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Life is full of surprises. One settles into a comfortable, if tedious, routine when there’s a seismic shift and one discovers a piranha in one’s bath, or, as in this instance, a nymphomaniac in one’s bed.

Not the outcome you might predict from a casual, “What would you like for your birthday?” request, from a spouse of twenty-three years.

My reply to the question was not outrageous. Certainly not a demand for the above-mentioned nymphomaniac. What I requested had risks, although I considered the worst-case scenario to be a flat no, and a few days of a sulky mood.

I didn’t expect her reaction to be so hostile that I’d end up with the piranha, metaphorical or real. Less probable was the chance of it ending with a real nymphomaniac; in my bed or anywhere else.

Mind you, I often fantasised about that outcome (the nymphomaniac, not the piranha), but in real life how many of our fantasies morph into reality?

I will explain.

I’m married to Mary. Our marriage has had its mountains and valleys, but what union hasn’t? My wife is gorgeous and witty. She is a great mother to our two grown-up children who have left home. She’s an excellent cook, keeps the house tidy, and my shirts ironed.

What else could a married man desire?

Well, sex would be nice. No, that’s not fair on Mary. I’ll rephrase it. Imaginative sex would be nice. Sex with variations. Sex with laughter. Sex with passion.

She has never denied me sex, but neither has she dipped so much as a nipple into ‘sexy fun’ let alone thrown her more sexy bits into the concept.

I don’t blame her. It’s not her fault.

Mary’s Mother regarded sex as having one purpose, and one purpose alone; the begetting of babies. Mary, being the good daughter she was, listened to her Mother.

She was a virgin when I married her; Mary, not her Mother. I was sure of that as she would not permit me to explore inside her knickers until she had a wedding ring. It wasn’t a problem, I loved her for a multitude of diverse reasons. I was content to wait for the matrimonial bed.

What I hadn’t been prepared for was her total aversion to enjoying sex, or experimenting with anything new. The missionary position was it. That, or play Scrabble. I don’t like board games, so I accepted what was on offer. For the best part of a quarter of a century.

Over the years she had softened marginally. She occasionally allowed me to experiment in the bedroom. For instance, a while back I tried taking sexy photos, but even in the privacy of our home, I couldn’t coax her out of her underwear. And anyway, I’m a lousy photographer.

There were other indications she wasn’t so anti-sex as she had been, such as being able to watch love scenes on the TV without tut-tutting continuously, but she was no Mata Hari.

Not sounding much like that nymphomaniac I mentioned earlier, is she? Bear with me.

It was nineteen days before my fiftieth birthday. My mind has the date etched on it for reasons that will become obvious, and Mary had asked that question. What would I like as a present?

I love my darling wife and she is still beautiful, but with Father Time adding years faster than he used to add months I realised her looks wouldn’t last forever. I wanted to preserve them, not with Botox, but by having professional photographs taken.

I craved a memory of her beauty. Glamour shots ideally, but any style would serve.

The chance of boudoir shots was less than Tom Thumb being a successful basketball player, but hey, nothing ventured, nothing gained. So I ventured.

“I’d love proper, professional photographs of you.”

“Why do you need professional photos? You have a camera.”

“Yes, but you know I’m useless. I want images taken by someone who can capture your beauty, your…”

Here we go, I decided to lob the word out there. See what happened.

“… sexiness.”

The stony stare suggested an Everest climb without oxygen was ahead of me.

“My what? I’m forty-three for god’s sake. My beauty disappeared ages ago if I ever had any. I’ll ignore the other word.”

“Oh Mary, stop putting yourself down. I love you and you are ten times more attractive than most women half your age. And you are sexy.”

“Stop using that word. What is it? You want me to pose as a tart?”

“Not as a tart, no. Elegant, sophisticated images. You have a superb figure. Let’s get it recorded before it’s too late. It is my fiftieth after all. Something memorable would be fantastic.”

Amazingly, she didn’t stomp out of the room in a sulk. Did I have a chance?

“What had you in mind then?”

I pushed my luck.

“Boudoir style shots, in sexy lingerie. Not nude or anything. You wouldn’t be showing any more than in a swimsuit.”

“I don’t have any sexy lingerie,” she countered.

That was true. She never wore anything lacy or sexy. Her ‘going away’ lingerie was the only set one could have remotely called sexy and then you would need Terry Pratchett’s imagination designing Disc World to describe it thus.

“That’s not a problem, we can go online and buy you some, or pop into town and browse in the lingerie shops.”

“I am not parading around a store buying that sort of underwear, and most definitely not with you in tow. Too embarrassing. People would take me for a tart.” That word again.

“In that case,” I said, “let’s search online together and choose some I like, and that you would wear.”

“I’ll consider it and tell you in the morning.” she retorted and stomped out.

That was better than I had expected, but I had little hope we would revisit the topic.

 

Mary says:-

I didn’t consider myself a prude, although I did regard sex with Dan as a duty rather than a pleasure. Mother had brought me up to consider sex the necessary act to have children, and to regard ‘sexy fun’ as ‘dirty.’

That night in bed though, I considered Dan’s request. I thought back to a Radio Four programme I’d listened to a while back. About the changing behaviour and attitude of middle-aged women to sex, and how something fresh brightened their lives.

Our lives could do with that.

Had Mother been wrong? Can sex be fun? Should sex be fun? A tiny doubt crept into my mind.

But doing ‘naughty’ sexy things? No, no, not Mary. Not at all appropriate for a woman in her forties. Pose in my undies with a man with a camera looking at me? As far as I was concerned that was in the ‘disgusting sexual behaviour’ category which Sunday papers seemed to revel in. Could I do it? Would I? For the husband I adored?

I mulled it over. It was a special birthday after all, and as Dan had said, I wouldn’t be showing any more than I did on a beach. If we bought lingerie that wasn’t too risqué, that I’d never worn as underwear, perhaps I could bring myself to do it.

In the morning I reluctantly, and with extreme trepidation, agreed.

 

Amazing. Mary had said yes. So, before she changed her mind I sat down with her to buy the lingerie online. I didn’t give her time to think about it.

I knew what I would have liked to buy for her, but tempered the more racy of my ideas. I mustn’t make her ‘look like a tart.’

She vetoed most, but finally I got four sets past the censor. Bras, knickers, suspenders and stockings. Those last two were a real struggle. She reminded me of her Mother’s description of stockings - Harlots’ Hosiery - but I pleaded and wheedled and got her reluctant consent to buy them.

I quickly hit Google to find a photographer. It seemed not all would do boudoir shoots and others sounded downright seedy, but I booked one who seemed pleasant and I hoped would put Mary at ease.

 

When Dan told me he had booked the photographer, reality hit home. Oh hell! What have I done? What was I thinking when I said yes? I can’t do this. Take my clothes off in public? I won’t even go topless on the beach. No, it wasn’t fun doing them ourselves if I’m honest. And wearing all that so-called sexy lingerie he’d bought me online? No, no, no.

But.

Unexpectedly I found myself stirred by the prospect of posing, but really? Without clothes on? Definitely not! Stupid idea.

I returned to mulling mode then made my decision. No.

 

It came as no great surprise when Mary decided she wouldn’t do it, but that didn’t decrease my disappointment. I phoned the photographer, Sam, to tell him. He was sympathetic but suggested we still keep the appointment for Mary to have a few portrait shots done as my birthday gift. If she felt comfortable and wanted to, we could progress to glamour shots.

After another lengthy chat with Mary she agreed, while making it clear she had no intention of posing for anything sexy. Ever.

 

Too right. I wasn’t posing wearing scanty underwear in front of a photographer. Why had I said yes in the first place? Embarrassing enough when Dan tried to photograph me. Why had he insisted on wasting all that money on the lingerie? I’ll never wear it. Made me feel like a slut, even the thought. I was stupid to have said yes. I had now convinced myself there was no way on god’s earth I would have the desire to strip off. I’d go to the studio and allow this photographer to take portrait shots. But that’s it. Nothing else.

 

Our trip to Sam’s studio was a silent one. During the whole journey, Mary had been twisting her handbag strap round her fingers and biting her lip. My attempts at conversation elicited no response.

Sam ushered us in and it was reassuring that he had a pleasant, easygoing demeanour. He sat us down, poured us a coffee, and chatted for a while. Mary relaxed slightly, and I harboured a faint hope, an almost non-existent hope, she might pose in her lingerie. I would have loved her to pose naked, ideally in porn style shots, but that was just a dream.

We finished our coffee and Sam suggested they start.

He said as it would be head and shoulders there was little point in Mary changing and he found if models dressed down they felt less self-conscious.

We had brought loads of clothes, and the underwear with us. Mary was adamant she was not posing wearing lingerie but with my persistence that ‘well we’ve bought them, no harm in taking them,’ she allowed me to pack all four sets along with her favourite dresses. She had spent ages doing her makeup, and what I considered a fortune the previous day on her hair. So it was an anti-climax to find she would not be changing, but Sam was the expert so we went along with him. He did various poses with her standing and sitting, taking time to get the lighting and the expression right, At one point he sat her on a chair, elbows on knees, and hands under her chin.

Sam called me over to see the image on his camera.

Sam had captured the most beautiful expression in her eyes, an expression that was at the same time sexy and tender. It was a gorgeous photograph that captured my darling wife as I saw her. Given how Mary was leaning forward, the vee neck of her loosely fitting sweater was gaping open revealing a great deal of cleavage (she is a C cup) which added to the sexuality of the image no end.

“Wow, that’s beautiful and sexy. Mary come and see.”

 

Sexy? What’s he talking about? I’m wearing a jumper and jeans, I thought. I marched over to look. Christ, bloody man had posed me so he was looking down my top. I looked in more detail. I grudgingly agreed with Dan that he had caught a pleasant expression. (I almost thought sensuous, but couldn’t bring myself to admit it) I hate photographs of myself but this one had a hypnotic effect on me.

I was torn. On the one hand, it was ‘Bloody pervert. I’m not having this.’ On the other, I couldn’t help but be excited by the picture he had captured. As that thought seeped through my brain, I also noticed a strange tingle where there definitely shouldn’t be a tingle of any description.

 

She stared at the photograph and blushed, but there was a look in her eye that showed a liking for it. We carried on for a while and I detected a slight change in Mary’s demeanour. No longer was Sam struggling to get a certain pose, she was much more pliable to his direction.

“How about trying something different?” Sam eventually asked.

“Different? How?” she replied.

“Something a little sexier, didn’t you bring lingerie with you?”

“Yes, but I’m not a tart. That photo you showed me was bad enough, peering down my top.”

“Oh come on Mary,” I pleaded. “It’s solely for me. No one else will ever see them, and we aren’t getting younger. It would be incredible to have a set of glamorous images of you.”

“Glamorous OK, Porn no. All right?” After some hesitation, and further prompting, with Sam suggesting she wear a kimono over her lingerie she relented, “All right, I’ll do it.” That hesitant yes from Mary, was the key to unlocking a wife I never realised I had.

 

I was flattered by the photograph, but my ingrained upbringing still had control and I made it clear I would not be posing salaciously.

Somehow though, I’d heard myself agreeing to do the lingerie shots. How did that happen?

I walked to the changing room as if walking to the gallows. Such mixed emotions. I was doing this for Dan’s fiftieth, I kept telling myself, so it’s a one-off. He’s been a loving husband, I should do it for him, but can I? With every fibre tingling…

Hang on. Every fibre? Why on earth was every fibre tingling? I didn’t wish to do this. Did I? Something deep inside was suggesting I did.

I changed into the least revealing set of lingerie Dan and I (Dan really, I just vetoed the more revealing sets) had chosen online, put on a robe and returned to the studio, shaking so much James Bond would have loved the resulting martini.

 

Mary was trembling when she returned, swathed in a kimono. I wondered which lingerie set she had chosen, some being more revealing than others. I was certain it would be the set that concealed most.

To settle her down, Sam did many shots of her with the robe on, gradually getting her to let it open a little more. He was good at this; he knew how to encourage Mary to relax.

He eventually suggested removing the kimono, which proved me right about the underwear. The bra was lacy but a full cup, and not see-through, whilst the knickers were a French style, with snug legs and plenty of coverage. There were a matching suspender belt and stockings to complete the outfit.

Mary’s face was a mix of nervous anxiety and anticipation. Sam started with simple poses, as she was so stiff and self-conscious. I realised the photos wouldn’t be sexy, but Sam persevered, and my beloved eased into the mood, following direction from him. After twenty minutes of shooting, he asked how she felt; she nodded, saying she was OK, and it was fun! Amazing response.

“Right,” said Sam, “in that case how about taking your bra off?”

You may not see that as a big deal, but Mary had never even gone topless on a Mediterranean beach when every other woman was, so I wondered how she would react.

 

Take my bra off? With a man I’ve just met ogling me? Not in a million years! It was nerve-racking enough standing there in my undies.

That was my immediate reaction, but as I was thinking it, I became aware I was moistening up between my legs. What? No, not possible. Seriously? Am I finding this sexy? I had to admit to myself I was. My thoughts returned to that radio programme. So, instead of saying no, as my head was screaming at me to do, I nodded and awaited Sam’s directions.

