shockwave straight to my pussy. “Watching you take this off and showing him these nice big tits, watching while you lifted up that little skirt and spread your legs for him,” he went on, breathing against my neck and making me quiver in anticipation.

“And your girlfriend just dumped me, don’t forget,” Colin said from across the room. “Don’t you even care about that?”

“Huh, it probably served you right!” I scolded him, but couldn’t help returning his cute smile.

“Do you like this?” Larry asked, still softly rolling my nipple.

I looked up at my boyfriend, my eyes closing softly then opening again. I couldn’t help but let out a little whimper. I arched against his hand.

“Think she’s coming round,” Larry said to Colin.

They were both staring at me.

“How about you pull her panties down,” Larry suggested. “Don’t lift her skirt, just reach up under it and take them off.” Then he sucked on my neck as his friend crawled across the floor and knelt before me.

Ohmygod take me now!

Colin tilted to look then reached under my skirt.  My heart was pounding and I lifted my butt and braced as my panties were worked from beneath my hips and peeled down my thighs. They felt wet as they slid across my skin.

“I’m still not sure about this,” I uttered, clinging to my boyfriend’s arm as my underwear was carefully removed from my feet.

Colin moved back and leaned against the chair opposite. His eyes never lifted, and he sat staring at my legs. He had my panties clutched in his hand as he put them to his face and sniffed them.

“Unsure is okay,” Larry whispered. His breath in my ear intensified my sensations making my legs weak. Good thing I was sitting down. “Letting another guy take you right in front of your boyfriend is going to feel a bit uneasy, but imagine how it’s going to feel when he’s got that big fat cock up you! I’ve seen it in the change rooms. It’s a monster!”

“Shut up!” I chuckled nervously, pushing my boyfriend’s head away.

“No, I’m serious.” He nibbled his way back along my shoulder until I tilted my head to give him access to my neck once more. “Have you ever dreamed of one of those big porno movie cocks before?”

“Um… maybe,” I admitted shyly.

“He won’t hurt you,” Larry assured. “You’ll go slow and easy won’t you, Col?”

Colin nodded. “Aha, slow and easy,” he echoed. “Till she gets used to it.”

I looked to my boyfriend and he stroked my face. “Up to you,” he said a little shakily now.

“Are you sure you really want me to?” I asked in reply.

“Yeah, I do,” Larry answered, and I blushed a little.

Oh my god, that was four years ago now and I remember every detail so well.

They took me to Colin’s bedroom. Larry led me by the hand and Colin followed with me looking back at him all the way up the stairs.

I was sat on the bed and scooted back. Larry stayed behind me, massaging my shoulders as his friend got undressed.

“Are you going to stay and watch?” Colin asked.

“Hell yeah! I want to watch you do her, man.” Larry slipped his fingers inside the cup of my bra for the first time. I caught a breath as he covered one of my breasts with his hand and squeezed. I clamped my hands together between my knees. “Open your legs while I do this,” Larry breathed into my neck. “Show him what he’s getting, baby.”

He touched my arm and I parted my knees. Colin’s eyes lowered and set, his expression blank. I pressed my hands against my inner thighs and opened my legs for him, my skirt stretching taut and rolling up to expose my pussy.

“Fuck me!” Colin groaned.

“Is it wet?” Larry asked, but Colin didn’t answer, so Larry moved back to my ear. “Is it?” he whispered, slipping his other hand down my top and under my bra to cover my right breast this time. It was the first time he’d touched that one, and I moaned softly as I raked my hands up beneath my skirt, arching my body and spreading my legs wider. “Is your tight cunt ready for that big, hard cock?” Larry went on lewdly as his friend stood there completely naked and stroking his meat.

“Uh huh,” I moaned, completely entranced now.

Larry shifted away from behind me as his friend knelt on the bed.

Colin kissed one of my thighs and only breathed on my pussy as he continued up my body and kissed my belly then sucked on one of my aching nipples. He only teased that too then kissed my neck and took my lips. He was positioning himself as he kissed me. I felt for him and took the amazing weight of his cock in my hand. I guided the massive dome to my opening and he thrust a little and penetrated me. I was already dripping wet. He thrust gently and filled me.

“Uh huh, ow, that’s deep.”

“It’s okay, just relax. I’ll be gentle.”

I could handle his girth, but he was incredibly long. He started fucking me slowly, withdrawing a long way then inserting until the head of his cock was nudging deep inside of me. He held firm and pressed a little. I could feel the pressure, but he relented before it hurt too much.

“Is that okay?”

“Uh huh. A little bit like that’s nice.”

“Alright, I’ll save it for when I’m ready to cum.”

He held my head to his neck, his lower body settling into a faster rhythm but the penetration not so deep. I clung to him, his body hot, his muscles tense. It didn’t take long until I orgasmed. He fucked me through it and into another before forcing his cock in deep again and holding firm.

He let out a throaty groan of pleasure. He was pressed hard against my opening, his dick all the way inside me, throbbing powerfully. He quickly softened and the pressure released. He remained in me and kissed my lips. “It feels good to be all the way in like that when I cum. I hope it didn’t hurt.”

“No, it was fine. It felt nice.” I’d forgotten about my boyfriend watching. He was standing there at the end of the bed with his eyes wide and glazed, his hand over his mouth. “He’s so huge, Larry,” I said, meeting his eyes as they focused on me.

Larry gulped and nodded, then looked back down at where I was still being penetrated.

Colin lifted his upper-body to look at our coupling as well. I kept my legs open for him as he continued slowly screwing me. He gradually firmed again. “I need to get another load off, okay?”

“Okay,” I uttered.

He lay down over me, his weight on his elbows, and resumed humping more forcefully. I clung to him and waited dutifully. I mean, he wasn’t my boyfriend but he was still a guy, and he needed it the way guys do and the way girls should accept that and allow them to use our wet pussies. Finally he surged and held firm again, his body taut and his huge horse cock throbbing, more of his cum spurting deep into my teenage belly, where a guy’s cum belongs.

Oh my god I remembered that so well. With the flashback rolling through my mind, I had my hand between my legs and my middle finger wet through the crotch of my panties. My clit was hard and my pussy sopping at the mere thought of a guy using it to stroke into and fill his balls with sperm. Using me as a cum dolly, the way Colin did back then at that party. The way I ended up watching him from across the room with his friends later that night while I was all wet and gooey between my legs from where he had satisfied himself.

Mmm, I would love to have satisfied those three scary looking bikers. My body had heated up and my pussy was throbbing. I pressed hard against my clit and squeezed my thighs together as I imagined sitting there with their three big gooey loads of cum too big for my belly and leaking out of me.

I don’t know how I looked to my husband. He was driving and frowning across at me. He looked down at my hands between my legs and I just glanced back innocently at him and smiled.

He was in trouble as soon as we got home. I needed sex bad!


Part 2: Nudity Around the House

Chapter 5

It was great to be home from our camping trip over the weekend. Home is awesome. It’s a huge four-bedroom double-story house on the canal. There’s a boat ramp in back with a small cabin cruiser moored to it. My husband and I both have our licenses and can use it to get around the waterways and go to restaurants and that.

Mum and Dad own the cruiser and pay our rent and occasionally come up for a holiday, but not often. It was going to be interesting with my stepdaddy’s friend staying with us. I didn’t know George very well, he’s a bit of a mystery, never having much to do with us as a family. He’s a big shot businessman but from the few times I’ve been around him, he seems really cool.

The really interesting thing about this man staying with us was that I had just started trying things to have more fun with sex. It had started a couple of months ago when this guy was hitting on me at a nightclub and my husband went nuts ravishing me over it. Alvin had gotten a bit jealous at the club, but when we got home he was all over me like never before.

That gave me an idea, and I started deliberately trying to get attention from other guys, with the way I was dressed, which I’ve always liked doing anyway. It worked very well. Every time I did it, Alvin would get all fired up and crazy for sex.

Then it all came to a head when I actually went topless at a beach in front of this old guy. Alvin was encouraging me. He loved it. And then this weekend camping at the river, there was that whole group of single guys. Oh my god!

I was having flashbacks to being topless and even bottomless for those guys while watching Alvin downstairs playing computer games on the big screen in the living room. It was the middle of the day. What I had in mind was going to blow him away.

I blushed to myself and pulled off the little summer dress I was wearing, tossing it on the bed. I pushed down my panties and pulled them off as well. I was completely naked.

I took a big breath and walked out of the bedroom and down the stairs. I walked right between Alvin and the television. His eyes were popping open, his mouth too. I bit down on my smile and walked into the kitchen and poured a glass of cold water from the fridge.

I took the glass of water with me and walked back into the living room and between my gawking husband and his silly computer game, which was crashed out ‘Game Over’ on screen. I looked at him and defied him with a glare.

“Baby!?”

“What?” I asked innocently.

He gulped. “Um…?”

“What? You don’t like?” I tried, looking down at myself and back at him. I’d stopped and was facing him full frontal. I had freshly waxed my pussy that morning.

“Yeah, I like,” he said, swallowing again and frowning in question.

I walked to a leather recliner and sat on the cool seat, which felt strange with a bare butt. “I’ve decided I like being nude, Alvin. I don’t see why I can’t do it around the house sometimes.”

“Being nude?” my husband echoed. “Like um…”

“Or being nearly nude, if not fully. I want to do it more often, like at the river on the weekend with those camping guys. I loved the way they looked at me, Alvin. Didn’t you?”

“Um, I don’t know... sort of I suppose.”

“I want to do it with this man who’s coming to stay. Like, just generally, all the time around the house. I want to get around all day with almost nothing on and flash him all the time.”

Alvin was still frowning but I could see his mind ticking over. He put down his game controller and shifted sideways on the lounge bending a leg up, and I noticed he adjusted his package, which made me smile.

“But he’s your step-dad’s friend though, baby, won’t that be a bit weird?”

“No that’s okay, Daddy’s friends have always checked me out. He doesn’t seem to mind.”

“Oh right.” Alvin huffed a breath. “Yeah, I guess I’ve noticed that before with your dad. Even with the way he is with me when he catches me checking you out.”

“Haha, like when?”

“Like whenever he’s here and you’re getting round in your frigging nightie or whatever, the way you always do.”

“Yeah well, I’ve got nothing he hasn’t seen when I used to run around the yard naked as a kid. Only difference is having grown up since then, but my boobs are the only real difference, now that I’ve been waxing like this.” I looked down, checking my smooth pussy. “Although my hips and thighs are a bit more womanly too, I suppose.”

“Yep, you look womanly alright, baby. Your dad just eyeballs me and shakes his head.”

“Hmm, well, it won’t be him this time, so I want to dress even more sexy. It’ll be fun teasing this other old dude, don’t you think? I’ve been checking my stuff and I’ve found some things to wear, especially for showing my boobs.” I looked down at them, thrusting my chest forward and teasing my nipples.

“Aw fuck, baby!”

“Hmm, and you’ll love it too, Alvin. Don’t try to pretend you don’t like guys checking me out. It makes you go all caveman on me!” I smiled. “Which I love!”

“Aw jeez, Elle..!” my husband groaned, his hands over his package and squeezing.

“Plus I’ve got very short skirts and dresses picked out and I won’t be wearing panties around the house anymore. Just so you know.”

“Just so I know?”

“Or if you ever feel like doing anything about it. I won’t mind if it’s the middle of the day like this and you just want to finger me or something, just for being bad and teasing you.” I had a sip of water. “Or if you need to spank me or pin my arms and twist my nipples.” I held my husband’s gaze. “Or pull my hair and stick your dick in my mouth, if I deserve it.”

“Aw fuck.”


Chapter 6

Alvin really liked George. He thought he was so cool. “So, what year is it?” he asked excitedly about his black Range Rover. George had just arrived. Alvin was helping him with his luggage.

“It’s nearly ten years old. This is my last run then I’m downsizing to something more suited to the city.”

“Oh really. Like what?”

“Ha. Don’t know yet. Something small and sporty before I’m too old to pull it off.”

“Yeah, our car’s in the shop. It broke down on a long drive the other day,” Alvin explained.

“Oh I see. Well, good timing then. We can share this week if you don’t mind running me back and forth to a few meetings, save me having to worry about parking.”

“Shit yeah, I won’t mind. Seriously? You’ll let me drive this?”

George fished in a pocket and tossed Alvin a key. “You hang onto that one.”

“Holy shit! Hey Elle!” he called out to me coming down the front stairs, and he flashed me the key and got in the driver’s seat.

I was hugged by our house guest. He released me but kept an arm around me as we faced my husband. His hand was on my bare side and I was holding it there, encouraging him to touch me. I wore a short skirt and a half-length tank top. My nipples were poking at my top after the hug. I was braless beneath it and had no panties on under the skirt.

Alvin had been getting pretty good looks all morning, since I actually put something on at all after breakfast, other than an apron when I was cooking.

Alvin had lowered the passenger-side window and I leant in. George was still beside me, beaming a smile. He tilted for a look up my tank top and I felt him doing that. My nipples were touching the window ledge. “Wow this is nice!” I enthused, looking around inside the car.

“Yeah, George said we can borrow it sometimes while he’s here,” Alvin told me.

“Absolutely!” George declared, looking up from where I had my arms folded now and resting on the car door so as to let him see my nipples.

I smiled back at him, my face flushing a bit as George had to look up from checking me out again. Oh this was working so well already.

I stood tugging at the bottom of my little top, my nipples still poking at it quite distinctly. I led off back up the stairs and George followed, carrying his travel bag. He went ahead of me inside and I smiled back at Alvin and lifted my top, flashing my tits. I glanced playfully, teasing like I had been all the time for the past few days.

Alvin had been mowing the front lawn so he put the mower away and came inside to clean up and get some lunch. I was chatting with our house guest in the kitchen. George was sitting at the counter. I was making sandwiches, my top stretched up a bit and the underside of my tits visible. It only covered them and stretched up like that when I reached for anything. I reached for glasses in the cupboard above the counter and thrust deliberately so my top stretched higher and showed a bit of my nipples.

Alvin hung back around the corner of the living room just watching for a minute. I was still chatting and giggling away. Alvin could only see the back of George’s head but could see he was looking right at me. I glanced down at myself and tugged my top back down into place.

“Cute top!” George said.

I smiled through my blush and looked down again, plucking at it. “I haven’t worn it for ages. I forgot how short it was.”

“Ha, I thought it was a bit too long, love. Looks great on you.”

“Hmm, too long?” I rolled my eyes and kept smiling back over my shoulder as I went to the fridge for a bottle of cold water. I bent to get the ice tray from the freezer below and the men could see my tits up my little top again.

Alvin saw them and was sure my stepdaddy’s friend got a good look that time as well. When I turned back to them my top had hiked up and the underside of my tits were exposed again, my erect nipples poking just above the hemline.

I put down the bottle of water and cracked the ice tray into the base, my tits jiggling a little and my arms pressing them together as I twisted out the final few ice cubes. Then I put down the ice tray and reached up to push back my long blond hair. I put my hair band in my teeth and gathered my hair back into a ponytail.

I thrust my chest so my top stretched right up above to just catch on my nipples this time.

“Ooh that’s nice,” George groaned low and deep.

I smiled through my blush again, still with my hair tie in my teeth while I gathered stray strands of hair. My areola was showing but not quite my nipples.

“So, you’ve done a bit of modeling I hear, love?”

“Uh huh, just photography so far.”

“Yes, your dad said for a lingerie catalogue. I can see why you’d be suited to that.”

“Hmm really! Daddy said, did he?” I fixed my band in place but continued fiddling with my hair while my tits jiggled out the bottom of my top.

My nipples are quite long and high set. There’s a good round bulge of boob beneath them, that’s for sure. I have always worn this kind of top too, but this one wasn’t familiar and was a bit shorter than my other ones.

I served the sandwiches at the dining table, where Alvin had come and sat down. We chatted over the meal. George was telling us all about when he used to live here in his house.

“Is Marcus still next door?” he asked.

“Mr Marcus? Yes, he’s still there. His wife passed away a few years ago. He’s so nice and I think he’s really lonely now,” I explained.

I got up and went to the counter, reaching across for the bottle of water I had left there. My skirt only just covered my bum, and when I bent over, the men got a quick look at my bald pussy. My thighs are slender and guys always get a good view of my crotch between them from behind like that. Usually my panty crotch that is, not my bare pussy haha.

It had only been a flash but George had seen too and he met Alvin’s gaze for a second after, until Alvin felt his cheeks heating too much and had to look away and down at his empty plate, stabbing at the crumbs and eating them off his finger.

Alvin looked up again and George was still staring at him while I was going on about needing to go grocery shopping and that it was going to be a pain with no car.

“You kids can just take the Rover,” George said, still looking right at Alvin. “Could I have one of those apples for now though, please?” he directed at me.

“Of course!” I replied happily and I stood and reached back over the counter for the fruit bowl, my skirt hiking up again. George tilted a bit and had another look at my pussy.

I knew he could see everything, so I stayed reaching across and washed three apples in the sink. I was blushing and peeping back over my shoulder at my stepdaddy’s friend checking me out. He could see my pussy easily and my tits up my top as well. They were wobbling as I washed the fruit, my nipples almost visible pressed against the hem of my top.

I reached further over and opened a drawer, taking a small knife from it, my skirt hiking up higher and my pussy fully on display as I kind of lifted one leg to balance.

I turned back around and placed the fruit bowl and knife on the table. I had knelt on my chair beside George. He looked up from my skirt to my tits then met my blush and smile. I was fiddling with the hem of my skirt and he looked back down at where I was doing that then back up again.

The guy grinned across at Alvin. “I’m going to enjoy staying here with you kids. This is so much nicer than a hotel, and I love how relaxed you both are.”

“Well, you have to be relaxed at home. If not here, then where else?” I said, checking with Alvin and grimacing a little. “I like to dress relaxed like this around the house. I know my clothes can be a bit revealing, but...”

“Oh no. Hell no, love! You go right ahead and dress however you want. I’m certainly not complaining,” George declared.

“Hmm good,” I said, a bit of tease in my voice now, and I turned and went back to the counter, holding a hand over my butt and smiling back at the men as I reached across to the drawer again. I rummaged for something and ended up leaning further to see what I was doing. My skirt hiked up again and my stepdaddy’s friend tilted in for another look at my pussy before I put my hand over my butt.

Alvin swallowed hard. “I better go finish the lawn if you want to go shopping, baby.”

“Um okay, half an hour?”

“Yeah, about half an hour.”

I turned back around with a potato peeler and took an apple and started peeling as I sat down, keeping one leg bent up and to the side, my thighs wide open but my skirt just long enough to cover me in front.

George was having a look. I pressed the hem of my skirt down and smiled at him when he looked up. He chuckled. Alvin just gulped and turned and left us, striding back out to his lawn mower with his dick halfway hard in his pants.

Alvin quickly finished the last bit of lawn he needed to do then went into the downstairs bathroom and had a shower. I was waiting and we jumped in the Rover and went shopping. I had changed into shorts and a shirt, wearing a bra too for a bit of modesty at the shops.

We were in the grocery store filling our trolley. “It’s going good with George so far, don’t you think?” I asked. “I feel really comfortable around him already.”

“Yeah he seems okay. He was having a good enough look at you in the kitchen. Did you know how much we could see when you leant over the counter like that?”

“Uh huh, I knew. Of course!”

“Ooh, get some more of that dark chocolate. That was yum.”

I grabbed a few blocks and one of white chocolate as well. The trolley was already full of boring fruit and vegetables. We never usually got much junk food, and I would hardly touch it anyway.

“It was interesting after you went to finish mowing, Daddy called on the house phone and I was leaning over the counter talking with him while George was still sitting there at the table,” I confessed to my husband.

“Oh shit, did you cover up though?”

“Um no, I let him look again. He was just staring at me down there while I was chatting with Daddy about him coming to stay.” I lifted close to whisper. “It was really turning me on though, and when George stood up to take the phone call he had a hard-on in his pants that he didn’t try to hide at all.”

“Aw hell, you’re giving me a hard on right now, baby.”

“Hmm, well it was fun giving him one like that. I can’t wait to get back home and tease him some more.”

“Yeah I know, it’s better just doing it at home though, not like with those guys at the river. That was a bit scary, knowing they were all there drinking and that.”

“Hmm, I was thinking we could have asked to share their tent. It looked like there was enough room.”

“Aw shit, no way, baby! With all of them guys, and you and me in the same tent?”

“Uh huh, I wouldn’t have been complaining,” I teased back over my shoulder as we entered the self-checkout.

It was going to be a go-to fantasy of mine from now on, imagining being taken from Alvin and passed around by a bunch of guys in a tent. I wasn’t certain in my own mind but thought I probably would have agreed to share with them if things went that way.