“Ok,” he said, seeing the fear on my face, “let’s go slowly. Turn your back on me, unclip your bra, take it off, then when you are ready, turn around.”

Ready? Ready? I thought. I’ll be frozen to the spot for eternity. The feelings pulsing through me were so contradictory. My brain was screaming at me; stop, get dressed, go home. What would your Mother say? My heart, or to be accurate, my libido (I was amazed to realise I had one) was yelling YES show everything. Yes, everything. A new inner self was taking control, saying grow up dear, be a REAL woman. I turned away from them and reached up my back, unclipping the two fasteners. It proved difficult; I was trembling so much.

I hunched my shoulders and shrugged the bra straps off, holding the cups in place over my breasts. I wasn’t sure what I would do next, when out of nowhere I thought, for god’s sake, I’m in my forties, I’m not getting younger. If other Radio Four listeners can do it, so can I. What the hell. Dan was more than supportive, he wanted me to do it. Go for it. So I did. I took my hands off my breasts, let the bra fall to the ground, swivelled around on my heels, put my hands on my hips, adopted what I hoped was a sexy pose and pouted. Oh-My-God.

At that point, I realised my knickers were sodden.

 

I waited, unable to breathe. Her hands came behind her to unhook the clasps, she hunched her shoulders and the bra fell to the ground. My wife stood still for a few seconds that seemed to last minutes, and I speculated whether she would have the courage to turn.

She did. Mary swivelled and posed in what she obviously felt was a sexy manner. What it lacked in finesse it made up for in the blaze of sensuality in her eyes. A look I’d never seen before. She took her hands off her hips and squeezed her breasts, staring into my eyes. The most amazing thing was she appeared to be enjoying it. I was too. (Understatement on a magnitude of ten to the power of ten).

Sam continued shooting, giving instructions, and making the poses ever more provocative. Either Mary failed to register the fact, or did, and happily went with it. I found either option difficult to believe.

“How about losing the knickers?” Sam asked after a while. That’s it, I thought. I expected a flat refusal with Mary stomping off to get dressed muttering about perverts and dirty old men. Instead, I heard her say;

“Why not? In for a boob show, in for a pussy show.”

That can’t be my wife. Impossible. I couldn’t even remember her using the word pussy before. Exposing it to another man was unbelievable.

In one smooth movement she pushed the knickers down, stepped out of them, screwed the material in a ball and threw the sexy parcel at me.

I was stunned. As horny as hell, but stunned. This had to be a dream. My wife, standing stark naked and enjoying it.

Watching this exhibitionism by my erstwhile demure wife riveted me to the spot. After several other poses Sam had her sitting in a big armchair and asked her to throw her legs over the arms. One over each.

No. She won’t do that.

Will she?

Oh, shit.

No way did I imagine she’d do it, not my puritanical wife, but with no hesitation, she followed his instructions with no attempt to cover herself.

My wife, exposing herself to another man. No, can’t be happening.

My wife, who only an hour ago was saying she wouldn’t pose in her undies, opening her legs, giving a closeup of her most private parts to this virtual stranger. Mind-blowing.

 

The next 15 minutes were a blur. My memory a blank, it was as if I were drunk. Intoxicated with the sexuality of the moment. Unknown feelings coursing through me. New sensations, but boy, was I enjoying them!

I remember hoping Sam would continue to make me pose more provocatively. I kept glancing at Dan and there was no doubt he was relishing every second. I was in a world I hadn’t known existed. A world where the feelings flowing through my body took life and living to a higher plain.

I came back to reality. I became conscious I was stark naked, apart from my stockings and suspenders, and had my legs as wide apart as possible, with Sam and his camera, inches away, shooting for all he was worth. Way to go, Mary! If that’s not provocative, tell me what is.

I should have come to my senses and rushed to cover up, but that was the Old Mary. The Mary of two hours ago. Now my thought was will he touch me? With a thunderous realisation, I knew that’s what I wanted. Me. Mary. I wanted another man touching me. I needed this intense experience to continue forever.

 

I was rock hard, and wanted to extract my cock and stroke it, or do more with it, but thought I shouldn’t. It was painful to sit there and not release my urges.

Sam was now down on his knees with his camera so close to Mary’s nest.

“Touch yourself,” he directed, and my wife obeyed him. She eased her fingers into her cunt and then concentrated on rubbing her clit. Her head shot back; she was in a world of her own. With the camera still clicking her hips bucked as she brought herself higher and higher, and then a long, loud moan signalled she had brought herself off. God, I was so horny and frustrated. I wanted to fuck her there and then.

 

I vividly remember my thoughts. Had I just done that? Had I fingered myself and orgasmed, watched by two men? The first time I had come in years. Must be a dream. A nightmare. No, not a nightmare, I was enjoying myself too much.

 

Mary sank into a heap on the chair, looking as I had never seen her before. Alive, with an intensity in her eyes that spoke volumes. She did not cover up, but sat there, naked, still rubbing her clit.

“Oh, wow. Christ. What was that? I feel amazing.”

Was my Old Mary of the last twenty-three years gone? I hoped so.

 

I recognised something earth-shattering had happened. Like the medieval idea of the devil being driven out, but in my case the devil was modesty and hang-ups about sexual matters. Yes, I’d only posed naked and had an orgasm. Only? Listen to me. I could count on one hand, well perhaps two, the number of times I’d orgasmed since my wedding night. Now? Oh, it was only an orgasm in front of a stranger! Deep down I knew this was the start of a cataclysmic change, I prayed Dan would come with me on this journey. A journey of sexual discovery that should have happened long ago.

 

We both sat there for a while with our thoughts while Sam talked about post-production and editing and presentations. I wasn’t listening; I was just praying Mary would continue down this path.

We regained our composure, and while Mary dressed, I asked Sam to repeat everything he had just been telling us. Yes, we would return to see the results. I’d call him and fix a date.

Mary and I wandered back to the car holding hands and sat and looked at each other. Mary leant over and kissed me. Our tongues darting at each other, going as deep as possible. I had difficulty in remembering the last time we had kissed like that.

“Dan,” Mary whispered, “I can’t believe what I’ve just done. I feel so alive.”

“But you did do it, and it turned me on massively, What a revelation. Why the sudden change? You were so shy and reserved to begin with.”

“I know. I was shaking more inside than out, then, I don’t know, first that photo I suppose. I realised I can look good, and when Sam asked me to take my bra off, my first thought was unprintable, then as I turned my back I remembered a programme I’d heard on the radio, about middle-aged sexuality, and it somehow just hit me, I felt a rush at the thought of flashing my breasts and by the time I’d reached up and unclasped my bra, it’s as though I’d been reborn. I had this huge surge of wantonness going through me. You didn’t mind, did you?”

“Mind? Hardly, isn’t that obvious?”

“Mm, probably,” she said, looking at my bulging crotch, “let’s get home and celebrate.”

I won’t bore you with the details of our celebration, suffice to say we were both exhausted by the end of the evening.

 

I was awake first in the morning and stumbled down to make the coffee. I needed to convince myself the previous day had happened. I spent the time thinking about all that had transpired, and alternated between euphoria and concern that, in the cold light of day, Mary might regret what she had done. I was bloody certain that wasn’t my reaction. Even after last night my dick was still interested in action.

Carrying the mugs into the bedroom and being greeted by Mary’s smiling face, I knew she had no regrets. Oh, and perhaps the fact she had thrown the duvet back, had her legs wide apart, and had two fingers working hard in her pussy was a clue too!

The coffee went cold.

Lying there after, I asked “Where do we go from here? Would you do it again or was it a one-off?”

“Oh no,” she replied, “as long as you want me to, I’m desperate to do it again but… are you happy I do?”

“Mm. More than happy. Do you just want to pose, or would you take it further?”

I was holding my breath, hoping she would take this further, much further.

“Well … what made me so horny was Sam being up so close, and I wondered how I would have felt if he’d touched me.”

“Touched you? How? Your tits or pussy do you mean, or more?”

“I’m not sure. God, I can’t even believe I’m thinking this let alone saying it. If he’d used his fingers or massaged my breasts, it would have been magic, but there, with him so close and me naked, I would have so loved to have had him…” Mary hesitated looking at me, searching my face to watch my reaction.

“… fuck me. There. I’ve said it. Do you hate me for it?”

It was the most amazing statement from my wife since she had said ‘I do’ at our wedding. Amazing on two levels. The prosaic level of her never having uttered the word fuck before, and the erotic level of fulfilling a fantasy of mine.

“Oh, darling, no,” I said “that would turn me on more than you can ever imagine. Look.” I pointed to my cock, which was swelling again.

“Naughty boy.” Mary responded by slapping my penis hard.

“Ouch. That hurt. Do it again!” So she did. We were entering virgin (an inappropriate choice of word!) territory for sure. Mary had never been playful with my cock. Not once in twenty-three years. You can understand why I was so excited.

So we talked further, with long interruptions for our hands and mouths and other bits to work hard on, and in, each other.

During a respite from the sex we discussed Mary going further with Sam.

“Do you think he’d want to fuck me? I’m older than him. Perhaps he wouldn’t find me attractive enough. Or perhaps it’s against his professional ethics.”

I laughed.

“I don’t think photographers are quite in the same league as doctors, but I suppose he might have some personal reservations if he’s married or has a partner. Not your attractiveness though. I keep telling you, you are still sexy, any man with a cock would be more than happy to fuck you.”

“God, Dan. You saying ‘Any man’; I wonder. Could I do it with any man?”

“Are you asking me if I’d be OK with it or whether you could physically do it?”

“Both I suppose.”

“Well, to the first yes you have my blessing, as long as I can watch, and two, I’m sure you could. You seem to have freed yourself from your Mother’s piousness.”

“Oh, Dan, thank you. Let’s see how it goes with Sam, then make plans.”

The upshot was I phoned Sam on the following Monday to arrange an appointment to collect the results of the shoot. We had discussed how I should approach him and Mary decided she would rather just let things develop, in case she changed her mind.

I couldn’t wait, the thought of seeing another man enter my wife was ensuring I had no need for Viagra.
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A week after our life-changing afternoon we arrived back at Sam’s studio to view the photographs and hopefully get Mary to experience a new cock. When I contacted him after the weekend to arrange an appointment, he inquired if we were happy with the shoot. Happy? Ecstatic was the word that came to mind, but I merely said we had enjoyed it and how Mary couldn’t wait to see the results and possibly give it another go. I didn’t mention my desire to see his cock in my wife.

In preparation, Mary spent another fortune on her hair and dressed in a plain skirt and white blouse. She didn’t need convincing to wear sexy underwear this time. She wore a pale pink set. A lacy sheer bra which provided no hiding place for her nipples, and matching knickers, which did a grand job of revealing her gorgeous triangle of auburn pubic hair. She asked me whether she should shave but I told her no; I preferred her natural, and that’s how I wanted her to stay.

 

The week leading up to our second visit to Sam’s seemed an eternity. I was alternately as hot as hell with the thought that a man other than Dan might fuck me, and so nervous I felt I might be sick. The evening and nights with Dan were as sexually full as our honeymoon. With one major difference. I was proactive, not just lying there impersonating an inflatable doll as I did on honeymoon. Poor Dan. What must he have thought? A lifetime of shagging a non-responsive lump of flesh. I had a lot to make up for.

We’d discussed the coming meeting and Dan said, with no prompting, I was free to do anything I wanted with Sam, be it a hand job, blow job or full fuck. I could tell that was true, as whenever we talked it over, his penis gave the game away by stealing every drop of blood from the rest of his body and hogging it for itself.

So this was it. Sat next to Sam, my knickers getting damp with a mind full of doubt whether I could go through with it.

 

Sam arranged chairs at his desk, with us on either side of him, and began displaying the images. He asked which we particularly liked and if we wanted any more editing done on them. All very professional, but neither of us could concentrate, both anticipating what we had talked about incessantly. The photos were great and heightened the sexual tension in Mary and I. When we looked at the images of Mary taking her knickers off life became interesting. She leant towards the screen a little, placed her hand on Sam’s knee and as she did so pointed to the screen, and asked him to enlarge it.

I wasn’t certain she was referring to the image.

“Wow, that is making me so horny, how about you Dan?”

“Stiffening up nicely,” I replied. Mary’s hand massaged Sam’s thigh. He ignored it and continued to scroll through the pictures professionally until we got to where Mary had her legs wide apart fingering herself. I peeked at her face and realised she was getting to a point where her libido would control her actions. “God, that’s so horny. I remember thinking I wish there was a cock handy.”

Although we had talked of virtually nothing else in the last week, it still came as a huge thrill to hear my once staid wife saying it, and even more so when she continued in a hoarse whisper “Any chance Sam?” With that, her hand moved to his crotch and gently squeezed.

Sam turned to me, a questioning look on his face. I nodded.

“Go ahead.” Was that my voice? Sounded distinctly odd.

Mary’s hand squeezed and rubbed his prick through his trousers.

My dream continued. No, I kept reminding myself, this was real.

Mary took the lead, guiding Sam’s hand to her tits and encouraging him to kneed them.

How can I describe my thoughts? I’d fantasised seeing my wife with another man for years. Never in my wildest dreams had I ever expected it to become a reality, but here I was, watching her enjoy his hand going into her blouse and bra, while she unzipped him and extracted his cock.

Would Sam be well endowed I wondered?. Somehow it’s one of those stereotype attributes of porn photographers isn’t it? He wasn’t. His cock was approximately the same size as mine, which, I guess, is sort of average.

Mary’s hand closed around it and wanked him as he pushed a hand up her skirt. I couldn’t see what he was doing, but the small groan from Mary was a hint. He must have got inside her knickers and have a finger or two in her.

I was beside myself. I couldn’t just sit there. I pulled out my cock, which began imitating a police truncheon (I’m referring to hardness rather than length; I wish!) and slowly masturbated. No way did I want to bring myself off, but there was too much sexual energy going through me to do nothing.

Mary continued to wank Sam. He eagerly appeared to want to move it up a gear although Mary showed no such sign. I thought her concern was for me, so I said to her, in what turned out to be a cracked voice,

“Why don’t you taste Sam?”

Jeez. I had just encouraged my wife to suck off another bloke!

“Not yet,” she replied. Did I detect nervousness in her voice? Oh. Not regrets? Second thoughts? I desperately hoped not, but she showed no hint of dropping her head to take Sam’s penis in her mouth. His hand remained firmly up her skirt and firmly in her cunt. Her legs drifted apart to give him more access, and at last I could see two of his fingers inside her, while his thumb massaged her clit. Perhaps I was wrong. Perhaps this was turning her on so much she didn’t want it to stop. She cupped Sam’s balls in her other hand, wanking him vigorously. Hard barely described it. Her hand was a blur up and down his shaft as she pushed his prick against his belly, then pushed it between his legs. Alien for Mary, or at least the Old Mary, her wanking of me had always been perfunctory, a duty not a pleasure. His hands came away from Mary’s pussy and he gripped the arms of the chair. He was trying to hold on, but Mary’s hand continued, and with a deep grunt, his semen sprayed everywhere.

My wife’s head dropped, and she opened her mouth to take the final spurts, then hunting around for the spunk that had flown everywhere, she gathered it on her fingers and, looking me directly in the eye, sucked them clean.

Dear reader, you have no idea of the effect on me. Until that fateful shoot, Mary always dismissed as perverted my efforts to get her to suck me. Now I was watching her hungrily devouring another man’s cum. What a journey in seven days. Where I wondered would the next month, the next year, lead.

“What have I been missing?” she asked. Then, looking over at me, my cock still at full attention as I tried to process the most erotic few minutes of my life, she said: “I need more.”

She walked over, and ignoring Sam sitting only feet away, hiked her skirt up, removed her knickers and straddled me. I had no problem penetrating her. She was soaking. Dripping. I slid into her. She was so moist I felt no friction. I pushed a finger into her as well, which extracted an intake of breath, and she moved rhythmically, first forward and back, sliding across my thighs, then up and down, almost withdrawing my penis totally before slapping down hard on me. No doubting who was in charge of this fuck. If you will excuse the pun, I was only along for the ride! The first time, in twenty-three years, Mary had taken the initiative.

Her hips were thrusting. She tilted her head back, her mouth wide open, with low moans escaping, and then becoming louder and more urgent as her bucking reached a crescendo. She went rigid. Her orgasm brought me to the brink not that it needed much. I had been struggling the whole time not to shoot into her as I desperately wanted this fuck to last. But now it was time. I came. And came. And came. My cock continuing to twitch inside her as I grabbed her hips, pulled her deep onto me, then pulled her head to mine and we sank our tongues into each other’s mouths. Heaven.

I could taste Sam’s cum. A taste I will never forget and an action I’d be repeating regularly. I remembered Sam. I looked over to see him gently massaging himself.

“Dan, you have a hell of a randy wife.”

“So it seems.”

“Too fucking hot by half. Making me cum early. God, what a missed opportunity.”

“Oh Sam, I’m so sorry, my lack of experience,” she giggled. “Can I make it up to you? Ok, Dan?”

I nodded, as my adorable wife climbed off my lap and crossed over to Sam and kneeling, gently massaged his still limp cock.

“Not sure that will be successful,” he said “no matter how much I want it. Any chance of another day?” He sighed as Mary dropped her head and took his cock in her mouth. She hadn’t answered his question (ladies don’t speak with their mouth full!), but I had no problems in wanting a repeat of this scenario. Mary continued sucking him, his head was back, and he was clearly not disliking it, but no sign of him getting back to hardness. Eventually, Mary removed his penis, kissed it gently, and said: “Yes, another day might be more interesting!”

“Is that all right darling,” she asked, “if we came back another day and I gave Sam a proper fuck?” The final word dripping with lust.

“Bloody hell, yes,” I responded, way out on a high from what had transpired that day.

 

Not sure I can add much to this. Dan has summed it up much as I remember it. To say I was randy is an understatement. I still don’t understand how I transformed so quickly from an everyday, middle-aged, sexually repressed, housewife to a wanton slut who couldn’t get enough cock. A week earlier I hadn’t been willing to appear in my undies in front of Sam now I’d wanked him off in front of my husband and then had sex with my darling husband in front of him. I knew in my heart I needed much, much more. Now there was no turning back.
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We drove home in silence. My euphoria was evidenced by the bulge in my trousers, but I couldn’t help fearing Mary might regret what she had done. Watching my wife with another man, even though he hadn’t fucked her, was the biggest turn-on of my life. I was unsure of how I would feel if she didn’t want to continue.

We arrived home. “We need to talk,” she said as she exited the car and strode towards the house.

She disappeared through the front door, leaving me to put the car away. I went cold. I assumed she was embarrassed by what she’d done and wanted to stop. Damn. I had to talk her into changing her mind. But how? I pondered this as I strode into the kitchen.

I’d misread her comment. There was my once sweet, inhibited wife on the floor, doggy style, her skirt pulled up over her waist, her legs spread as far as she could, giving an uninterrupted view of her oh so wet cunt.

“Fuck me right now, if you don’t I’m going out and offering myself to the first man I meet.”

Before she had finished the sentence, I had my trousers and boxers off and entered her. The ensuing sex was rough, wanton and satisfying. As we lay there after, I said,

“If you had found a stranger to shag, I wouldn’t have minded. As long as I could watch.”

“That’s what we need to discuss,” she said. “I can’t stop what we’ve started. I feel so alive. I need more. Please, please can we carry on? I need it. I love you so, so, much, but this is not about love, is it? It’s about sex, sheer, unadulterated sex. I feel so whorish. Yes, if you hadn’t fucked me, I would have let anyone I could find fuck me. I need more of this. You want it too, don’t you?”

“Darling, do you need to ask? You know how much I love you. These two sessions with Sam have opened up a new world for us. I’ll support you in anything you want to do. I need this and want it as much as you do.”

 

My husband, Daniel Alan Cartwright. My knight in shining armour. My rock in times of trouble. My clown when I’m miserable. My mechanic when the car breaks down. My…

Enough! You get the idea. I like him! Bit of an understatement that. I adore him. I have for the last quarter of a century.

I’m not a football fan, but one saying I’ve heard used about soccer is that it’s a game of two halves. That sums up our marriage. Slight inequality, regarding the relative lengths of the halves, mind you. The first having lasted twenty-three years (plus two for extra time if you count our engagement). The second so far having lasted, what? Seven days? But the pep talk at half time must have been world-class, because the standard of play, since the resumption, has been mind boggling.

I’m stopping the analogy now and coming to the point.

Which I’ve now forgotten. Oh, yes. I remember. I was waxing lyrical about my husband.

When I first met him at the badminton club, I can’t say it was love at first sight because given my puritanical upbringing I’m not sure I understood the meaning of the word.

I knew what lust was. My Mother made sure of that. The beast that consumes those with impure thoughts. Perish the idea her daughter should succumb to impure thoughts. (Hey, Mum, look here, now. Hardly a thought going through my head at the moment that isn’t impure. Progress indeed!). What I experienced when I first saw Dan wasn’t lust because it wasn’t impure. It’s unfortunate I didn’t listen more to my body back then than to my Mum. Life could have been so much more fun.

I was nineteen when I met Dan; he was twenty-six. I suppose none of us knows what attracts us to certain people, and repels us from others, but he was the first to come up to welcome this shrinking violet when I entered the hall where they played, and I was grateful for that.

He didn’t sweep me off my feet; he made me welcome. He helped me sort out the gear I needed, and played a few practice games with me, (which I lost conclusively, but he didn’t make it feel like that). In the following couple of weeks we met in passing rather than spending lots of time in each other’s company, but I realised I was looking forward to seeing him as much as playing badminton, for which I seemed to have an aptitude.

Three or four months after I had joined the club had a friendly mixed doubles competition where they drew the pairs out of a hat for fairness. Fate had a hand in that night’s draw, as we ended up partnering each other.

We got through to the semi-finals, but lost to the pair that won the competition. We, or more especially me, were thrilled at getting as far as we did, and Dan asked me for a celebratory drink afterwards.

Alarm bells! Man. Asking a younger girl out. For a drink. Mother’s warnings flashed their neon lights in my eyes. I hesitated, but Dan persisted and as other players were going to the pub as well I thought I should be safe, so agreed.

Alcohol was another of Mother’s DO NOT GO THERE FOR FEAR OF YOUR LIFE - or more accurately - CHASTITY. I wasn’t yet able to kick over that hurdle, so I only drank cola and was astonished that Dan wasn’t force-feeding me double vodkas and orange as Mother had assured me any man would, so they could get in my knickers.

To cut a long story short, to save you, dear reader, from total boredom, that began our ‘courtship,’ (God, how I hate that expression, that’s what Mother insisted on calling it, so out of date) with poor Dan having to go through the Spanish Inquisition as to his ‘intentions’ while I suffered metaphorical thumb screws and ducking stool whenever I got home, to make sure he hadn’t ‘taken advantage’ of me.

Eventually our wedding day arrived and with Mother’s advice ringing in my ears, ‘close your eyes dear, try to think of pleasant things, it won’t take long,’ we set off on our honeymoon.

I was naïve. I did not understand what to expect, other than what the dire predictions of my Mother had led me to imagine.

Dan was brilliant, he was so kind and gentle, but to say I enjoyed that first night’s sex is a terrible overstatement; it just wasn’t as traumatic as Mother had sworn it would be. But the ingrained hostility to sex continued.

Now, looking back, I’m astounded Dan put up with it.

He’s a good-looking man, five feet ten tall with dark wavy brown hair and brown eyes. Distinguished. Doesn’t look his age. He has a high-powered job, being a technical director of a medium-sized engineering company. But he had a wife that didn’t wholeheartedly enjoy sex. Humph. You can tell I’m writing this. ‘Didn’t wholeheartedly?’ Who am I kidding? Forget the wholeheartedly, just say ‘didn’t enjoy sex.’

I couldn’t get my Mother’s indoctrination out of my head. Time, I suppose, lessened my animosity to it, while changing attitudes, such as the radio programme I so clearly remembered, helped. When cock approached vagina, though, I was still ingrained with an it’s not for fun mentality.

Whenever we ‘made love’ - no fucking in those bygone days - he tried to tempt me to go further. To try a different position or dress up; you know, way out, kinky stuff! No way. Fun? In the bedroom? Not for this woman.

But there he was, still faithful, still supportive, still loving. For twenty-three years. My god. What a saint. Lesser men would have sought sustenance elsewhere. But, hey, look at what they would have missed.

 

What had been unleashed in my gorgeous Mary? This seemingly unquenchable thirst for sex. Don’t get me wrong, I wasn’t complaining. I couldn’t have been happier, but I was just having difficulty in understanding the intensity, the speed of the sea change. We kept getting sidetracked as we discussed all and sundry related matters. If I told you I came half a dozen times that night, you wouldn’t believe me, and you would be right not to. What isn’t a lie though, is that Mary experienced three shattering orgasms, from just my tongue and fingers.

 

What a 24 hours. No going back. I was aching to get another man’s cock in me. At least I thought I was. But was I sure? Had I deliberately made Sam come so I didn’t have to decide if I wanted him in me? My libido said no, but my head? So many doubts.

It was ridiculous. What had caused my attitude to change so fast? I’ve never experienced any man’s cock apart from Dan’s. Twenty-three years of him patiently making love to his almost frigid wife. Now, suddenly, I was talking about getting fucked by strangers! I was dreaming. Yes. That must be the answer. I was certain I’d wake up to find I’m still the Old Mary. If that’s the case I decided I didn’t want to wake up. I didn’t want to go back to being Old Mary. The feelings since Sam convinced me to take my bra off in front of him were like none I’d ever experienced before. What opened the floodgates I didn’t know and I did’t care.

How could I have done what I did with Sam? Old Mary didn’t even enjoy sucking Dan, no way would she have swallowed his cum. But there, with a man I’d only just met, I did and would have let him screw me if he hadn’t come early.