We filled six bags and loaded them into the back of the Rover. It was so great to drive in such an amazing car. It was so huge and quiet and with lovely leather seats. Alvin backed out of the parking spot carefully and turned to take the longer way home so he could have another little drive of the expressway. The car purred along beautifully.

“Anyway, my parents used to play around when they were our age,” I continued from what I was saying earlier. Mum has even been gang banged, so she told me. They used to be in a group of friends who all did it with each other.”

Alvin looked from the road. “Gang banged? Your mum?”

“Yes! Back when she was our age!” I said, smiling. “Not lately, I wouldn’t think.”

“Jeez, that’s still freaky. And did your dad know? Was he there too?”

“Yes, and it was after they got married.”

“Oh shit, seriously!”

“Uh huh,” I uttered, blushing now. I then took a few seconds before looking to my husband again. “Would you ever let another guy fuck me, Alvin?”

Alvin glanced from the road, his face heating. He glanced again but didn’t say anything yet. His cock was trying to flex in his pants though.

“I’d let it happen if you wanted,” I said softly. “Or even a gang bang if you wanted to watch guys do that to me.”

Alvin swallowed hard. “I don’t know if I’d want to, baby. I’m not sure.”

“Hmm, but you’ve thought about it?” I asked, grimacing excitedly. This was the most realistically I’d ever considered being gang banged and the idea was making me blush it was so powerful.

Alvin gulped again, nodding a little. It was true he’d had plenty of fantasies about watching some other guy fucking me. It was only fantasy though, he thought. He had a few mates who played around a bit with me when they came over.

“Sometimes I think about it when the guys are around, like the way Danny is with you, and Sean. Especially them two don’t seem to care that I’m sitting right there watching,” he explained.

“Mmm, they care a little bit, Alvin. They’re worse when you’re not around, especially when it’s the two of them together, playing off each other with me.”

“Yeah, like the way Sean tries to pull the string on your bikini top all the time now? What’s that about baby, did something happen with that?”

I grimaced guiltily. “Um, it was a couple of months ago. I was sunbathing by the pool with my top undone when he came around the back looking for you. I didn’t hear him coming until he was already through the gate, so he caught me off guard with both strings undone, and it was before we went to the beach and I went topless for that old guy, so I was a bit freaked out.”

Alvin’s dick flexed. He looked at me. “And?”

I grimaced some more. “And he insisted and I let him rub sunscreen into my back, which he went a bit far with.”

“A bit far? How far?” Alvin was fully erect as he drove.

I looked up from where he was holding his cock aside in his pants. “He was rubbing the sides of my boobs and touched my nipples a few times before I stopped him. And ever since then he’s always tried to get my top undone.”

“Oh shit baby, I didn’t know that!” my husband cried.

“I know Alvin, but he’s just pushy like that and so is Danny. He’s always making me sit on his lap when you’re not around.”

“Ha! Yeah I saw him do that once, at that party at Kelly’s house. But you were pretty wasted and so was I.”

“Yes, well he does it when I’m not wasted too, Alvin. He’s different when you’re not around because before we were officially together we went out a few times.”

“What you and Danny?”

“Uh huh.” I grimaced over at my husband again. “It was nothing, we just hung out a bit.”

This was news to Alvin. His gut was suddenly tight but his dick was still hard. He glared at me blushing terribly. “And did anything happen?”

“Um, yes, a couple of times. But it was only casual, and before you and me got together.”

“And youse had sex?” Alvin pressed. He needed to actually hear this.

“Um, I’d call it him fucking me, rather than us having sex. It wasn’t that great,” I explained. “He used to force me a bit and when he got it in he’d only last a minute, so it wasn’t very nice for me. Plus he’s really small haha.”

“What, his dick?”

“Yep, have you ever seen it?”

Alvin shook his head. When he came to think of it, Danny never seemed to get changed or take a leak or anything when you were around.

“And he always gets hard when he makes me sit on his lap, if you walk out of the room or anything.” I reached over and squeezed my husband’s cock. “And he makes me sit right on it, if you know what I mean.”

Alvin gulped. “Right on it?”

“Uh huh, he likes poking me with it, through his pants, and through my panties and right into me.” I rubbed over the head of Alvin’s cock with my thumb. “Which I didn’t resist last time when he was doing it right in front of Sean. He was fully hard like this and I moved a bit for him and got it into place. Then Sean was watching him sort of dry-hump me a bit. Except I wasn’t exactly dry.”

“Aw fuck, baby.”

“Mmm I know, those two are really bad though. I was never going to get with Danny properly back then. He’s always been kind of an arsehole, so self-centered and arrogant with girls. I’d hate to be his real girlfriend or wife, oh my god!”

“Yeah, but they shouldn’t be doing stuff like that with you, baby. That’s not right, eh? We’re married and that. You’re my wife.”

“Hmm, I know, but that’s actually up to us, the way I see it. We can do whatever we want, as long as we’re doing it together, can’t we? Surely it’s up to us if we want to be sexy and play around like we’ve started to.”

Alvin pulled into our driveway. We took our groceries inside to an empty house. “He’s probably next door,” I suggested, about our house guest.

I glanced playfully at my husband as I took off my shirt, tossed my bra in the laundry and put my shirt back on. “Come on!” I teased back over my shoulder on the way out the back door.

We went out our gate and in through the neighbour’s gate. We got on well with the old guy and were always welcome to drop in. The back door was open and we heard voices. Alvin followed me inside. I sung out a hello to Mr Marcus, who was in his craft workshop. George was with him. They were sitting in old leather lounge chairs with a table full of clay pots in front of them. Mr Marcus is a keen potter and does amazing work.

Alvin went straight for the train set that filled the adjacent room. There was a whole western scene with buildings and people and animals and mountains and trees. He found it fascinating, since you could lift one section and walk through and into the middle of the miniature western world.

He hit the switch and the train started moving, the little buildings lit up and the tiny world came to life. He sat on the stool and watched but kept an eye on me in the next room with the men. Alvin could see us through a big window but couldn’t quite hear what was being said.

I was laughing and chatting away happily. I bent down to look at one of the pots while standing on the opposite side of the table to the two men. I was tilting my head this way and that, looking at the pot. I had my hands on my knees, giving the men a look at my tits.

Mr Marcus and George had both lifted their heads. Alvin moved along the narrow space inside the model train platform until he could see through the open doorway over the men’s shoulders.

My top was gaping well clear of my nipples, my tits fully on display.

“Yes, lovely indeed,” Mr Marcus said and chuckled.

I glanced up and smiled, pressing my hand to my chest and closing my shirt. I was blushing and looked beyond the two older men to meet my husband’s gaze.

“How you going there, Alvin. Did you see the new work I’ve done on the gold mine?” Mr Marcus called out.

“Yeah, it’s awesome. The little miners are so cool.”

The men had both looked back over their shoulders at Alvin, smiling. “Hey George, we thought we might find you over here,” Alvin said.

“You have to try this home brew, son. What is it again?” George asked Mr Marcus.

“Undecided,” Mr Marcus answered and had a sip of some kind of spirit by the look of it. He grimaced as he swallowed. “Needs maturing.”

I had resumed checking out the pots. I lowered my hand from my chest and touched a tiny vase. I turned it a little and bent closer to look at it, my shirt gaping clear of my tits again.

“These are so pretty,” I said, looking along a line of four tiny vases.

“Yeah and the little plates there too love, look at the detail,” George said.

“Oh wow,” I enthused as I studied the plates.

Again I bent down with my hands on my knees and my shoulders deliberately scrunched. Mr Marcus had his head lifted and was staring at my tits. George glanced back at Alvin, holding his gaze for a second or two then he looked at me again. I looked down at my tits then back up to his face. “This shirt’s a bit revealing, isn’t it?” I said, and I plucked at it while remaining bent over enough to keep showing everything.

“No, it’s very pretty love,” George answered. “You have beautiful breasts.”

“Mmm, thank you.”

“Absolutely beautiful,” Mr Marcus agreed.

“Hmm but I would never usually show them like this before,” I said and I lowered to my knees then bent over onto my hands, my shirt gaping fully and my tits swaying bare beneath me. I looked down at them then back up at the two men. “Hmm that’s getting quite rude now.”

“It’s okay, we’re all open-minded adults,” George said and glanced back at Alvin again. “Aren’t we, son?”

Alvin gulped. “Yeah I guess.” He expelled a big breath.

“Lovely nipples too, darling. I’ve always admired them through your tops,” Mr Marcus said, leaning forward now and looking in through the opening in my shirt more deliberately.

“Yes, they’re nice and long aren’t they,” George agreed. “You should go braless and show them off as often as you can, love.”

“Yes, I do sometimes,” I told them and I grimaced guiltily at my husband. “It’s exciting when men notice.”

“Or from beneath,” Mr Marcus suggested. “You have this one top you sometimes wear that’s quite short and doesn’t touch your body beneath your breasts. I’ve noticed you in that and obviously braless a few times. It’s exciting to imagine the view from beneath.”

“Hmm, you mean my pink tank top, half-length?”

“Yeah that would be the one,” Mr Marcus said, a smile in his voice.

Alvin couldn’t see the smile on his face because he was still examining my tits. I had remained on my hands and knees and resumed studying the painted pots from close-up, my tits drooping free and completely exposed, my nipples not quite touching my gaping shirt.

The men sipped their drinks and watched me quietly. I was blushing and would glance up and smile at them. I had another look down at my tits then back up at them.

“Don’t mind us, love,” George grinned.

“No, I don’t mind you looking,” I said sweetly. “We both don’t mind, do we Alvin?”

“Aw fuck,” Alvin groaned in defeat and the two older men grinned back at him.


Chapter 7

This was going to be more fun than expected, George thought. As his buddy’s young stepdaughter, I was obviously ripe for it. My husband was into it too. The excitement for sharing me was there in Alvin’s eyes. George had seen that look before.

George had gotten a good look at my cunt over the breakfast counter earlier. It looked smooth and tight. Now he just needed an angle to get my husband and I up to the next level of wife sharing.

George had a meeting to get to though. He followed Alvin and I home and showered and dressed, getting Alvin to drive him to the office of a corporate lawyer he was dealing with. They were negotiating an acquisition of a small start-up firm that was getting a bit too much market share for George’s liking.

The meeting took a few hours, then George got drinking till late so he caught a cab back to the house around midnight. Alvin and I were asleep, our bedroom door open as George crept past to his guest room. My hair was strewn over my pillow and my face was visible in the dim light from a lamp in the hallway.