The world of sex needed exploring. I didn’t know what was out there. I was too naive. God, I was forty-three, and my knowledge of sex was zero, zilch, nil. I vowed that the next hundred days would see that resolved.

 How I did it didn’t concern me. When I went into the house and stripped off, waiting for Dan, I was praying he would go along with my thoughts. Thankfully, he was more than up for it (Yes, the pun was intended). The fuck was animalistic. No love, no passion, just hard rutting sex. It took me to new heights, or perhaps depths. Our inhibitions had disappeared. Seems strange to say that, considering we’d been married for over two decades, but total openness regarding sex had never been easy, at least to me. Definitely my fault. The Old Mary, the Mary of a few days ago, would have been aghast at what the new, slutty Mary was doing, considering, and talking about.

We took it in turns telling each other where we hoped we might go from here. Anywhere, seemed to be the answer. The major stipulation we made was that any sexual activity would always be in the presence of the other partner. That was partly so there was no chance of jealousy, although we considered that a remote possibility, but mainly to give me the confidence to do what I felt I desperately wanted to do. I needed Dan’s unconditional support. If he was there, watching, I would know I had it.

All the talk initially was about what I craved. With help from Google, to show me some ideas (remember until only a week ago I’d never looked at porn), we decided to join ‘readers’ wives’ type forums, to try to find local dogging locations, (that one needed explaining), and for me to try flashing and public sex. Boy, these ideas turned us on.

I asked Dan what he required out of it. He tried to convince me that watching me was a huge turn on and enough for him, but I felt he ought to get more, so I pressed him if he wanted to fuck other women.

 “Do you think watching me screw another woman would turn you on as much as the reverse does me?” he asked.

“I don’t know,” I honestly replied, “but there’s only one way to find out,” so it went on our ‘to do’ list.

Then back to me. We were now moving into sexual deviations. Oh my god, that’s the Old Mary raising her moral judgement. Back in your box Old Mary, no time for you now.

Amongst the things we looked at were bondage, spanking, humiliation, and water sports.

We agreed that although the thought of being tied up and fucked was a turn on, the ornate rope tying shown on a lot of the sites did nothing for us at all. Spanking though. Mm, I was up for that. To what level I’m not sure, but we decided we would experiment.

Dan got aroused over the humiliation scene. Watching me get fucked is a form of it I suppose. He also admitted he was more than up for having his cock slapped and his face sat on. Who would have guessed? My prudishness meant he’d kept these desires buttoned up, so I resolved then to make sure he got to experience all this.

Then water-sports. Again, until we looked at the sites, I had no idea what that meant. The jury was out on that one. Something made me think we might end up trying it, but at the moment, there were more enticing ideas beckoning.

Twenty-three years wasted, twenty-five if you count the time we were going out before we were married. I needed to make it up to him. That evening had been a voyage of discovery showing me an unknown world of sex and sexual activity.

Of course I knew it existed. Old Mary would tut, tut, over reports in the paper, or discussions with her friends, whenever something slightly risqué was reported. But the detail. That there were so many ‘ordinary’ people who were enjoying sex, and who were prepared to let the world see they were enjoying it, was a revelation.

The range of activities astounded me. I won’t call them kinks. I’ll leave that term to Old Mary. I admit we had seen some I wouldn’t want to try, but as long as they were legal, then I now saw no reason to consider them wrong. It was a case of one man’s meat is another man’s poison. Er, perhaps the term meat here is not appropriate, but you understand what I mean.

What were my fetishes? What would turn me on the most? I said earlier, looking at certain of these sites on the web caused my juices to flow, but in the flesh, I wondered which I would embrace.

I asked Dan what his triggers were and his answer surprised me. I should have known; of course I should have known. For god’s sake, I’d been his wife for a quarter of a century, but with my upbringing not only would I not countenance such a conversation, but the Old Mary would have accused him of being a pervert. In spades. His kink? Underwear. Yeah, way out on the edge of human depravity! Apparently, he gets more turned on by seeing women in sexy lingerie than seeing them naked. It excites him to see an errant bra strap, or a quick glimpse down a blouse, or a view up a skirt. Well, well. Old Mary living with a dirty old man. Lucky her!

That was the one he was aware of. Others, like me, he would have to discover, although the humiliation, cock slapping photos we’d viewed certainly excited him! I realised I might quite enjoy administering that!

To say browsing these sites was an eye-opener would be a massive understatement. From men dressed in nappies to women wearing gas masks. I had real trouble keeping Old Mary at bay with some of the things we viewed. I was so close to commenting ‘yuk,’ or ‘that’s disgusting,’ frequently, but then the New Mary asserted herself, making it plain that she understood that there was no harm in any of it. It was consenting adults doing what they enjoy. After all, not everyone enjoys football or Brussel sprouts. What a less colourful world it would be if they did.

When you looked at where I was that evening, compared to where I was only a few weeks earlier, it was impossible to say what my eventual destination might be.

So everything was on the table; a better metaphor might be in the bed, but for now, our - my - focus needed to be on finding a man to fuck me. My heart, my libido, was telling me I wanted it, desperately craved it, and would embrace sleeping around. My head was not so sure. What if I found I couldn’t? All this glib talk of bondage and dogging would be just that, glib talk. I needed to resolve this as soon as possible.

We discussed the quickest way to achieve it. Given our lack of experience on how to find men to fuck, the obvious thing was to see if Sam would screw me. After all, that was the way we’d left it. So we decided, first thing Monday morning, Dan would contact him to arrange a date. The sooner the better from my point of view. I was convinced once I was over that hurdle, no others would be a problem, but I needed to get rid of the niggling doubt that I might back out when faced with it for real.
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Normal staid everyday life stuck its boring head back up on Monday morning after this journey into debauchery. I needed to go into work while Mary had to attend a charity trustee board meeting, so we were going, somehow, to have to put our sexual adventures on the back burner.

I contacted Sam to organise a day to go over there so Mary could get fucked by him, but as the fates would have it, when I phoned him he told me he had heard over the weekend he’d received an urgent commission abroad. There was no way he couldn’t do it, and he’d be away for at least a month. Shit. I can’t say how disappointed I was. The number of times I’d fantasised over the weekend about his cock sinking deep into my wife. Mary would be gutted. We would need to think of something else instead.

 

We talked it over that evening. I was desperate to make that fateful step, to be screwed by someone other than my husband. Sam had perfectly fitted the bill as he was almost a stranger but it wasn’t like walking up to someone in the street. Could I do that? Be fucked by a total stranger? Easily, thinking about it in the comfort of my home, but in reality? Who knew? I was desperate to find out. Soon.

I needed to do something, and quickly. I was afraid I might change my mind.

We settled on me trying flashing and having sex with Dan somewhere public. It seemed a good way to start. After all, just letting people see my undies wasn’t a big deal. Was it? To Old Mary, it would have been the end of the world. The embarrassment. How much of Old Mary was still in me though? Tucked up in bed with Dan, completely enjoying his touch and cock for the first time in my life there was none, but I was realistic enough to appreciate that out on the street, in the car or a pub things could be very different. Not knowing if I had the guts to do this was eating me up.

The public sex was a huge step for me, but I anticipated finding a quiet multi-storey car park for Dan to fuck me in the back seat. That shouldn’t be too nerve-racking. Should it?

We decided to go on Saturday; take a lengthy drive up the motorway, so I had an opportunity to flash the lorry drivers, then have lunch in a pub somewhere, where hopefully I’d get to show off my tits and pussy, if my courage didn’t desert me, and then find a car park where Dan could give me a hard fucking.

That was the plan.

We discussed the clothes I’d wear. We decided on a wrap-around skirt which would be easy for me to open in the car, and claim accidental exposure in the pub if anyone complained. We went through my wardrobe for a top, but nothing seemed right, so Dan tasked me to buy something suitable. A bonus - shopping for something sexy. How my attitude had changed since I had refused to shop for sexy undies. Dan suggested finding a sheer white or black blouse that would either let everyone see my bra or more likely if my courage held, how hard my nipples were. A jacket would provide the necessary modesty if needed. Lingerie was ok. I now had the selection we had bought for the shoot. We’d wait to see what colour the blouse was before finalising the choice. Dan said I had to wear dark stockings so it would be easy for anyone looking into the car to see what I was wearing. A nice neat pair of black shoes with four-inch heels completed the outfit. I couldn’t wait. The thought of revealing my body to multiple strangers brought unfamiliar feelings to my stomach and a constant dampness to my knickers.

 

Saturday took forever to arrive. Mary had bought a beautifully sheer, black blouse, which showed to perfection the lacy black bra she wore that morning. I was hoping I’d be able to talk her into taking the bra off. Without it, her nipples were visible through the blouse. The thought of sitting in a pub next to my wife with her nipples on display kept my prick throbbing and Mary’s juices flowing.

Even just seeing Mary dressed like that was making me hard. Fingers crossed she wouldn’t get cold feet.

 

To say I was nervous that morning was like saying Buckingham Palace was a bijou residence. I felt as I did when I went to undress for the photoshoot although with a subtle difference. This time there was real excitement combined with the moistening below.

I still had lingering doubts. The time had arrived to see if I was capable of this.

We had a route planned. We would spend about an hour on the motorway before turning off for a pub we had found on Trip Advisor, which looked perfect for my revelations. Other than that, what we did would depend on what opportunities presented themselves.

Could - would - I take those opportunities? Put up or shut time was here.

Our drive started through town, a slow drive with pedestrians everywhere. I didn’t have the coat on but my skirt was firmly over my legs.

Dan looked across.

“You look petrified.”

“Thank you so much, Darling, that’s really bolstered my confidence.”

“Rubbish, once you are underway you will love it.”

Before I could reply he’d reached across and opened the skirt to reveal my legs, my stocking tops and suspenders. My reaction was to cover up but he grasped my hand.

“No, darling, leave it be. Watch for reactions.”

He was right. That was stupid, I had to start sometime. I took a deep breath and pushed the skirt wider so now my knickers were on view too. That simple act triggered something deep inside me. The same feeling as when I’d dropped my bra in the studio. The apprehension disappeared. A new feeling took its place. A wanton, devil may care feeling.

 For a while, nothing happened. The speed we were travelling meant nobody had a chance to react, but then we got stuck in traffic. The number of people walking by on the pavement was increasing. I had a huge urge to tug the skirt closed but resisted it. Then I saw him. In the passenger rear-view mirror. A cyclist had come up on the inside. He had stopped slightly behind me, having a great look at my stocking-clad legs and suspenders.

A man; a total stranger. Looking at what Old Mary would have described as her most intimate garments.

That was it. If there were any remaining doubts they disappeared. My heart pumped harder as I raised my right leg, put my foot on the dashboard and rubbed myself through my knickers. The cyclist edged forward to get a better view. Could I bring myself to acknowledge him? I looked up and smiled. This simple act produced a torrent of juices. Involuntarily my hand went into my knickers. I was soaking. I still looked at the stranger. I pulled my knickers aside. He nearly fell off! I wanted to finger myself in front of this man. Damn. The traffic moved, and we sped away from him.

Now I had no desire to cover myself. I rather wished I didn’t have the bra on as my nipples were as hard as cherry stones. They would have stood out beautifully against the sheer blouse but it was difficult with the seat belt on to remove it so I decided to take my knickers off.

The traffic had slowed, with pedestrians scurrying back and forth. Having had the cyclist watch me though, I desperately needed more; I lifted my bottom off the seat, put my thumbs in the waist of my knickers, and pulled them off. I bent down to get them over my shoes.

The traffic was now stationary. We were in an old part of town and the pavement was raised almost to car roof height.

When I sat back up, I had two teenage lads, aged about eighteen or nineteen, leaning over the railings looking into the car. Their faces were a study. The car wasn’t moving, nor were they, so I cupped my breasts in my hands and squeezed them together wondering what it would be like to have both in bed with me. I wondered about suggesting to Dan we gave them a lift, but the traffic intervened again, and we moved off. I was now so, so wet. I wanted the car to stop again so I could have an audience, but unluckily the traffic kept flowing. A bit like my pussy. I was gently massaging my clit whilst looking at the people flashing by, now with so much more confidence of where I was going with this I even began imagining who would be the first guy I got to fuck.

 

The two incidents in town had supercharged the atmosphere in the car. I desperately wanted to find a man for Mary or I feared we’d burst with frustration.

It was abundantly clear she was loving every minute of this. Now she had exposed herself in public I began to think she would let herself be screwed by a stranger. That had not been our original plan, but if things went the way I hoped I’d get a stranger ramming into my darling.

We were now on the motorway both looking forward to her giving lorry drivers an eyeful. She’d put the bra on this morning, still not being sure she dared to flash her tits, but there was no doubt now, so we decided that as soon as we found a suitable lorry she would take her blouse and bra off while we were travelling alongside.

It didn’t take long to find one. I moved over to the middle lane and slowly moved up beside the cab. Mary glanced up to see if the driver had noticed her as she still had her skirt up around her waist, but she didn’t think he could see much, he was so high up she reckoned the angle would be too sharp to see anything apart from her left leg.