George had a comfy bed and was well used to sleeping in strange surrounds. The block out curtains were closed so he managed to sleep until almost eight the next morning. He used the main bathroom to shower and shave, washing his long mane of grey-blond hair. He had his long hair since it was fashionable back in the seventies.

He watched what he eat and worked out regularly, so had a buff body for a mature man and his face was holding up against age reasonably well, he thought.

As he came out of the bathroom there was a delicious smell of bacon wafting up the stairs to his nostrils. He followed it down and nodded to young Alvin seated at the dining table.

“Morning!” Alvin said.

“Good morning,” George smiled and looked from him to me in the kitchen.

“Sit. This is ready,” I told him. “Are you hungry?”

“You bet. Starving.”

“Good. And help yourself to coffee.”

George poured coffee from a pot on the table. I approached with plates for the men. I was dressed in a floral print apron and George could see the bulge of my tits in a white singlet beneath. When I turned back to reach across the counter for my own plate, he saw that my singlet didn’t quite cover my butt and I was bare beneath it.

My pussy was pink and open a little.

“Ooh, that’s a lovely sight to start the day with,” George said and I smiled back over my shoulder at him.

I placed my plate on the table then undid the tie behind my back and lifted off the apron. The singlet ended at my hips and my pussy was on display from the front this time.

I put the apron on the counter and stood facing the men while fiddling with my ponytail.

“Ooh yeah, very nice. I was wondering if you were fully waxed, love.”

“Mmm, I’ve only just started to lately.”

“Yeah looks good,” George went on, leaning in a bit closer while I rubbed my hands down to my hips and gathered the hem of my singlet. “A flat belly and a smooth little slit. It looked like you had a tiny landing strip in the catalogue your dad showed me. We could see your slit in some of the shots but we couldn’t decide for sure about your little bush.”

“Well, I used to have one, just a narrow strip, and it was very light in colour, so not easy to see through the mesh or whatever,” I explained.

“Yeah but not so with her nipples hey Alvin. Can certainly see them in most of the pics.”

Alvin swallowed. “Yeah, in most of them you can.”

“Yes but they’re quite dark,” I said and lifted my singlet up above my tits to show them.

“Oh yeah and especially when aroused tight like that,” George agreed and casually cupped one of my tits and thumbed the erect nipple.

“Hey you!” I scolded, squirming away and pulling my singlet all the way down to cover myself.

“Haha. Sorry. How do you expect me to resist?” George laughed, putting his hands up in surrender.

I had my singlet stretched down far enough to cover my pussy and butt. There was a plate of toast to retrieve from across the counter, and as I reached for it, George got another look at my cunt from behind. It being my cunt now rather than my pussy because it was peeled open and wet inside, ready for someone to fuck me.

I met George’s gaze with a blush and smile and sat on my chair across from him.

We ate and chatted over breakfast, mostly about how the local area had changed over the years, then got onto news about our car.

“So, what was in the email, son, how bad is it?” George asked.

“It said the transmission needs replacing, plus a head gasket and a few other things. They quoted two and a half grand.”

“Right, and how old is the car?”

“Um...” Alvin counted in his head, looking at the ceiling for an answer. “Fourteen years.”

George shrugged. “It’s not worth fixing. Get rid of it and get a newer one. Those little cars aren’t built to last that long.”

“Yes but...”

“Yes, but nothing. We’ll figure something out,” I cut in.

George’s phone rang. It was business so he took it into the living room and left Alvin and I to tidy up the breakfast things. It only took a few minutes to answer some questions his lawyer had from their previous night’s meeting. George dispensed with him and gave my stepdaddy a call, smiling to himself as he watched me in the kitchen.

I was busy cleaning up but kept checking on George with a blush and smile. My tits were jiggling about in the white singlet, my nipples visible through it. The thing kept riding up to my hips and flashing my butt and waxed smooth slit.

“Hey Harvey, how’s it going, man?”

“Yeah good, just heading out for a round of golf. Perfect day for it.”

“Hey that’s a good idea, I wonder if young Alvin plays. I wouldn’t mind a round or two while I’m here,” George concurred.

“Alvin? Yes, he plays. There’s a spare set of clubs in the garage I keep for when I visit. Feel free,” my stepdaddy offered.

“Haha, I’m feeling free alright, buddy. I just rang to say thanks for suggesting this. It’s great to be somewhere homey like this and your little girl is certainly making me feel welcome.”

“Oh yeah? That’s good… I think.”

“Yes exactly, Harv. I’m not so sure you would think this is a good thing. Truth be known, your girl is even more free and uninhibited than you led me to believe. The little thing she wore this morning at breakfast isn’t long enough to cover her down below and she’s not wearing any panties, man. She can’t hear me telling you this, but she’s smiling back over her shoulder at me from her kitchen right now, and I’m sitting here staring at her bare cunt.”

There was silence, other than a gulping sound from the other end of the phone. “Right,” my stepdaddy finally said, his voice weak and drying up.

“She’s showing her tits too. She let old Marcus have a look at them yesterday and has been flashing them the whole time.”

Dad cleared his throat. “Yes, she actually called last night and confided in her mother. She said she’s started experimenting with nudity lately. I didn’t know she was doing that with you there.”

“Well yes, she certainly is. This is temptation on steroids, Harv. I’m not going to be able to resist trying to get onto her. You sure you’ll be alright with that? You won’t mind me fucking your little girl, man?”

There was another few long seconds of silence then a deep breath being expelled. “Yeah go ahead, George, just spare me the details is all I ask. Go ahead and fuck her if you get a chance.”

“Alright, man. I needed to check. Chances are looking pretty good, and I wanted to make sure,” George replied, tilting for another look at me from behind while I blushed back at him.

I couldn’t hear what they were talking about on the phone of course, but Daddy telling his friend he was allowed to fuck me suited me just fine. I told my mother I thought it might happen when I was talking with her the previous night and she was supportive of the idea as well. She told me more about her younger years and liked the idea of a new wife being shared around with her husband’s friends and being a good fuck for an older man house guest if she was gong to tease by flashing him. She agreed it wouldn’t be fair to let a man see your pussy and not let him have sex with you.

Showing George my pussy this morning, or showing him my cunt I should say, was about letting him know it was available to him while staying with us.


Chapter 8

Alvin loved golf but could never afford to play. The courses around the Gold Coast were all championship quality and way too expensive for him. It was great that George wanted to play and insisted on paying for him too. He also let Alvin drive the Range Rover again.

They hit off at mid-day and each had a buggy. George was a pretty good player for an old guy but Alvin could outdrive him easily, so it was only on the greens and tees that they got to chat. George was interested in what my husband did for work, which was nothing right then. Alvin had been working at a local convenience store but wasn’t getting many hours and ended up getting put off when a new manager started.

“So, do you have any other skills or qualifications, son?”

“I’ve done a green keeping course. It was only a Cert 3 though.”

“Well that’s something. You keep the lawns nice at the house, the best on the street.”

“Ha, thanks!” Alvin smiled.

“So, how about I make a couple of calls, would that be okay?”

“Calls? To who?”

George shrugged. He lined up a tee shot. “I’ve got some connections with the owner of a course up here.” He took his shot, a nice one down the middle of the fairway. “I bet I could get you a start with the greenkeeping crew, apparently they have a high staff turnover. Would you be interested in giving it a go?”

“Interested? Hell yes!” Alvin exclaimed.

George cocked an eyebrow. “Would you live up to it if I gave you a recommendation? You won’t make a fool of me?”

“No, I won’t make a fool of you. Jeez, could you really get me a job?”

“I could probably get you a start, son. You’d have to nail the job yourself, beyond whatever probation period they have. You’d have to work hard and earn a permanent position, I expect.”

“Shit, I can work hard!”

“Haha good man. That’s the spirit.” George slapped a big heavy hand on Alvin’s shoulder. “I also want to have a chat with you and Elle about your car situation later. Like I said, I’m offloading the Range Rover and I’ve got an idea about that.”

“Huh! What idea?” Alvin asked, excitement filling him.

“No not here, let’s talk later, okay!”

Alvin had driven first but into the trees. They parted ways on that hole but kept chatting throughout the round. Nothing more was said about cars, and Alvin was happy George never said anything about me flashing him like I was. He was pretty embarrassed about that, deep down. Also he still couldn’t figure out why he was letting me do it.

When they got home that evening I had girlfriends over so I was dressed properly. One of my girlfriend’s stayed for dinner and George had to go meet someone for a drink after we ate.

Alvin was playing on the computer in the study later. He heard me seeing my girlfriend off, then George pulled up in a cab and Alvin quickly finished his game and came out to see him, in case he wanted to talk about cars again.

George was watching television in the living room so Alvin joined him. It was stand-up comedy and pretty good. After a while I appeared at the top of the stairs. I wore a black satin nightie I wore quite often. It was long enough to cover me well down below but the top was just two strings over my shoulders and it was really loose across my front. My nipples were poking at the shiny fabric, my tits swaying and bobbing as I walked down the stairs.

“Do we all want coffee?” I asked, and George and Alvin both said yes.

Alvin was back into the stand-up by the time I brought a tray of coffees and biscuits. There was a shoulder string down one arm, and when I bent to place the tray on the coffee table, my nightie gaped and they both had a look at my tits.

“Yeah, nice,” George said straight away.

I smiled and fixed my shoulder string, then I sat beside Alvin on the lounge. I got into the comedy act too and we all laughed and had our late-night snack before bedtime.

After the comedy show finished, I surfed the channels and settled on a movie that was halfway over. “Do you mind?” I checked with George. “I’ve been waiting to catch the end of this one from a couple of weeks ago?”

“No, this is fine,” George agreed, settling back in the recliner and getting more comfortable. He was in long pajama pants and a t-shirt. Alvin could see the fly of his pants gaping open a bit and some dark pubes visible through it. He noticed me having a bit of a look too as the movie went on.

I was cuddled to my husband on the lounge, my butt towards George in the recliner. Alvin was touching my hip and casually stroking me. He could see George glancing over from time to time. Alvin stroked a bit harder and pinched my nightie, pulling it up a bit. I dug my nails into his chest when he did that, so he did it again, and that time I lifted my butt a bit. With my hand wedged down between us, I gathered the other side of my nightie and pulled it up underneath as well.

George looked over again. Alvin didn’t meet his eyes. He could feel his face was hot and it was red with embarrassment at what he was thinking. George turned back to the television, and as soon as he did, Alvin pinched my nightie and tugged it up further.