“Shit,” I said, “So, what we need is a transit van sort of thing.”

“Yes, that should do it.” So I hit the accelerator and went hunting again.

 

That was frustrating. I’d got myself geared up to display my tits when I realised he probably couldn’t see. Still, hopefully, it wouldn’t take long to find a van. It didn’t.

A white transit appeared ahead, so Dan repeated drawing up alongside. As we had been overtaking, then matched the van’s speed, we must have attracted the driver’s attention, as he glanced across at us as I looked up. He had an uninterrupted view of my legs, stockings, suspenders and hairy triangle. I think Dan’s idea of black stockings was right as they were so obvious against my skin. I beamed at the driver, gave him a little wave to let him know I didn’t mind him looking, and took off my blouse.

Now you guys won’t have done it, but it was a nightmare getting the blouse over my head whilst still belted in. After all, I didn’t want to break the law by undoing it! At last, it was off. I looked to check I still had white van man’s attention. I did. His glances between me and the road were almost like him watching a tennis match except he seemed to spend more time looking in my direction.

God, I hoped we wouldn’t cause an accident. I reached up behind me, undid the clasps of my bra, pulled it off and let it fall to the floor, then I massaged my tits to encourage my nipples to hardness. Not that they needed much help. I could now see that White Van Man was steering one-handed.

“Wonder what he’s doing with the other one?” I asked Dan. That’s when I realised he was doing the same thing. I kept one hand fingering a nipple, the other went between my legs to work on my clit. Why should I be the only one not playing with myself? I was in heaven and said so to Dan.

“Careful what you wish for,” he said, “he’s weaving about a bit. We need to stop this before there’s an accident, but I’ve got an idea.”

 

I asked Mary if she had a pen and paper. I explained what I had in mind.

“Brilliant, yes!” came back the reply. She rummaged around in her bag and found an old flyer but no pen so I told her to use her lipstick. She wrote ‘follow me’ on the paper then held it against the window. The driver saw it, gave a thumbs up - now there’s a surprise. I moved ahead of him.

I’d remembered that there was a service area a couple of miles ahead. I had hopes I might get Mary fucked by White Van Man there. Concentrating on the driving was hell for me. I had an enormous hard-on, thinking about what might be coming. Mary was still quietly fingering herself. I can’t imagine what it was like for the van driver.

I wondered what he thought might be at the end of it. I realised I had no idea what he looked like. Young? Old? Ugly? Fat? Presumably, acceptable to Mary but then probably, like me, she was thinking as long as he had a functioning cock we didn’t mind. I asked her for a description. “Er, I couldn’t see that well but he’s no Brad Pitt.”

 

So, Dan was planning on getting me fucked by this stranger. No more dreaming about it. No more fantasising. This was it. For real. Did I want to do it? Could I do it? The answer to the first was an unequivocal yes. The answer to the second was, I didn’t know.

But I’d soon find out.
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The service centre loomed up, I indicated left and checked the mirror to ensure White Van Man was following. He was. I drove into the heaving parking area.

“Well, we said we wanted to try having sex in public.”

“Oh crap, yes, but do I need to start this brazenly?”

“Hang on, I’ll see if I can find a quieter spot.”

We drove up and down the lanes with our friend following behind like a faithful dog. I finally discovered a spot which, whilst not quiet, was not in the main thoroughfare. There was another gap a few cars further on which White Van Man dutifully pulled into.

“I suggest I go and speak to him, tell him the ground rules, while you get in the back.”

I got out and wandered over to the van. The driver lowered his window.

“Hiya,” I said, “I presume you appreciated the view?”

“Fuck me mate. You bet! Shit. Is she your wife? What a hot fucking bit of stuff.”

In an ideal world, I could have lived without the profanities, but I appreciated the sentiment.

“Want to take it further?” I asked.

“What you have in mind? Not that it matters. I’m up for it, whatever.”

“Ok. Here’s the deal. I want you to fuck my wife. Only two conditions. One, you wear a condom, and two, I get to watch.”

I’ve heard the expression ‘mouths falling open’, but never seen it so apt as now.

“Really fuck her? Like…not a blow job? Really fuck her? With my prick?”

“Well, yes, unless there’s something else you’d rather use.”

He was speechless.

“Fuck, yeah. Right. Oh shit. I ain’t got a condom.”

“No problem, we came equipped.”

“Right. Fuck. This ain’t some candid camera thing, is it? You ain’t gonna get me to drop my pants then pop out wiv a camera and stuff?”

I assured him we were genuine, purely doing it for our own sexual fulfilment.

“Ok, let’s go,” he said climbing out of his cab.

“Oh, one other point, if you can pull out when you cum then shoot over her face, or in her mouth, that would be perfect. If you can’t hold it, no problem, give me the condom, I’ll squeeze it out over her.”

“Shit,” he replied, “you guys are into weird crap.” Oh yes, I thought, and I can imagine it getting weirder.

This last thought had just that second occurred to me, but I had an inkling that Mary wouldn’t object.

 

When Dan left the car to chat to White Van Man he hadn’t asked me if I wanted to do it. I must have had the answer written all over my face, or perhaps I should say all over my seat. Luckily it was leather upholstery. That shouldn’t show the stain from what seemed like pints of my love juice pouring out of me.

This was it. An absolute stranger was going to screw me. I was about to experience only the second cock in my life sinking into my pussy. Now it was so close I knew I’d go through with it. The excitement coursing through my body told me I couldn’t stop.

I opened the door to move into the back when I realised I was naked above the waist whilst not being swathed in clothes below. The Old Mary of two weeks ago reached for her bra and blouse, but I realised how stupid that was, so brazenly got out as I was. Oh My God. The excitement. The exquisite thrill of so wantonly parading myself. I don’t know whether anybody noticed but I desperately hoped they had.

Things should happen in the back, so no need for my skirt, my knickers were already on the floor somewhere, so, standing between the cars, I undid the remaining buttons on my skirt and discarded it. Several people were coming and going to their vehicles close by, but I didn’t care.

I climbed into the rear seat to await Dan’s return. As they approached it allowed me to look at the guy who would be the first stranger to plunge his prick in me; hard and deep, I hoped. He was older than us, must have been nearing sixty, short and stocky but no beer gut. It wouldn’t have mattered, it just made life simpler in the cramped area.

I wanted to give our new friend a nice reception. I’d wondered whether to be on my hands and knees, bum in the air, so that, as he opened the door, my juicy cunt would have been inches from his face, but I wouldn’t be able to watch his reaction, so instead I propped myself up in one corner, one leg along the back of the seat, the other hooked over the front seat, making my legs wide apart, giving him an uninterrupted view of me gently fingering myself.

Dan opened the door for the guy and as he bent down his eyes met the scene before him. I thought they would pop out.

“Hi, Mr White Van Man, I hope you’ve come to screw me.”

Before he could answer I hauled him by his tee-shirt towards me and French kissed him. Now we were at the point of no return. Dan and I had been talking about and craving this so much. Would the reality match the fantasy?

I would soon find out. No way was anything getting in the way of me having this guy’s cock in me and allowing him to fuck my brains out.

We broke for air. Dan had settled himself in the front seat, unzipped his trousers, and was slowly wanking himself. So it didn’t look as though he was having second thoughts either. I yanked White Van Man out of his jeans and pants, which in the restricted space took some doing, then encouraged him to kneel over me so I could suck him hard. I found I was too late for that. He was as solid as stone. I don’t think his cock was as long as Dan’s, but it was thicker. I wanked and sucked for a bit, but our van driver friend wanted in as much as me, so I whispered in his ear to ‘put a rubber on, I want you in my cunt NOW.’ Dan handed over the condom and he slipped it on. It was urgent for him. Here it came. The tip touched me; I moaned. I felt the length enter me; I moaned more. Now his cock was totally in me. Heaven does not describe the sensation. My hips bucked.

 “Dan, Dan, I love you so. Watch this bastard fuck me.” Oh, sweet Jesus. He was pounding into me. His timing was meeting my thrusts. It’s a good job he wasn’t any longer. Jesus.

 “Fuck me harder White Van Man. Pound me. FUCK ME!” I was nearly screaming now. Not that I cared, but god knows what would have happened if the owners of the closest cars had come back at that moment. Without warning I climaxed, thrusting my hips so hard I nearly smashed White Van Mans head into the roof. That tipped him over the edge. His cock jerked as he pumped his sperm into the rubber. He collapsed on me, sucking my tits while the adrenaline and his cock stopped pumping.

 

Getting back to the car, letting the guy in, seeing my beautiful wife lying there like a slut, was when I knew this was right, one hundred per cent right. I had not the slightest hesitation in wanting that guy to fuck Mary, and, by her welcome to him, her thoughts were the same.

I clambered into the front to watch the action and soon had to unzip my trousers to release the pressure. That we were in a large public car park, with people milling around not 20 yards away, made not the slightest impression on me, and it was not concerning Mary either.

All too soon she was climaxing with an earth-shattering shriek. It was clear too that the guy had shot his load. In lots of ways I was sorry we had asked him to wear the rubber, but it seemed a sensible decision. Perhaps next time. I was certain there would be a next time, and from what I had watched over the last few minutes, I was confident Mary would feel the same.

As he collapsed on Mary, kissing and licking her tits, I leant forward asking him for the condom.

“Oh yeah. Right. Christ. Sorry, totally forgot.”

“Hardly surprising,” I answered with a smile. I took the rubber from him and leant over Mary, whose eyes were ablaze.

“Open wide, you gorgeous slut.”

She obeyed, and I squeezed the contents of the rubber into her mouth. You’ll remember that I mentioned earlier Mary never swallowed when she gave me a blow job, but that was the Mary of old. She swilled the semen around her mouth, opened it to show us it was still there, leant forward, kissed me open-mouthed so I could taste the cum too, then looking directly at this man who had violated her, swallowed the lot.

“Thank you, Mr White Van Man, that was delicious,” she leant forward and kissed his now deflated penis.

“Shit, that was the most fucking weird, horny thing I’ve ever done.”

“Me too,” said Mary with a giggle. “You wouldn’t know it, but you are the first guy I’ve - we’ve - done this with.”

He looked from Mary to me, speechless.

“Time for you to leave I think,” I suggested, and after a cuddle with Mary, during which he had a bonus grope of her tits, and a handshake from me, he struggled back into his pants and trousers and returned to his van.

I looked at Mary.

“Hell. Did you enjoy that as much as me?”

A husky reply, “Oh yes, but you need to give me more or I’ll burst.” My cock was still firm, Mary was more than moist, so oblivious to being in this busy car park, I climbed into the back. She turned on to all fours opening her legs wide.

“I need you in me; deep as you can, and HARD!”

I needed no urging. I was soon pounding her as forcefully as I could. No shrieks this time, just long low moans. All too quickly I erupted and we collapsed on the seat.

“No regrets?” Mary inquired.

“None,” I responded.

“Good,” she said. “Neither do I. I can’t believe we’ve wasted the last 20 years. My fault totally. Tell you what Dan, the Old Mary’s gone for good, I’m desperate for sex now, any sex, I want to try everything imaginable.”

“Christ, am I really hearing you say this?, No question, yes, let’s.”

We decided we ought to move. We had been parked a long time; it was a miracle that no one had come back to the cars on either side of us.

“Getting dressed?” I asked.

“No,” came the reply, “I need to be seen.”

 With that, she calmly stepped out naked and moved round to the front. I straightened myself out, rehoused my cock in my trousers, and resumed my seat behind the wheel.
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As we drove out of the service area people around spotted Mary’s state of undress. They could hardly miss it, no blouse or bra on, her tits on display and her wrap-over skirt still piled on the floor. Her legs, and with them her stockings and suspenders, on public view along with the dark hairy triangle at the apex of her legs; there to be admired.

The general reaction seemed to be scowls from the women and stares and smirks from the men, which Mary returned with an unashamed smile.

We came back to the motorway and traffic was heavy, so I had no hope of repeating our earlier performance. It gave us a chance to come down from our sexual high and discuss what had happened. That created its own problem because it brought us back to our high, with Mary gently fingering herself while massaging me through my trousers with the other hand. Not the best way to concentrate on the road!

We made it safely off the motorway, having concluded that this morning was the start of our new liberated lives. Mary admitted she had been so scared she wouldn’t enjoy another man’s cock, but it had lived up to her hopes. Given she merely had me to compare it with, whether he was a great fuck didn’t matter. The main thing was we had passed that hurdle. We knew neither of us had any qualms regarding Mary being full of a stranger’s cock.

The satnav got us to the pub without me having to think about it, which was a good thing as my mind had been on more interesting matters.

We thought Mary should wear her blouse without the bra but wear her jacket till we saw the lie of the land. She needed convincing to do this, but her nipples were so pert and hard, and the blouse so sheer, that it was almost as though she wasn’t wearing one. I didn’t want us to be refused entry. She also put the skirt back on.

The pub was empty, and we were the only two in the bar. Not what we were hoping for. Mary chose a table, and I asked the barman, a guy of about twenty-five, why it was so quiet. He said Saturdays usually were, but today more so, as there was some local event taking place.

 

Dan came back with the drinks and told me the reason for the lack of customers. We needed to drink up and find somewhere else. I removed my coat, as just displaying my breasts to Dan had an effect. I lazily crossed my legs not caring that the skirt slipped aside to reveal everything. We were discussing what to do when I glanced over to the bar and spotted the barman staring at me. Can’t think why! I leant forward and murmured to Dan.

“All’s not lost, the barman’s eyeing me up.”

“Go for it then. What do you want to do?”

 I considered it for a moment or two.

“Well, I could either go behind the bar and give him a blow job or get him outside for a fuck. Which should I try for?”

“Depends how much you need another cock inside you.”

“I think that can wait. Sucking him off when a customer might walk in would be exciting.”

“Then do it, slut of my life.”

I smiled at this comment, uncrossed my legs and left them an unladylike distance apart. I placed an elbow on the table rested my head on it and looked directly at the barman while I let my other hand wander to my pussy. At that moment the door opened and an elderly couple entered.

They didn’t glance in our direction, so I did not try to cover up what I was doing. The poor lad had to pull his eyes off me to serve them. This he managed, and they sat where they couldn’t see me masturbating, but we could still see each other. This was perfect. Their coming in had made me juicier.

“Ok, here goes.”

I picked up the glasses and went for refills. I didn’t take my purse as one way or another I wouldn’t be paying. No preamble.

“Did you enjoy that? I enjoyed letting you watch.”

“Er, yeah, fuck, sexy.”

“Good. Would you like me to give you a blow job?” I was getting used to the facial expressions these sorts of remarks caused.

“Er,” (Why do young people say ‘Er’ so often?), “fuck, yeah, when? I don’t finish for a couple of hours.”

“Oh, I’m not waiting. I planned to come round there and do it now.”

To encourage him, I grabbed a tit and squeezed hard. “Be better if it was your hand fondling it,” I smiled.

That did the trick. He lifted the flap in the bar for me. The old woman gave me a look as I suppose she had spotted I was braless. I turned so my back was to her and her husband and seized hold of the barman’s hand placing it on my breast. He required no further encouragement, and while he groped me I undid his zip and pulled his cock out. With a glance at Dan who was wandering over to watch the action, and at the woman openly glaring at me, I bent my knees, disappeared from view, and sucked his cock.

He quickly became solid. What a surprise!

I took him in my mouth and tried to remember what Dan liked me to do. Old Mary had regarded it as an unacceptable duty rather than a pleasure. The new Mary most certainly did not! I licked the top of his helmet, then pushed his cock up and ran my tongue along its length to his balls. Gently cupping them I began to wank him. His whole body quivered. This would not last long. I opened my mouth and sucked.

I’d moved my lips up and down three times when he stiffened and a warm gush of semen filled my mouth. Wow. He might not have lasted long, but the amount of cum he was shovelling in was exceptional. A bonus of being youthful I suppose, or perhaps it was a long time since he’d wanked himself off, or had sex. He finished and I had to decide what to do with all that semen. I’d originally planned to kiss Dan with it in my mouth as I had this morning with White Van Man’s load but there was that new couple……oh sod it, I thought. I stood up.

The old woman was still staring in my direction now with daggers in her eyes. The intensity of the stares left no room for doubt that she was incensed about what I had done. That produced a greater level of wickedness in my nether regions. She couldn’t have seen me suck the barman but even someone as naïve as the Old Mary would have a shrewd idea of what was happening. Dan was there, elbows on the bar. I hoped he’d been able to see it. I opened my mouth to show him the huge quantity of cum in there. I came round the bar and kissed him, opening my mouth a little to allow his tongue in to taste the young man’s cum. We parted lips, and I swallowed. Our timing was excellent as more customers entered and occupied the barman’s attention. “Come on, let’s go,” I whispered to Dan. We returned to pick up our things and made for the door. But there was one further task I wanted to do before we left. I hadn’t put my coat on and my nipples were desperately trying to bore their way through my blouse, but I couldn’t resist going over to the old pair. I leant forward so my boobs were only inches away from her husband’s face:

“You should try that sometime. I’m sure you realise that I just sucked off the barman and swallowed every last drop of his cum. Your husband would love it, wouldn’t you sir?” I went to his side pushing my tits in to his arm and leaned down and felt his balls. “Mm, feels as though the thought of it is exciting him. Bye-bye.” They were too shocked to utter a word. I skipped out of the door after Dan. As a final farewell, I turned to look back through the glass doors and pulled my skirt apart giving not only the couple but the new group of customers, a clear, unfettered view of my cunt. We decided we best leave!
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We returned to the motorway and the endless queue of cars rushing to or from their Saturday leisure pursuits. Gaps in the traffic were non existent as were vehicles suitable for any further revelations.

 We were shagged out. Literally and metaphorically. Especially Mary. Her sexual exploits over the last hours a novel sensation. Her face a perpetual smirk. Every so often she would turn her head towards me and a huge smile would cross her face, filling the car with her positive new found energy.

My public fuck paled into insignificance compared to her other adventures. Christ. I’m saying shagging my wife in the back of our car in a crowded car park was insignificant. Hardly, but I hope you follow what I mean.

On arriving back home we divested ourselves of our clothes and soaked in a steaming shower. Sex wasn’t necessary. A strange contentment being the overriding feeling. A feeling of being one, of embarking on a new and exhilarating journey. Our lips and tongues exploring each other in a way previously unknown to us.

Mary and I talked about the day into the small hours. The conversation reinforced our commitment to this newfound lifestyle.

 

Sunday was a lazy time. We rose late, sitting around, reading the papers. Funnily enough, we hardly discussed the previous day, until Mary jumped up and went to the desk.

“What’s up?” I asked

“Nothing, I’m just going to make notes about yesterday, and how we got there.”

So started this account. After a while, Mary turned to me.

“Dan, I think it’s your turn now.”

“How do you mean?”

“It’s been me enjoying myself so far, you should have some fun.”

“You don’t think I enjoyed yesterday?” I asked incredulously.

“No, no, I know you did, but you ought to have a woman to fuck.”

“Not necessary,” I replied, “I’m getting off watching you.”

“I appreciate that, but I need to experience it from your perspective. I want to watch you kissing another woman, groping her tits, screwing her.”

“I’m not objecting, but it won’t be so easy as finding guys for you. I can’t go around dropping my trousers in front of some unsuspecting female.”

“No, obviously not, but perhaps one of my friends might be interested.”

“Really? Did the Old Mary have friends like that?”

“Good point. I suppose not. Funny how quickly my attitudes have changed, but I wondered about Sally.”

“What, Sally next door?”

“Yes, you said you fancied her.”

“No, I didn’t.”

“Yes you did, the other night when we were looking at porn. At those readers’ wives, or whatever they’re called. I said one reminded me of Sally and you said you wouldn’t kick her out of bed.”

“I wouldn’t, but that’s not the same as fancying her. There’s hardly a woman I would kick out of bed if I could fuck her.”

“Oh, shouldn’t I ask her then?”

“Hey, look, what are you proposing? Knocking on her door, and saying ‘Can my husband come and screw you?’”

I can’t think why but the thought appealed! Sally was pleasant enough, the same age as Mary, a little heavier, but with a great pair of tits.

“I’ll ask her for coffee. I haven’t seen her for ages, even though she is next door, and steer the conversation round to men and her sex life; see how it goes. Now she’s divorced she might be craving a man.”

“I suppose there’s no harm in it. Ok,” I said, “give it a go.”

“Super. I’ll phone her now, see if I can fix something for during the week.”

 

I phoned Sally, and we agreed to meet the following Tuesday.

While I brewed coffee, we chatted woman’s chat. I asked if she had a man in her life yet. She had been divorced for 4 years. No, she hadn’t, she replied, so I innocently asked her how she felt about missing sex. I said something like if Dan and I separated I’d miss the sex.

“Really?” she answered, somewhat sceptically “The impression I got the last time we spoke was that you’d happily live without it.”

“Did I? Oh, that was most definitely the Old Mary.”

“The Old Mary? What do you mean?”

Ah. What should I tell her? I decided to be coy for the moment, so simply said we’d hit a good patch on the sex front.

“So? What about you?”

“Yep, I miss that. I could live without a man apart from that. I’ve considered hiring a male escort, but somehow it doesn’t feel right.” OK, I thought now or never.

“Well, I’m sure Dan would oblige.”

Sally was silent for a second or two, then roared with laughter.

“You almost had me there. Good one.”

“No, seriously. Look. I’d better explain what we are up to. I’m dying to confide in someone, but please keep it to yourself.”

“Intriguing, go on, I won’t mention it to a soul. Don’t have that many close confidants anyway.”

So I gave her an outline of our last few weeks. Her expression became more and more incredulous, but towards the end of my story, I noticed a subtle change, more of a wistful ‘wish that was me’ look. I finished with our conversation over the weekend (No mention of Dan’s comment about not kicking her out of bed though) and waited.

“Wow. I am so, so envious.”

“What? Really?”

“Yes, really. Everyone is too uptight regarding sex. Good on you.”

“Wow. OK. So what about the Dan thing?”

“If you are serious, why not? You seem comfortable with it, I’ve always thought of Dan as a nice bloke, so yeah, I’d be up for it, if Dan is.” There was a glint in Sally’s eye. She meant the double entendre.

“Ok, er, just one point. When Dan and I decided to do this, we laid a few ground rules. One was that we would do everything together. I don’t mean the other one of us is involved, but they’re there as voyeurs. Will that be a problem if I watch?”

“Oh shit, you lay it on don’t you? This is so kinky.”

“Sorry, best forget I mentioned it then.”

“Oh, no, no. That’s not what I meant. It’s even more appealing. I’m so stuck in a rut, something as sexy as this is absolutely what I need. One hundred per cent.”

“Marvellous. Would you like to fix a day? Dan’s busy and stressed during the week, but he winds down early on Friday, so how would Friday evening suit? Here, or at yours.”

“Sounds perfect. Here would be good, save me tidying up! That gives me a chance to buy some sexy undies for Dan to rip off. Oh, I didn’t mean…”

I laughed. “That’s fine. Do you like it, um, rough?”

“Mary, it’s so bloody long since I’ve had sex, I’ll take it any way it comes.”

“Ok, so here at eight o’clock on Friday. If you wish to talk about it call me, or if you get cold feet, believe me, I know all about that, we’ll understand.”

“Hun, there’s nothing cold going on in my body at the moment.”

 

Mary greeted me with the news that she had lined up Sally for me to fuck. I’d not thought about it as I was certain it wouldn’t happen. It wasn’t something I considered I needed either, as I was getting my kicks from seeing Mary being screwed, but I saw where she was coming from in wanting to experience it as well, and as Mary had pointed out, I had said I wouldn’t kick Sally out of bed.

Friday. Five days away. An eternity.

 

Friday arrived. Not before time! I had a real ache to return to naughty sexual activity. I may only be looking, but watching your husband fuck the next-door neighbour I considered could be described as naughty sexual activity. And who knew, matters might develop.

Dan had arrived home after lunch. We were quite relaxed. The wine was open, and we awaited Sally. Spot on eight the doorbell rang, and I let her in. She had done herself proud, looking sexy, without being tarty.

Dan was waiting in the living room where he greeted her with a kiss on the cheek which she nervously returned. I recognised her apprehension. I poured her a large glass of wine and sat her on the sofa next to Dan. We’d discussed whether he should take her up to the bedroom, with me following after they had begun, or if we should stay downstairs. That seemed less contrived, so we opted to remain in the living room. We chatted for a while, but our thoughts were elsewhere. I needed to make this happen, so I topped up the glasses, curled up in a big armchair and said.

“Ok, Mr Stud, time to earn your money.”

He moved in on Sally placing a hand on her knee, then leant forward kissing her full on the lips. I immediately found out why it excited Dan so much. Even that small initial sexual contact was enough to send a frisson of sexual anticipation through my body.

Sally’s desperation for a man’s touch was obvious. She forgot about me, hungrily returning my husband’s kiss and running her hands over his body.

 

Our next-door neighbour was certainly in need of a fuck. As soon as I touched her knee and kissed her, her body shuddered, her eyes closed and she sighed. I slid my hand under the hem of her skirt. She was wearing stockings and my hands began to explore her underwear. I slid a finger under her bikini cut knickers discovering she was natural. A thick matt of hair greeted my fingers. Sublime. While I let them play along the edge of her slit, her hand had settled on my groin and was squeezing my balls through my trousers. She moved to unzip me. I stopped her, stood up, and stripped naked. It wasn’t until that moment that the full implication of what was about to happen hit me. I was going to screw another woman with my wife watching. I glanced over at Mary to make certain she was ok. Judging by the speed her hand was moving up and down the front of her jeans, she was.

My cock was firming up without physical stimuli. I stood in front of Sally so she could suck me. Like Mary, I haven’t had another sexual partner in over 20 years, so Sally’s approach was a unique experience. Not better than Mary’s, just different. Let me rephrase that. Not better than New Mary’s touch but a whole heap more so than Old Mary’s.