I had no panties on of course. George had another look at me, tilting his head forward a bit this time and I watched his face.

George touched his cock through his pants. “Yeah, that’s good son, bit higher now,” he said.

My husband pulled my nightie up over my hip, and I lifted my butt for him to tug it further from beneath as well.

“Ooh that’s nice,” George groaned, and he actually freed his dick and started stroking it slowly.

Alvin thought it was pretty big and looked thicker than his. I was staring at it while George was staring at my cunt and continued to stroke off.

Alvin felt over my hip and touched my butt. He rubbed down my thigh then felt around the back of my upper thigh and touched my cunt.

George was still staring at it. “Ooh yeah,” he snarled and he pulled the front of his t-shirt up over his head, exposing a hairless and amazingly ripped stomach and chest, surprising Alvin and I with how muscular he was.

Alvin was slicing his fingertips through my opening. It was slick. I was gripping his arm and staring at George who was seriously pulling himself off now. It was obvious he was going to go all the way. His hand was vibrating over the swollen head of his dick, his face set, focused on my cunt, and his lips curled into a permanent snarl now.

“Oh fuck yeah!” he suddenly cried out, and he squeezed down hard and braced. His cock throbbed, I let out a little squeak too, and pulses of cum lashed his quivering belly and chest.

“Ooh yeah that’s fucking good,” George went on groaning and smiling now. “Sorry love, couldn’t help that. Had to get a load off that time.”

“Mmm, no need to apologise. I’ve never seen a man do that before. It was amazing!” I said.

“Haha for me too, love. The look of that sweet little slit between your legs. That’s enough to get any man going, hey Alvin?”

Alvin gulped and nodded, looking up from where this old guy was still slowly stroking his cock. “Yep, Elle’s hot as,” he said and had to swallow hard again.

“Um, can I get you something for that?” I asked sweetly, a big smile on my face.

George looked down at himself and chuckled.

“I could wipe it up for you,” I went on, slipping from the lounge and onto my knees on the floor. There was a box of tissues on the lower shelf of the coffee table. I picked that up and pulled a couple of tissues from it. “Oh my god, there’s so much of it,” I marveled.

George released his cock but left it hanging out of his pants. He rested his hands on the arms of the recliner, still kicked back in it.

I crawled closer on my knees. One string had slipped from a shoulder and that tit was almost poking out, my nightie just hanging on the nipple. “Ooh fuck yeah,” George groaned, thrusting his head back as I dabbed his chest with tissues, and I bit down on my smile and started wiping up his cum.

As I wiped, my nightie slipped from my nipple and my tit was fully exposed. I pulled more tissues and used my other hand to dab the slurps of cum from George’s stomach. My tit was pressing against his knee and he lifted it and rubbed it against me.

I cleaned up all of our older man house guest’s cum with that one tit exposed. I put the two bunches of wet tissues in one hand and lifted his cock and looked closely at it.

“Oh love,” George groaned pleadingly.

I swallowed lightly, drew a breath and tilted my head to one side, closing my eyes as I sucked the head of his cock into my mouth.

“Oh shit!” George cried and gripped the armrests of his chair, white-knuckling them and surging upward with his hips.

“Mmm no...” I moaned, taking his cock from my mouth and glaring up at him. “Keep still and I’ll clean it for you, and that’s all,” I told him.

“Aw hell, love!”

“Mmm yummy,” I went on teasing and I sucked his cock into my mouth again, bobbing up and down a few times then taking it out to squeeze hard. I watched until a drop of creamy goo oozed from it, then I licked the drop out of the broad eyelet and sucked on it. “Mmm and that’s enough of that!” I declared, leaving the guy’s cock fully stiff again. “And only because it was my fault you had to do that and make such a big mess,” I said, getting up and tossing a little challenge of a smile at my husband. “And because you’re the one who pulled my nightie up and showed me to him!”

My husband just watched stunned as I backed away and went into the kitchen licking my fingers where I’d been holding the bunch of cum soaked tissues. George got up and winked at Alvin then went upstairs to his room and I came back and sat beside him again.

“Hey,” I said.

“Hey.”

“Are you okay, Alvin? Did you like me doing that?”

He nodded. “I wanted you to sit on it.”

I glared smiling. “Really?”

My husband nodded some more. “I wanted him to fuck you, baby. I think we should let him.”


Part 3: The Installment Plan

Chapter 9

We were virtually on our way out the door when two of my husband Alvin’s friends called in. I was actually holding us up, still putting on my makeup. I could hear them talking downstairs in the kitchen, my husband and his friends that is, my Daddy’s friend George was outside waiting in his car for us.

I peeped from my bedroom and saw one of the guys there in the kitchen doorway. He glanced at me and I did a little four-finger wave. He lifted a hand to wave back and the other guy looked around the doorway and waved up at me too.

I was only showing my face around the bedroom doorframe. I was nude, apart from my three-inch heels. Our bedroom is at the top of the stairs, across a narrow landing. I had the door wide open, my dress laid out on the bed.

I finished my eyeliner and applied some lipstick. It was two brothers visiting my husband, and I liked how shy and polite they both were, whilst still being typical guys and checking me out at any opportunity. I had become quite comfortable doing this around the house now. My pussy was squelchy at the thought of it, with them having been here for ten minutes.

I stepped aside and into the open doorway as I brushed out my ponytail. It was the younger brother Steven leaning in the kitchen doorway. He turned his head, his eyes widening and his mouth hanging open as he looked up at me. He wouldn’t have been able to see below my waist through the landing balustrade.

He was staring at my tits. I just watched his face. It seemed he was out of the conversation down there. I took my dress from the bed, stepping into it and pulling it up to my waist while remaining facing the guy. The older brother leant around the doorway and looked up at me too, his eyes boggling and his mouth hanging open as he shut up talking.

I resumed brushing my ponytail, keeping my arms up and my breasts thrust forward for the guys to enjoy looking at. My husband looked around the kitchen doorway, joining his friends gawking up at me.

I smiled down at him. “Are we going soon?”

Alvin gulped. “Yeah, George’s waiting.”

“Okay, let’s go then. Are you guy’s coming?”

“Um, no, we’ve got to um...” the older brother Neil stammered, pointing over his shoulder with his thumb. “Dad’s waiting for us.”

“Ah okay, I wouldn’t have minded staying home if you boys all wanted to go.” I tugged my dress at my waist but didn’t cover up yet. The three of them were all just staring up at me. I looked down at my bare tits then met my husband’s questioning gaze. I walked across the landing to the balustrade. I covered my tits with my hands and grimaced, smiling but feeling my blush rise.

“Come on, we’ve got to go,” Alvin told his friends, pushing them out of the kitchen.

They went but kept staring up at me as they walked through the living room to the front door. I kept my right hand over my boob, with my nipple pinched between fingers, but gave them another little four-finger wave with my left hand and let them have another look at that boob and aching nipple.

I pulled my dress up and ducked my head through the halter neck, tugging it over the sides of my bouncing boobs as I walked down the stairs to my still-glaring husband. I smiled innocently at him as I grabbed my shoulder bag and walked past and out to the car where my Daddy’s friend, our house guest, was sitting in his Range Rover, talking business on his phone.

I settled in the back seat with my shoulder bag on my lap covering my bare thighs. We drove, and Alvin and George were soon chatting about cars and crap, and I was left to gaze out the window and people watch, as I usually do.

Snippets of chat were tossed my way but I mostly kept to myself. After a while I put the shoulder bag aside and my husband immediately had a look up the skirt of my dress. The hem was stretched tight across the top of my thighs. I had my legs modestly together but the natural gap exposed my crotch. I lifted my arms to fix my hairband and George’s eyes rolled to look at my chest in his rear-view mirror.

Alvin’s gaze moved from watching the older man to catch my glance and the blush I couldn’t control. I plucked at the sides of my dress and straightened the fabric, pulling it to cover the bit of milky white skin protruding. I am well-tanned from regularly lounging by our pool, but my boobs are always covered of course.

After another half hour of chat and sharing laughs, I decided it was time to tease my husband a bit more. I unclipped my seatbelt and reached forward between the men to adjust the radio, turning it to my favourite FM channel. Then I sat back and clipped myself into the middle seatbelt, keeping my knees together but knowingly showing my bare pussy between my slender thighs.

George immediately glanced back and had a peep. He did it once quickly, then again, taking a longer look. Alvin had his head turned away, pretending not to notice. George discretely glanced again, and I yawned and stretched, allowing my knees to stray apart a little for him. He looked at my husband then down at my crotch again. He glanced up to meet my blush. I smoothed hands down my outer-thighs and stretched my arms. George looked from the road to check Alvin again then had another look at my pussy. I watched his face and couldn’t help smiling as he glanced up at me once more.

I settled like that, deciding to keep my legs apart slightly so this older man could enjoy the view up the skirt of my dress as he drove.

After a quick examination of my bare pussy as well, Alvin turned to stare at the road ahead. He didn’t look around again. Conversation had halted. The tension in the air had my heart thumping. My stepdaddy’s friend was continually turning his head as much as he could and rolling his eyes the rest of the way to have looks at me.

After a while I quietly unclipped my seatbelt and edged across to the seat behind my husband. I relaxed back and watched out the window. George glanced again, now not having to turn his head so much. We had stopped at traffic lights. Alvin had his head turned away and George looked from him down to my legs. I kept my gaze averted and rubbed down my thighs, swaying them toward the guy as I did so, then shifted around in the seat to be facing him more directly.

I waited while my stepdaddy’s friend examined my tingling pussy. He was staring openly now. I relaxed my knees apart further for him again, and my blush filled my neck and face. The traffic was at a stand-still. Alvin was staring out his window. George looked up from my pussy and I met his eyes squarely. His gaze lowered and I pressed my knees together, watching his face until he glanced up to acknowledge me again. He held my gaze for a moment more then looked at my breasts. I plucked at the sides of my dress, stretching the fabric to cover where my boobs were bulging out.

The traffic moved and I pressed my knees together and swayed my legs toward the door, away from the older man’s gaze.

“Ooh this is going to be fun,” he said and chuckled low and deep. “Are you going to let this guy have a bit of a look too?” he asked my husband, winking back at me too.

We were on our way up to the city to have a look at a car a man had for sale. I was going to be flashing him if I got a chance, although Alvin didn’t know that yet. My dress was a stretch-cotton halter neck that showed lots of boob from the sides. It was really short and rode up all the time.