As Sally used her mouth and tongue on me her eyes shone with lust. I made no move to stop her although I was desperate to fill her cunt; to let my wife experience the feeling of seeing me violate another woman.

Her attention moved from my prick to my balls, and after a period sucking them I moved things on by pulling back and sinking to my knees, pushing hers wide apart. She’d spent money on her underwear, that was clear. The knickers were exquisite, pale lemon with a delicate trim. I ran my hands up and down her nylon clad legs, then hooked a finger in her knickers to pull them aside to enable me to use my tongue. She was already moist and my attention soon had a proverbial river flowing.

Time for my first extramarital fuck. I slid my penis in to low moans from her and began rhythmically pumping. Sally responded by putting her arms around me, pulling me in tight. Her fingernails dug in my back, clawing at my skin. Her hips were bucking, her head was back, eyes closed. I kept the rhythm as long as I had control, then pulled out before I exploded. I turned Sally round, got her on all fours and entered her from behind. I could get into her deeper now. Her moans were growing louder.

“Oh god, I need this. Fuck me harder!” Her arse, raised in the air as it was, was an extremely tempting invitation, so in co-ordination with my thrusts, sinking my cock deep into her body, I slapped a buttock. Softly to begin with to judge her reaction, then I escalated the ferocity of my hand. Her gasps were in time to the spanking. I heard her hissing ‘harder’ again. I assumed she meant the slaps as I couldn’t bang my cock into her any more forcibly. I let fly. Mary and I had never tried this. Old Mary would never have countenanced it. It was on our ‘to do’ list but we hadn’t yet given it a go. I had no idea what Sally wanted, or was experiencing, but I assumed if I went too far she would tell me to stop. She didn’t. I had no idea how many full-blooded smacks I landed on her, but even in the subdued light of our living room, it was easy to see her bum reddening. The effect was to increase my lust. I was entering her with force. I sensed the end coming. Sally was breathing hard, repeating yes, yes, yes, over and over. I was trying to decide whether to come inside her when she rasped “Don’t pull out. Spunk in me. Please!”

A real plea. I needed no further urging. My load began its journey. I kept my prick in her as deep as possible, while I bucked and shot my load.

 

I didn’t know what Mary had been doing but a sudden thought struck me. Be interesting to watch the reactions. I turned to Mary;

“Why don’t you suck my cum out of Sally? Let’s not waste it.”

Mary had divested herself of her jeans and knickers, and had been fingering herself, leapt up,

“What a brill idea. Ok, Sally?”

“Do what you want. I’m on a different planet.”

 

I didn’t need a second invitation. I’d done nothing sexy with a girl before. I wouldn’t would I? Can you see Old Mary considering lesbian relationships ‘wholesome’? The new Mary didn’t give a flying fig if they were wholesome or not, as long as they were sexy and, the way things were progressing, kinky and deviant. I was as hot as hell, having watched my husband fucking the lights out of my next-door neighbour. I was glad we had done this. I could now understand what Dan was getting out of my adulterous relationships with men. I realised I had no reason to be concerned that he wouldn’t be enjoying it. Assuming he’d enjoyed it as much as I had enjoyed the last half an hour!

So, there was Sally still on all fours, panting, as I slipped on my back, lying on the floor, and stuck my head under her slit. Just in time. Dan had followed Sally’s instruction; he had sunk his seed deep into our next-door neighbour. The spunk was oozing out when my head arrived in position so I extended my tongue to catch the initial drops, then licked Sally’s lips.

She convulsed at the contact of my tongue; a sharp intake of breath and a small moan followed. I pressed on with my hands opening her lips, pushing my tongue in further to lap up all of Dan’s seed. Delicious. The taste and the depravity.

Once I’d completed cleaning her up, I desperately wanted to discover what it was like to make out with a woman. If Sally objected, I‘m positive she would say so, but as she’d had no reservations when I’d licked her, I carried on. I used my thumb on her clit while pushing my tongue into her cunt as far as possible. She was soaking, and I loved the taste of her juices. I realised there was now a tongue lapping at my pussy. Dan was back in action. Oh god. How horny can one get without exploding?

With everything that had gone on in the last couple of weeks, from stripping off in the presence of another man for the first time to fucking a stranger in our car, to this, I was on a high like no other.

We were helping Sally go the same way. After a while she rolled over, sat up and kissed me, full on the mouth. Open mouth. Tongues. Everything. Shit. Shit? Whoa. That sounds like Old Mary. No shit about it. More juice flowing. This was mind-blowing. We propped ourselves up with our backs against the sofa kissing again whilst Dan kept himself amused by alternately licking Sally’s cunt then mine. While Dan was busy with his head between Sally’s thighs, and his tongue disappearing deep in her pussy, Sally set to work on my clit with her fingers, and my tonsils with her tongue. I was by now on the verge of yet another orgasm. It’s no word of a lie to say that in the short time since Old Mary had left, I’d had more orgasms than she’d had in the whole of her life.

 

Mary’s climax seemed to bring us all to an exhausted halt. My pounding of our next door neighbour had finished me as far as getting another hard-on but Sally, by comparison, had a look in her eyes that suggested she would happily repeat the whole scenario again.

I got up to pour wine for everyone. We collapsed into the chairs, with Mary and Sally next to each other on the sofa. All still naked, but no one seemed inclined to cover up.

My first extramarital sex, the first sex with another woman for twenty-five years. I’d been a good boy during our courtship, as well as our marriage. Those two years before our marriage were hard, as Mary would not even allow heavy petting, but I‘d thought, through all those years she was worth it. I still do. Who wouldn’t in these circumstances?

Now sitting here, looking at her and our next-door neighbour sitting naked, with no sign of embarrassment, I had trouble understanding the speed of the change in her.

The sight of those two pussies was stimulating, even after what I had done, and I was masturbating as we discussed the last hour.

“How was that Sally?”

“Mind-blowing Dan. Can’t thank you two enough.”

“That’s ok. There were some pleasurable minutes for me too,” I replied with a huge grin on my face. I hoped she would realise I was joking, and she did.

“Huh. Some minutes? Perhaps next time I should be spanking you.”

That remark caused cocky to twitch. Would I enjoy it?

“Not certain I’d want my arse spanked, but I’m more than happy for you to slap my cock around.”

“It’s a date. Let me know in a couple of weeks when it’s recovered.” This time it was Sally’s turn to be facetious.

Mary intervened.

“Sally, is that the first time you’ve ever done anything with another woman? It is me. I’m surprised how much I loved it.”

“Sort of. Years ago, I had a close girlfriend, it was during one of the periods when my marriage was a bit rough, but all we did was kiss and fondle each other’s tits. Nothing as intense as this. But, yeah, I liked it then, and I liked it now.”

“Right. Perhaps we can explore it more sometime?”

“Yeah, I’m up for that.”

“Ok ladies, we have the whole weekend stretching before us, what shall we do? Sally, would you like to stay over? Our bed’s big enough for three!”

“Do I want to? Oh boy, yes. Can I? Unfortunately not. I’ve got an early morning appointment tomorrow, I fear if I stayed, I might not be in the right frame of mind. I’m also due to be seeing my parents on Sunday but the following weekend is clear if that suits you.”

“Great. Mary, what do you fancy doing?”

“Let’s go out for drinks Saturday night. I have this overwhelming urge to expose myself in crowded places after last weekend. I could satisfy that, then we could come back and satisfy your and Sally’s urges.”

“Oh, shit guys, just talking like this; I’m moistening.”

With that Mary leant forward, pushing two fingers into her.

“She’s not lying, Dan. She’s still soaking.” Mary then sucked the juice off her fingers. Seemed the most natural thing in the world. Unbelievable.

“In fact, how about a competition to see who gets the most naked or kinky in public?” I thought out loud.

“Sounds a great idea. You up for it Sally?”

“Christ, you two keep pushing the boundaries, don’t you? I’m not sure. It’s one thing doing this kinky stuff at home, but I’m not sure about doing it in public.”

“Sal, I realise how you feel. I remember the sensation taking my bra off at the photographer’s; when you cross that threshold it’s like no other. Look, tell you what. Let’s do it. I’ll lead and if you get stirred enough you can join in. If not, just watch.”

“OK, I sure don’t want to miss out, not after tonight’s little escapade.”

“Brilliant. Come round about six, bring a choice of clothes, we can help you decide what’s appropriate.”

“Sounds like a plan.”

My plan at that immediate point was to use my hardening cock again, but Sally needed to go due to her early morning start. Everyone got dressed, kissed, groped, and said goodbye until next week.

Mary was the beneficiary of Sally’s departure. An exciting night followed: reliving our first forays with another woman!
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Another interminable week waiting for the weekend’s adventure was interspersed with plenty of sex with Dan but we were both longing for Saturday night to come around.

“I’ve virtually emptied my undies drawer and put in a few skirts and dresses,” said Sally when she arrived promptly on Saturday.

“Brilliant,” said Dan, “You should both start off wearing sexy underwear then you can discard in the pub. Better than just opening your legs and flashing your gash.”

“Yeah, I’m up for that.”

“Oh lord,” sighed Sally, “what am I getting myself into?”

“Oh come on, it’s fun, and you can just watch if you don’t think it’s for you.”

“OK, if you say so,” The hesitancy in Sally’s voice indicated she was anything but convinced.

“Excellent,” exclaimed Dan, “Mary, let’s choose your lingerie.” We rummaged through my undies drawer. Or rather Dan did. Given what he had told me the other day about his fetish for lingerie, I’m sure the feel of the satins and lace was affecting him. He decided on black, a set with tasteful red trim and see-thru cups.

“Wear that black sheer blouse you did last week,” he said, “even with the bra, your nipples are on show.”

“How about you Sally?”

“You choose Dan,” she said throwing the case open. He sorted through her bras and knickers. It certainly looked as though she’d emptied her drawer and it was a turn on watching my husband fingering another woman’s undies. Considering what we had done together the previous week it wasn’t a major deal, but it was having an impact on me. Probably because I knew the effect it would be having on him. Sally hadn’t been out to buy any new undies, she did’t need to. She was a lot more adventurous than Old Mary and had a tasteful and sexy variety. Dan chose a pale lemon set, lacy, but with a full cup bra and bikini knickers.

“You will absolutely need to remove those to reveal your bits in public,” I said with a smile.

“Mm,” came back the non-committal reply.

Dan rummaged through her blouses and skirts and came up with a white blouse that buttoned down the front and a flared skirt that also buttoned all the way down.

“There you go,” he said, “instant control on what you show. Keep yourself buttoned up or undo a few if you are feeling brave.”

“I expect I’ll need a lot of prompting.”

“Hey, I know,” I said, “Why don’t we make it a rule every hour, or whatever, Sally has to undo a button?”

“Brilliant idea,” said Dan.

Sally didn’t seem so keen.

“Can’t be every hour though,” he continued, “we’ll be out till dawn. Let’s think; we’ve got four on the blouse and six on the skirt.”

“Right, first, does she have to undo one of each, each time, or alternately?”

“Well, we’ve got a different number of buttons on each, so I’d say alternately, starting with the skirt.”

“Fair enough,” said Dan, “now what time gap? Every 15 minutes? That’s two-and-a-half hours.”

“Sounds good, I can just sense the anticipation rising as we approach the end!”

“Hey, hang on you two, don’t I get a say?”

“Nope,” we said in unison.

“You wanted some excitement, so here it is.”

“Did I? Oh well. Actually, the idea is growing on me.”

“Excellent. Let’s get dressed and head out.”

 

We headed off for a town an hour away to reduce the risk of being recognised. We planned to be there before eight which was when Sally was due to undo her first button. She shouldn’t have many nerves for the first hour, I reflected, it wouldn’t be until the second blouse button got undone that she would reveal anything, and then only her bra. After that, it should become interesting!

The journey was uneventful as we traveled through the countryside and industrial areas. Mary had her skirt up around her waist but had no audience.

 

That changed when we arrived at the multi-storey car park. I was hot and not temperature wise. On full charge. Not surprising given how the recent past had been. Sally’s excitement was palpable too. But hers was all nervous anticipation of what she might end up doing. I was tempted to make her strip off there in the car park but decided it would be more fun to let the clock tick down.

When we left the car and started towards the stairs, I gave Dan my coat, undid my skirt at the waist and stepped out of it.

“No matter what,” I said as I handed it to him, “don’t return it to me until we reach the street.”

I had no idea how busy the stairs would be at that time of day, but the uncertainty gave me a delicious buzz.

Dan took it in his stride with a huge grin. Sally, on the other hand, was somewhat taken aback but said nothing.

So there I was, in see-through blouse, thin bra, stockings, suspenders and knickers. Was I brave enough to take the knickers off too I asked myself. The answer was an emphatic yes so I added them to Dan’s load.

That was better. I felt so wanton.

“Dan, if a man comes up the stairs can I offer to fuck him?”

Affirmative.

We had descended one flight when I heard a door bang below us, then footsteps start the upward climb. The adrenaline was pumping now not to mention the juices in my pussy. Dan led, followed by Sally, who still appeared unsure whether she was enjoying the adventure or not.