Alvin turned in his seat to look back at me, his gaze lowering to my legs then up to my breasts then my face. “Yeah, I hope he gets a good look,” he said, making my blush intensify a little. “Would you like to do some flashing while we’re out like this, baby?” He glanced back and forth to include George.

“Are you daring me?” I asked in reply, blushing even deeper at something I had in mind.

“Yes, he’s daring you,” George answered, smiling huge.

I held my husband’s eyes. “Okay,” he said. “I dare you.”

I looked from him to George. “Would you guys like to see it open and more sexy?”

We had stopped in traffic again. George turned to look down at my legs. “What, open and more sexy, love? Do you mean..?”

I nodded. “My pussy. Would you like me to do something like you did last night?”

“When I stroked off?”

“Uh huh, when you masturbated in front of us. Would you like to see me do that then show my pussy afterwards?”

“Aw hell baby,” my husband groaned.

“Go on then, love,” my stepdaddy’s friend said.

“Mmm okay, can you drive somewhere no one will see in through the windows?”

George turned into a multi-storey shopping centre carpark and drove around and around until we were up at the top. It was sunny and hot. He drove away from all the other cars and parked beside a concrete barrier, backing in so we were facing any other cars that might approach.

He kept the car running and turned up the air-conditioner. “Good enough?” he asked.

“Uh huh, good enough,” I answered him, my mind quickly turning to mush as I felt around in my shoulder bag and took out my big vibrator. I had thought about this and planned to do it. I have three vibrators. This big one always stretches me and leaves me open.

I took the dildo out of the paper towel I had it wrapped in after cleaning last time. It was more than I could close my hand around. It was black and veined with a realistic head that was broader than a real one. It was almost eight inches long with a round base that resembled a man's balls, and upon the upper side were hard little nodules.

"Just to stretch me," I reiterated teasingly, and I shifted sideways to rest against the door. I held the dildo in one hand and checked with the other. I was a bit moist. I rubbed into my smooth vulva and opened my slit. My labia was tacky but once I parted it I found I was quite slick inside.

So far I had kept my dress pulled down and not let the guys see anything. They were staring at me, their eyes focused and intense.

I positioned the vibrator on my clit first, stimulating me and making me wetter. Then I placed it against my opening, the head of it between the folds of my labia. I took hold of the balls with one hand and braced as the head opened me and sunk in. “Mmm, that’s so huge,” I told the men, and I took a breath and pushed some of the vibrator up myself and began rolling my wrist, slow fucking myself with it as my other hand stimulated my clit.

My husband and my stepdaddy’s friend watched in silence. I closed my eyes and was biting down on my lower lip. I was rolling my wrist steadily, working myself with half the length of the vibrator. I stopped and bit down harder on my lip, and I carefully forced the dildo further up inside of myself.

“Uh huh huh,” I couldn’t help moaning at the feel of being stretched and filled like that.

"That's all the way in?" Alvin asked, and I smiled.

“Nearly, the last bit really stretches me and the nodules become more stimulating. Uh huh huh,” I moaned some more as I turned the base cap and made the thing buzz softly.

“Lift up your dress, love. Show us,” George said.

I still had my dress tugged down and covering the vibrator. I watched my stepdaddy’s friend’s face as I lifted the skirt and showed him my pussy lips stretched around the thick black shaft inside of me.

“Ooh that’s nice, love,” he groaned, and he reached back and touched my inner knee, guiding my legs open a bit wider.

I started fucking myself again, using about the lower four inches of shaft, with the head of the vibrator probing my cervix each time I inserted and wiggled down against the interesting pressure. “Mmm that’s so deep,” I teased the men, their faces blank and their eyes intensely focused on my pussy again.

I slowly exhaled then took a deep breath. This last bit always hurt a little. “Ah huh huh,” I cried as I forced the thick noduled base and part of the huge balls inside of my already stretched pussy. I held the thing firmly and squirmed down onto it, mashing my exposed clit against the nodules then settling to fuck myself on that extra thick part by working it with my hips.

"That's it love, all the way!" the older man groaned.

I opened my eyes and flashed a look from old George to my husband. I pulled the skirt of my dress right up over my belly and looked down at myself. I had my other hand over the base of the vibrator and my pussy still split over the thick, rounded section. I withdrew a few inches and forced it back in with the hard nodules grazing my swollen clit and causing my body to shudder uncontrollably as an orgasm pulsed through my quivering belly.

“Yes that’s it love. That’s fucking nice,” George commentated.

Alvin was just gawking, his eyes were glazed.

“Mmm I didn’t think I would cum with anyone watching,” I said, a little surprised at myself.

I withdrew the dildo completely, shuddering as I did, and allowing the massive head to squeeze from my reddened folds. I watched the men’s faces as I touched the head against my pussy lips again, and I slowly and fluidly forced the entire length of the thing inside of myself once more. I moaned softly and ground my sensitive clit against the nodules, then with my left hand clutching my skirt upon my belly and my hips rolling, I resumed fucking myself slowly and forcefully.

"Mmm is this what you guys want?" I uttered breathlessly, and I withdrew completely again. “Do you like seeing it all the way in me?” I teased. And I sunk the slick black cock back into my stretched little hole.

I bucked against the base that time and another moan escaped upon my breath. My eyes shot open and I braced back against the door and started thrusting the dildo with short, rapid strokes. I had my legs spread wide and I was rotating my hips, grinding my clit against the nodules each time I rammed the thing in deep. I worked myself into a frenzy and suddenly my body convulsed into a deeper more powerful orgasm.

The men just watched with silly grins on their faces now. I writhed about and finally settled, panting and completely flushed, feeling a bit self-conscious now as I carefully extracted the vibrator and hid it back in my bag.

"That was amazing, baby," my husband said warmly, and I gave him a little smile.

I fixed my dress down and sat up in my seat. George was still just grinning as he drove us back into the building and around and around the ramps to get back to the road. I could feel how open my pussy was now, and I knew from experience that would last a good hour or so.

"Do you guys want to see how open I am now?" I asked shyly, and I lifted the skirt of my dress again and held it with my thighs open a bit while my husband and my stepdaddy’s friend turned back to examine my wet and reddened vagina.


Chapter 10

I was open alright. The men could see the inside of my cunt. My lips were an ‘O’ shape instead of closed in a tight slit like usual. We were in traffic again and it was busy. George reached back and touched my knee, making me spread wider for him. Alvin just wanted him to fuck me and get it over with, but not here in the middle of the city in broad daylight of course.

The navigator was showing only ten more minutes to our destination. I kept my legs open a bit all the way and George kept looking back to check out my cunt. Alvin did too. It looked like it was starting to close but they could still see how red I was inside.

The car we were checking out was in a car yard. It was a small lot with a trailer for an office. The guy was in the office and seemed to be the only one there. He watched us park from his doorway. He was fat and one of his shirt buttons had popped open at his belly. His pants were saggy and baggy. He looked like shit, and so did the cars in the lot. They were cheap and you could see why. The one we were looking at was an older model Jeep wagon.

The guy showed us to it. George and Alvin rolled eyes at each other. The guy had eyes all over me though. I was walking behind with my tits swaying in the tight dress I had on. You could see them bulging out and from the side you could see all the way under them, plus my nipples were poking as usual.

George hung back checking out some other cars. I looked at Alvin and glanced toward the fat salesman, asking if I should. Alvin still wanted to see me flash the guy so he nodded and motioned for me to get up in the driver’s seat while the guy was yabbering about the car and holding the door open.

I slipped past him and his eyes boggled down my body. I tugged the sides of my dress up as I sat on the seat, and as I swung one leg into place, I kept the other one on the sidestep and my dress stretched tight and was all the way up to the top of my thighs.

The fat salesman was in front of the open door looking directly between my legs. He had shut up yabbering and his face was set as he tilted his head and looked at my cunt. I was fiddling with the internal roof light and the sun visors. I leant across to check the glove box while keeping that one leg outside the door and the other bent up straight in front of me.

My husband pretended to look around at the back of the car and watched the fat salesman check me out. Alvin had to look away quick when the guy glanced at him, but he only glanced quickly then leant in closer and looked from my tits back to my cunt again.

Alvin’s heart was pounding but he was loving it. He wanted the fat salesman to see what he had and imagine how good it would feel to get some of it himself. He couldn’t wait for some other man to fuck me, or even just stick their fingers up me or stick their cock in my mouth.

“Hmm I don’t know if I like it,” I said to him, and I looked to Alvin opening the passenger side door. “I don’t like the colour, Alvin.”

The fat man cleared his throat. “I’ve got one in white out the back. It’s a later model.”

“How much?” Alvin asked.

“I think we best keep looking,” George cut in, approaching behind the fat man and making me blush up at him and close my legs, stretching the skirt of my dress down between them. “No, don’t cover up love, that was a nice view.”

I glared, blushing deeper and smiling. George was chuckling. The fat salesman watched on as I got out of the car and was claimed and cuddled by George as he led me away. “Thanks man, we’ll keep looking,” George said to the guy, and Alvin hurried to catch up. “That was good love, you were still open, hey!”

“Mmm, I thought so. I was too shy to look down at myself when he was looking. I just kept my legs open and was hoping he was getting a good look.”

“Oh yeah, he got a good look alright,” George groaned.

I sat in the back seat of the Range Rover and scooted into the middle to buckle up. I kept my legs together as we drove back through the city, but the men could still turn and have a look at my slit anytime they wanted. I was sitting bare on the leather seat, my dress up around my hips.

George had looked back lots of times. We were almost home and stopped in traffic again. He looked from Alvin to me and back again. He shrugged a little. “How about you guys buy this off me instead of wasting your money on a heap of crap. This is well maintained, plenty of good miles and years left in it yet.”

Alvin swallowed hard. “But how? We couldn’t afford something like this. No way!”

George looked from Alvin back down at my legs and pussy then looked up at me and back to my husband. “We could come to an arrangement,” he said.

My face was on fire it was so red. “What kind of arrangement?”

George just grinned and looked back down at my legs again. I had my dress stretched down now and they couldn’t see my pussy anymore.

Alvin gulped. “What kind of arrangement?” he repeated for me. “What do you mean, George?”

“This is worth, say, fifteen thousand. I usually pay my favourite escort four hundred for dinner and sex.” George looked to me again, just glancing from the road as he drove. “You’re better looking than any escort I’ve ever been with, love. We could make it five hundred per. I’ve got plenty of business here in town over the next year and could swing a few weekends as well.”

Alvin and I looked at each other. I frowned a little, considering this. Alvin already knew what he wanted to happen. He wanted me to let the guy fuck me however many times that was going to be.

I took a breath and expelled, rubbing down my thighs to my knees. We were stopped in our driveway. “I think it should be one thousand per,” I said. “Since you and Daddy are friends and you’ll be getting the extra thrill of fucking his little girl.”

George laughed. “Perfect!” he declared. “And after this you can come work for me and drive home some business deals too, yeah?” He laughed some more.

“Hmm, and nothing too kinky?” I went on, still stretching my dress down to my knees.

“No, straight sex will be more than enough, love. Are you on the pill? Are you guys planning children at all yet?”

“Um not yet,” Alvin answered for both of us.

“Yes, I am on the pill,” I added. “We don’t need to worry about that side of it.”

“Okay, good. And I’m regularly tested for STD’s and don’t sleep with women who aren’t.”

“Oh, well we just um...”

“No love, that’s fine. You’re not having sex with anyone else, are you?”

“Um no,” I answered quickly.

George looked squarely at Alvin. “And are you alright with this, son?”

Alvin nodded. “Yep, I was wondering if you were going to fuck her.” He looked to me. “I was wondering if it was going to happen.”

“Mmm, me too,” I said, smiling and squeezing my husband’s hand as he reached for mine.

“Oh okay, and for free!” George said, chuckling again.

“Hmm, maybe once for free but not that many times!” I shot at him.

“Haha, you mean fifteen sessions, possibly more than one climax during each of them.”

“Mmm, I guess,” I went on teasingly. “I certainly won’t mind if you can do it more than once with me each time. I love being taken over and over by a man. I can do multiple orgasms for a few hours.”

“Aw fuck,” Alvin groaned. “Are you going to just do it or what, this is killing me.”

George reached back and rubbed up the inside of my leg, his hand going under my dress. I braced with my hips rolling and my eyes opening wide.

“Ooh that’s nice,” George said.

“Uh huh.. that’s umm... huh huh,” I moaned and gripped the seat either side of me and braced up more. “Mmm, I don’t feel open anymore.”

“No love, that’s nice and tight. Your daddy would be proud,” George said with a smile.

“Mmm, do you think?”

“Ooh yeah, very proud. He shows all his buddies where to find your pictures online. Loves showing you off to us.”

“Uh huh huh your fingers are so big. Just two, okay? I’d rather you stretched me with your big dick instead of fingers.”

Alvin watched transfixed as the older man was sliding two fingers in and out of me. I had opened my legs, causing the skirt of my dress to hike up to my hips again. He was sliding his fingers in then holding and rubbing my swollen clit with his thumb. I was starting to involuntarily rotate my hips and squirm on his hand. My breathing was becoming ragged, my tits shuddering and half bulging out the sides of my dress. George was massaging his erect cock through his pants with his other hand.

Cars were passing on the street. People were walking along the footpath.

George extracted his fingers but stopped and held my cunt open before removing them completely. He and Alvin tilted to have a look inside me while I remained braced up off the seat, watching them intently.

“We need to take this inside and I’ll stick my big old cock up in there hey, son? You want me to nail your pretty wife, pump her full of cum?”

My husband sucked in a breath and nodded. “Yeah, I want you to.” He gulped hard. “I want you to nail her and pump her full of cum.”

“Uh huh huh,” I moaned wildly and grabbed George’s wrist and ground down hard as he forced his fingers back up me. “Uh huh huh,” I moaned some more as he banged me hard and fast. Then he suddenly pulled his fingers out and just held my cunt open again.

The men watched my inner folds twitch and pulse, my belly contracting with each quake of my body, my tits shuddering and jiggling, one of my tight nipples had slipped out the side of my dress.

“Mmm, please take me inside and fuck me. I need it so bad now,” I begged.

“Okay love, enough with the foreplay.”

“Uh huh, enough!”

George got out of the car and opened my door. He took my hand and put his fingers to his mouth and sucked them, then led me towards the house. I followed. He turned back and tossed Alvin his car keys, winking. “This will be a down payment, son. The car’s officially yours.”

Alvin beeped our new Range Rover locked and hurried inside after me and my stepfather’s friend. George took me straight upstairs and Alvin hung back at the bottom of the stairs wondering what he should do.

His whole body was a rush of tingling nerves. He crept up the stairs then stopped and waited, listening. He could hear low muffled voices. Moments passed, his heart was thumping in his chest and ears. Then another sound chilled him. It was the bed squeaking and he knew George was fucking me.

There was another man’s cock in his wife’s cunt.

George was taking what had been exclusively his until that moment. Alvin looked across at our wedding picture on the wall, at his beautiful wife in her white wedding gown.

He waited, straining to listen for any sounds. The squeaking was there then it wasn’t. Then it was back again. He moved quietly along the landing. He could hear a ruffling of the bed then the squeaking started again. “Uhh…” I suddenly moaned and my husband stood riveted to the spot.

“Fuck yeah. Ooh, that’s so fucking tight,” George said low and deep.

“Uh huh. Like that?” I whispered. “Do you like me like this?”

“Yeah, look at that sweet little cunt, Elle. That’s it, spread all the way. Let me see while I fuck you.”

Alvin was stunned by how crude George was being. He never imagined someone older and mature talking like he did, him and his mates. He slipped along the wall and saw the end of the bed in the mirrored wardrobe. A little further and he saw my leg bent up then George’s white bum drawing back and pressing forward.

George was taking full strokes in and out of me. He was on his elbows holding my head and kissing me as he slow fucked me. He lifted to his knees, lifting my butt too and had a look at where he was penetrating me. He pushed my thighs open, keeping me spread as he rolled his hips and pumped me with short thrusts.

Alvin swallowed hard as he stared at this other man’s cock actually inside of his wife.

I moaned softly. George gave me a few jolts and I moaned louder.

“Look at those sweet tits bounce,” George groaned.

“Uh huh. Do you like that?” I uttered, and I grabbed my nipples and started rolling them in my fingers. “Do you like them?”

George started pounding faster, his body thumping against me. He was dominating me now and my husband could see that.

I stifled a squeal and moaned again, panting as my body was jolted. George hooked my legs over his arms and pinned me wide open. His cock speared into me as he continued fucking me with powerful thrusts. They were measured for a while then he began to lose control and started humping wildly. I was letting out little squeals now, or more so audible pants from having the air thumped out of me with the force of George’s body pounding against mine.

I went into orgasm again. I reached out to George and could only grab his arms but he continued humping me through it, using my knees to control the action of his cock surging into me. “Uhh! Uhh! Uhh!” I cried as he lost it and started thumping against me. “Uhh…! Uhh…!” I gasped, the breath being forced from me.

George thrust one final time and held firm. He had me jammed against the bedhead. He was fully up me with his butt clenched. “Yeah, that’s it, take that load,” he growled and humped once more then ground against my crotch, my legs spread completely but relaxed as he held my ankles. “Yeah that’s nice. Milk my balls, Elle. You’re so fucking hot inside.”

“Uh huh,” I uttered. “I’m definitely hotter inside now.”

George chuckled and leaned back to look at our coupling. His cock popped out and levered upright. He still had hold of my knees and was keeping me spread wide open. “Yeah, that’s creamed you good, girl. Two ball loads of spunk in nice and deep.”

“Mmm, thank you,” I cooed sweetly. “I could feel you cumming so hard, George, and your jets shooting into me.”

“Your pussy was seriously sucking it out. It felt fucking great.”

“Mmm, I’m glad it felt so good for you. It’s so exciting being full of your cum right now. Especially since it’s from you, George, that it’s your live sperm,” I said sweetly.

“Yeah, there’s a good little Daddy’s girl,” he grinned.

“Mmm, yes I’m Daddy’s girl. Do you want me to suck you clean?” I went on enticingly.

Alvin backed away from the door and slunk along the landing and sat on the stairs. He didn’t know what to think. Up until now it had all been this crazy intense fantasy, but now it was real. This other man has had his huge cock inside me. He’d fucked me and cum inside me.

My wife has been taken from me in the most intimate way, and right now her pussy is full of this guy’s cum – full of his sperm!

My husband sat there staring at the windows above the front door, at tree branches waving on a gentle breeze and the birds flitting past. It was another glorious day on the Coast. His mind had spaced out with reality too hard to fathom or confront right then. He didn’t know how long his mind drifted. Then he heard me cry out again, so he crept back to the bedroom door to watch.

George was behind me on the bed now, spooned behind me and fully up me again. He pushed my upper leg forward and pulled back until his cockhead appeared stretching the soft petals of my cunt open. He took his shaft in his fist and rubbed the swollen dome through my gooey slit. I was looking back at what he was doing.

“That was so fucking close. I nearly came again already just then,” George said.

“Mmm, you’re huge in me, it feels amazing,” I uttered sweetly.

“Yeah? Well you’re a tight fuck, Daddy’s girl. I knew you would be.”

George took me in a kiss. He had me twisted around while keeping my butt pressed back against him. He was humping me slowly and feeling my tits.

“Uh huh huh,” I moaned into his mouth and I gripped his hip, holding him close as I squirmed back on his cock. “Uh huh huh, so hard and deep.”

“Careful, I’m going to blow,” George said, gritting his teeth. “Aw fuck, don’t move.”

“Mmm hmm, like that?” I teased.

George chuckled. He shook his head and looked at Alvin peeping around the doorway. “Man, my balls are ready to burst and your pretty wife’s pussy is sucking my cock big time.”

“Mmm, feels like it’s stuck in me,” I said, biting a lip.

George pulled back, watching his cock withdraw. “Oh fuck, the suction. I think your pussy likes me, Elle. I think it likes the feel of taboo cock.”

“Mmm, definitely!”

George pulled all the way out but kept my cunt peeled open. “I’m seriously on the verge, son. I’m going to cum so hard again.” He positioned the swollen head of his cock and pressed forward, surging up into me again.

“Uh huh huh,” I moaned back over my shoulder. “Wow, he’s huge in me, Alvin.” I looked to my husband. “And I have to let him fifteen times so we can have that silly car, don’t I?”

Alvin swallowed hard and nodded. “Yes, you have to baby. You have to let George fuck you and fill you up.”

“Ooh fuck yeah,” George groaned and pulled back then pounded hard against my butt, making my tits surge back and forth. He stroked my hair from my face. I was twisted back again, watching. He thumped hard and ground against my butt. “Oh fuck that’s tight,” he said, grimacing then humping once, then again before he took hold of me around the waist and started pounding me with short, powerful thrusts.

My eyes were wide, my mouth open as I stared at my husband. My body was being jolted hard, my tits surging up and down. George suddenly grimaced and held firmly against me. He expelled a deep, animal groan. “Uh yeah that’s so fucking close now. My balls are so fucking full again already, love.”

“Uh huh…” I uttered softly, still holding my husband’s eyes. “Mmm he’s going to cream me again, Alvin. He already came in me once and now he’s going to again.”

“Yeah, you have to take it, baby. You have to take his loads, let him pump it into you like that.”

I nodded. “Okay then. Since you want me to. Since we have to pay.”

George huffed a breath. He was smiling at my shoulder. “Haha Daddy’s little girl and her cuckold husband. Perfect!”

“Uh huh, and are you going to tell Daddy you’re fucking me?” I peered back. “I can tell him for you if you like.”

George arched back and peeled open my cunt, watching himself withdraw. Alvin craned his neck for a look too and saw our coupling. George’s cockhead emerged, stretching my soft petals again. It oozed out and left me reddened and open. George pressed the head of his cock into position and inserted it again. He rolled me easily onto my front and lifted my butt up to reach him on his knees. “Yeah, you should tell your daddy, love. Tell him all about our deal and how I’m going to be riding you like this every time I come visit from now on.” He started jiggling his pelvis and humping with short rhythmic thrusts.

“Uh huh,” I moaned, biting into the pillow. I had my thighs pressed together, George’s cock spearing into me from behind them. I lifted to my elbows and peered back over my shoulder. He stopped thrusting and ground against my butt. My eyes widened, my mouth hanging open.

“So fucking tight, feels huh-amazing,” George said.

“Really?” I uttered sweetly. “It’s starting to feel a bit tender now. Can you just finish in me?”

“Yeah, will do,” George said and resumed riding me. He lay down fully over my back and squashed me into the bed, jiggling his hips and humping me with short powerful thrusts again. He rode me hard and fast for a minute then ground into me, mashing against my butt. “Ooh fuck yeah, nearly,” he snarled across at Alvin.

I had my hips flared, my butt tilted up for him. “Uh huh, just do it. Just shoot it in me.”

George was on one elbow, gripping the top of my head, as the other hand controlled my hip. He resumed riding me, jiggling his bum and fucking me into the mattress. I kept my butt up for him, my face against the pillow, my eyes and mouth open as I stared pleadingly at my husband.

“Oh fuck yeah!” George snarled again, and he stopped and ground hard against my butt for another few seconds before he resumed humping.

“Yeah here it is,” he said, slowing again and measuring longer slower strokes. “Here it is love, you ready?”

“Uh huh, I’m ready,” I said, peering back at him. “Cum in me George. Cum in me deep so my daddy will know.”

“Oh fuck yes!” the guy cried out and slammed into me one last time, holding firm and mashing against my raised butt, his arse clenched. “Yeah there it is love, take it,” he growled into the back of my neck, pulling back and surging hard into me again, lifting my butt with his thrust and squirming wildly against me.

I just stared at my husband, my stepdaddy’s friend clamped to my back, his huge cock fully up me and spurting more cum into me. “I hope you like your new car,” I said to Alvin. “This is the payment for it.” I rolled eyes back down at where the older man was still jammed hard against my butt. “Letting him empty his huge old balls in my belly so you can have a new car.”

Alvin just gulped hard and looked back and forth from where I was being inseminated to my eyes still fixed upon him.

I reached back and held the old guy’s hip. Alvin could see how my pelvis was tilted so he would be fully up me. “Mmm do you like that, George? Does it feel good inside me?”

The guy slumped on me, his body quivering. He took a few deep breaths then lifted a little and stroked hair from my face. I peered back at him and he took my lips. “That was incredible, love.” He kissed me softly again. Our lips parted and his tongue extended into my mouth.

He broke off kissing me, got up onto his hands and knees and moved from my back. His dick was spent and swinging as he crawled and stood up. It was really long and the head was swollen and red.

I got up onto my hands and knees too. I was looking down underneath myself as a slurp of cum oozed from my open cunt and dripped on our bed. “Oops,” I said and smiled back at my husband watching.

“Ooh yeah, proud of that,” George said and smacked my butt, gripping it and peeling my cunt open with his thumb. Another ooze of his cum seeped from me and dribbled down my leg while we all watched, me looking in the wardrobe mirror.

“Mmm, so that’s one thousand, right?”

“Yeah love, that’s your first payment in full,” George said and gave me another little smack then winked at Alvin on his way past with his clothes in his hand.


Chapter 11

I remained on my hands and knees as my husband approached. He was looking in behind me and feeling his cock through his pants. I was hoping he wasn’t going to try and have me too. “Mmm did you like watching him take me like that, Alvin?”

“Aw fuck, baby.”

“Is your dick hard?”

Alvin looked down at where he was holding it then back up.

“Show it to me, come here and show it to me,” I said, moving to the end of the bed with my feet touching the floor, sitting up on my elbows. “I want to see how you do it yourself.”

“Myself?”

“Uh huh, like George did last night, and like I did with my vibrator in the car for you both to see.”

Alvin unzipped his jeans and opened them. He pulled his cock out the top of his briefs.

“Mmm that looks seriously hard,” I cooed. “Stroke it for me.”

He started stroking. He was trying to see between my legs, so I opened them wide for him. “Fuck he creamed you, baby.”

“Uh huh. Will you cream my tits for me. I want you to cum all over me, Alvin. I’ve been so bad and I deserve it.”

“Aw fuck,” my husband groaned. He was staring at where I was playing in my gooey pussy. “Aw fuck, baby,” he snarled, and I couldn’t resist. I quickly knelt on the floor and took the head of his cock into my mouth.

He buckled forward and came hard, powerful jets of cum spurting directly into my throat and making me gag a bit before I could swallow. He had gripped the bed and just gently held my head. I let him finish spurting then sucked him until he settled, swallowing another quite large gulp of semen.

“Hmm, is that better?”

He huffed a breath. “Yep. Better.” He stood and fixed his jeans. “I might go for another drive. Wanna come?”

“Um, no thanks. Go and pick up Sean or Davo or someone. Go have fun!”

“Alright, you sure?” he checked, tilting for another look at where I was holding my still leaky pussy.

“No, you go, Alvin. I need to clean up and make a call.”

“Okay, see ya, baby.” He kissed my lips and took off, leaving me sitting there. This was nothing unusual though. He’s always either rushing off or falling asleep after sex, depending on whether it’s day or night.

I snuck along the hall and checked on George to find him asleep on his bed. “Huh, typical,” I said to myself, giggling under my breath. I left him there sleeping in obvious satisfaction while I walked downstairs with his cum sticky down my legs and still leaking out of my poor stretched pussy.

I got a drink of water and sat up at the kitchen counter. I used the house phone and called my stepfather.

“Hi Daddy.”

“Oh hello sweetie, how are you going?”

“Mmm good. Everything’s going as we planned, except George offered us his car and I’m going to be paying that off first.”

“Oh right, so you negotiated actual payment?”

“Well yes, it was his idea actually. He made it so easy. All I had to do was talk up the rate.”

“Which is?”

“He agreed to a thousand per time, or per session, as he put it. He fucked me twice this first time, but I’ll make sure he doesn’t get much break between, to keep them shorter while he’s here this week. Hopefully I can work off most of the fifteen thousand he wants for the car, then get him to agree to add your debt so I can work that off over his next, I don’t know, dozen or so visits, I guess. I won’t mind how long it takes anyway, Daddy. He’s really huge and I loved it this time.”

“Oh. Ah,… hmm, sounds good, sweetie. I’m happy to hear about the car too though. I’m glad you’ll be getting something to keep out of this, even if he doesn’t agree to letting you work off what I owe him.”

“Oh, he’ll agree, Daddy. I could feel how tight I was for him, and he loved it. I’ll bet his escorts are all used to huge cocks all the time. I’ll bet none of them are young or still as tight as me.”

“Haha, I’m sure they’re not. You definitely are your mother’s daughter, aren’t you now!”

“Well, I’d hope so!”

“She’s still not entirely happy about this, Elle. She’s adamant it should be her doing it.”

“Hmm, well don’t you worry, Daddy. I’ll straighten Mum out. She can’t have all the fun herself!” 

“Indeed! But are you sure you’re okay with this, Elle? How is Alvin taking it?”

“Exactly like you said he would. He loves it.”

“Oh good. I can certainly relate. I still love it anytime your mother strays with one of her ex-lovers. It never gets old. Still as intense as when we were your age and just starting out.”

“Mmm, well, I’m sitting here in a puddle of your friend’s cum right now, Daddy. My legs are all sticky with it and it won’t stop dripping out of me, so I have to go and shower.”

“Oh okay, sweetie, thanks for calling. I was worried.”

“No, don’t worry, Daddy. It’s ended up working out so easily. I’ll keep teasing and flashing him and make him fuck me as many times as he can all week. I can do this!”

“Alright, stay safe then, sweetie. Make sure you don’t miss a pill or anything, since he’s not going to be using condoms with you, by the sound of it.”

“No, I’d rather he didn’t. It’s much more fun and exciting letting him cum inside me like this. I’ll be careful he doesn’t get me pregnant though, Daddy, don’t worry.”

“Okay, love you, darling. Say hello to Alvin for us.”

“Okay, bye Daddy. Love you.”

I hung up the phone and finished my glass of water then wiped the puddle of semen from the seat I’d been sitting on. I used the dish cloth to wipe my inner thighs and dab my hot pussy then tossed it in the bin. I stayed nude and made myself a cup of tea, taking it into my sunny craft room and sipping it as I stood at the full-length window and watched Mr Marcus in his garden.

He took a while to notice me but suddenly glanced up with his eyes boggling when he finally did. I gave him a little wave and remained standing there while he had a good long look at me.

Mmm, I wonder how much he’d pay? He must be loaded.

I giggled to myself.

Slut!

I was comfortable with this though. My mother has never hidden anything from me. Her ex-lovers Daddy talks about are four men who still live nearby, and she regularly visits them. I guess I picked Alvin partially because of the way other men hitting on me has always seemed to excite him. And now I know for sure!

I sat down in my swivel office chair and cradled my mug of tea, smiling to myself all the way down to my still tingling pussy, absolutely on fire inside after being fucked in front of my husband, by a man with a hold over my Daddy!

** The end **
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