Dan turned the corner and I heard him apologise for nearly bumping into someone. Would that someone soon have his dick in my hole? Jeez. I was feeling so moist I must be leaving a wet trail behind me.

The stranger came round the corner. My heart sank, a middle-aged woman who couldn’t believe what she was seeing. I said good evening as we passed. We reached the bottom of the staircase without meeting anyone else. What a disappointment. I reclaimed my knickers and skirt from Dan and put them on, just as the alarm sounded for the first time on Dan’s phone.

“Ok, Sally, first button on your skirt.”

As this was only a few inches above the hem it made no difference to what Sally was revealing, but it managed somehow to supercharge an already highly charged evening.

Dan escorted us to a wine bar he knew but hadn’t frequented for ages. We were just entering when the alarm sounded again. Ok, this time a blouse button. Again no great shakes, although I suppose you could suggest that, in polite company, it was a button that should have remained secured.

The bar was lively, so there wasn’t a great choice of tables, but we found one tucked in a corner which was ideal for our needs. After studying the extensive wine menu Dan went to order. Poor guy. He would have to stay sober, as he was driving, whilst we two girls were likely to become tipsy and hopefully fucked. Not that I’d let on to Sally that was what I desperately needed as I didn’t want to scare her off.

Third alarm. Another skirt button. We had six to get undone, but things wouldn’t become interesting until the fourth.

Dan returned with the drinks and we chatted. Sally asked if it had been a guy on the stairs if I would really have offered to fuck him. I replied I had no doubt in my mind whatsoever, I was too horny to think otherwise.

Time to start the fun. I crossed my legs letting the wrap over skirt fail at its task. It fell either side of my thighs and I was gratified (as I’m confident a lot of men would be by the end of the night) to see everything well above my stocking tops on show, with the metal clasps of the suspenders catching the light. Surely someone would notice?

Alarm number - oh, I don’t know. Anyway, another alarm. A blouse button on this occasion which meant Sally’s bra was now clearly on display.

She tried to hide the fact for a while by keeping her arms in front of her, but I detected a shift in her attitude after her second glass of Pinot, as she moved encouraging the blouse to open further.

Dan pointed out two guys at the bar who had clocked my display. I glanced over to give them an encouraging smile as I uncrossed my legs and left them that way with an unladylike gap between my knees. Impossible that they wouldn’t have a view up to my knickers but I made sure by running my hand over my crotch. One of them looked as if he might die! He almost spat his drink out while his mate was goggle-eyed. I recrossed my legs and turned to Sally and Dan. “Strike one I think.”

Another alarm.

Sally started to undo another button on her skirt but suddenly said, “Sod this, it looks too much fun, let’s do the rest.” With that, she unbuttoned her skirt right to the top including the waistband, letting it fall aside. Her pale undies, even in the subdued lighting they were obvious which I mentioned.

“Better get rid of them then,” she said. Pushing her thumbs into her knickers she raised her bum clear of the chair and slipped them down to her ankles then over her feet.

“Welcome to the wild side.” I leant across and kissed her open wet mouth. My hand reached for her pussy, I found it equally wet. We broke the kiss and looked at each other.

“Your turn,” she said, “or shall I take my bra off?”

“Take your bra off,”

There are two ways of doing that in public. The demure way which involves the contortions of unclipping the bra, sliding the straps down your arms and then tugging the bra off through a sleeve which can be a bitch if the sleeves are tight (I know from experience, or at least the Old Mary did, as I can remember doing it once years ago. No idea why), or the slutty way of taking the blouse off first, then removing the bra and putting the blouse back on. Much easier, and in a crowded wine bar likely to attract a fair bit of welcome scrutiny!

Judging by the way we had kissed and the wetness of her cunt I was certain she’d remove her blouse. She did. We were getting to be seriously horny. Sally pulled the blouse off without receiving much attention. As she unclipped the bra and shrugged the straps off her shoulders letting the bra fall into her lap, our two friends at the bar who had enjoyed the view up my skirt, spotted her. Sally saw but didn’t bother to cover her tits. Instead she squeezed them together and blew the guys a kiss. She then slipped the blouse on without bothering to do up any of the buttons, just leaving it gape open.

“Come on,” she said to me, “you are now seriously overdressed.”

Given that Sally sat there without skirt, knickers or bra, with a shirt that barely covered her nipples, I had to agree. I had to redress the balance. I shrugged my blouse off over my head, and repeated the action Sally had taken, leaving my bra on the table. I pulled the blouse on, not that it hid anything, but at least I couldn’t be accused of being topless.

I was more direct with my knicks than our next door neighbour had been. I stood up, pushed my skirt aside and slid them off down my legs. I searched the bar and was disappointed that no one seemed to have noticed. Wives or girlfriends had now joined the two guys who had been enjoying the show, so their interest had waned. What’s a girl to do to be noticed? Tits visible through my blouse with nipples as hard as cheery stones boring through the gossamer material, skirt wide open giving an uninterrupted vista of my thighs, stockings, suspenders and pubes and no one taking any interest. Or so I thought.

I was on heat. I craved someone - anyone. I glanced at Sally. She was in a similar frame of mind judging by the glint in her eye and her parted lips. She had her legs wide apart and had stopped trying to keep her nipples covered. They were both getting an airing and she was busy tweaking one with her fingers. Just as I was about to drop my head into her lap I saw a distinguished older man walking towards us.

He stood tall, a good six feet, with a commanding presence obvious even across the bar floor. He had a mop of grey curly hair and was dressed casually but impeccably. He looked to be aged around sixty-five, but appeared to be in excellent shape. He approached our table.
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“Good evening, ladies, you too sir. I couldn’t help but notice you are intent on enjoying yourselves in, shall we say, a particular manner? I’m sorry to intrude, but I wondered if we could discuss something with you? That is, my wife and I. We enjoy a similar hobby, even at our advanced age and would love to extend an invitation to you.” Intrigued we invited them to join us.

His wife was the most understated, glamorous woman I had ever encountered. We would find out she was fifty-eight, but she appeared no older than Sally and I. Perhaps we weren’t wearing well! Her dress was a simple black affair (think Audrey Hepburn - Breakfast at Tiffany’s - except hers was only knee-length) set off with a single row of pearls. She didn’t look the sort to go around flashing. But then perhaps, neither did I. “I hope you don’t mind me saying this ladies, but as the conversation continues I expect you will understand, but could you close your legs and cover up the vast expanse of your delightful breasts? I’m afraid I’m in a position where I can’t afford to attract publicity.”

 

The girls did as requested. “Thank you. I’ll keep this succinct. If you have no interest, please do so state, and we will leave you in peace. To be crude we are on the prowl for casual sex. My wife, Heather, is what used to be described as a nymphomaniac, what is now simply termed, sex-mad. To put it bluntly, she needs a new man often, and if in providing that for her I can have fun with a lady that is a bonus. We saw your disrobing and assumed from that that you were broad-minded enough to be approached. If you would like to, we would love to fuck together.”

Well, that came out of left field as they say. We glanced at each other. Yep, all definitely up for it.

“Ok, where had you in mind?”

“We’ll return to our house if that’s acceptable to you. It’s close by. Just a couple of points first. This will be our one and only meeting, and we would appreciate total anonymity. We won’t tell you our names, we use pseudonyms but given we are returning to our home if you put your minds to it you could find out. I would appreciate your word of honour you won’t try.”

“Agreed. Unless something untoward occurs.”

“Understood and accepted. Thank you.”

“One point from our perspective,” I said, “when we started this, Mary and I agreed that we would always be in the same room, so we both know and can enjoy everything that happens.”

“Excellent. Suits us perfectly. Our usual modus operandi is that Heather fucks the man to start with, whilst I, together with any female present, watches, then, assuming she is willing, the lady or, in this case, ladies, and I have fun, whilst Heather and the man watch. Following that, as a bonus, if the woman is inclined, Heather will have sex with her. What one might call a three-course affair.”

I had difficulty in equating his manner of speech and his politeness, with the casual use of the word fuck and what he was proposing, but it sounded horny so we were good to go.

Their car was in the same multi-storey as ours so we returned with them then followed to this sumptuous townhouse.

Opulent was the word that sprang to mind but it wasn’t right. Wealth and class hand in hand. Nothing ostentatious. Every aspect on view, from the wallpapered hall to the lounge we were shown into, was quality, straight out of a glossy magazine. We were in the company of serious wealth.

“Do take a seat,” she said as though we are there for afternoon tea. I sat on one sofa, with the girls sitting on another. Our host, Henry, mixed the drinks. Heather, standing in the middle of the room reached up her back, unzipped her dress, shrugged her shoulders out of her dress and let it fall to the floor. Her underwear was like the rest of her. Understated but as sexy as hell and it looked expensive. Then the sex started.

My sex life had been mundane until I traded in Old Mary for the new model. Since then I’d experienced a fresh world of sexual fun and games, but nothing compared to this fifty-eight-year-old. She knew what she wanted and how to get it.

She kneeled over me; grabbed my head, kissing me, forcing my mouth open, her tongue darting into my mouth.

Heather would lead this encounter without a doubt, and it was the way she wanted it, so who was I to complain?

While our mouths were locked together I grabbed a tit through her bra, squeezing it hard. A slight intake of breath told me it was the right thing to do. She wanted it rough. I brought the other hand up pulling her bra cups away from her tits, pushing the two globes together. For a woman of her age, they were well firm.

While I was thus engaged, she undid my shirt running her hands over my body. Christ, I hoped she wouldn’t squeeze my nipples, I can’t abide it. Luckily she didn’t. She took one hand away guiding mine to her knickers. I could take a hint so slid inside, exploring with my fingers. She was shaven which was a shame, but there you go. She was also wet. By now her hands had reached my trousers, deftly unzipping them and in one move pushing them, with my boxers, clear of my prick, which was happy to be unconfined and leapt to attention.

Heather then rather surprised me. Instead of grabbing it as I expected and encircling her mouth around it she slapped it. My hand rubbed her cunt lips furiously. The harder I rubbed the harder she slapped my penis. Excruciating beautiful pain, but in the end, I had to stop her. Although I loved the sensation she managed to exceed my pain threshold.

Unfazed, she pushed me to the floor, sat on my face and sucked hard on my cock. I pulled her knickers aside and used my tongue on her vagina and clit. We were both happy with that state of affairs. Happy? I was delirious. I wondered what Mary, Sally and Henry were doing, but I couldn’t dwell on it. Heather lifted her head from my prick, stood up and removed her knickers and squatted, impaling herself in one smooth move on my engorged member.

“Keep still,” she ordered. I did as instructed.

She leant forward and took her weight on her hands and rocked back and forth. God, this was intense. The movement was slow. Imperceptible. She would raise her bum so that only the tip of my penis remained in her cunt. Then slowly descend until she had her full weight on me, and every millimetre of my penis deep inside her.

She kept that going for a while then raised the tempo; the speed increasing with each downward thrust. For any of you who know classical music, I thought of the “Bolero,” rising to a crescendo. She was an expert. If she had been a paid escort it would have been money well spent. She knew what to do and where she was heading, and she was taking me with her. The final drum roll and we both climaxed as she thundered into my lap. As I pumped my load into her, she continued to grind her hips over my cock and then I was done. Heather climbed off me, turned, knelt beside me and gave me a platonic kiss on the cheek.

“Thank you. Just what was called for.”

With that, she collapsed on to the sofa, and looking at her husband said matter-of-factly. “Henry, your turn. You are spoilt tonight aren’t you with two pussies to feed?”

 

We were in a different league here. Not only financially, wealth dripped from everywhere, but sexually too. Let’s face it, I’m a total novice at being a slut and because of my prudish ways, poor Dan has never had the chance to experiment. I assume, not that I can say for certain given my level of experience, that I had just watched a gold medal-winning performance by Heather.

I’d never thought, during our long married life, to slap his cock, but the sheer joy on his face, as Heather belted it hard, was something to behold. I know he’d mentioned it in one of our early discussions and I had playfully slapped it, but not with that severity. Ok, Daniel, that is in my repertoire for the future.

We had watched the performance sitting either side of Henry. He had an arm around us both and fondled our tits and massaged our nipples. We returned the attention by massaging his prick keeping it firm. He had told us not to start anything else with him but to watch Heather and my husband in action.

Towards the end of Heather’s performance, he took his arms from around us and began fingering us. This seemed a well-rehearsed scenario; as his wife and my husband were coming to a climax, he wanted his concubines nice and wet so he could get straight on with the action.

He needn’t have worried. I couldn’t speak for Sally but I had been leaking juices since spreading my legs in the wine bar to flash those two guys. Mm, on that score I wondered if they were giving their partners a ‘hard’ time tonight.

“Your turn Henry.” Amazing. It sounded as though she might be asking him to do the washing up, although the thought of either of these two doing such a mundane chore was difficult to imagine. I couldn’t live up to Heather’s performance. I hoped Henry wasn’t in for a big disappointment. He was as controlled in his approach as Heather had been. He turned to Sally, “May I get you to lick out Mary’s delicious cunt, please? I’d be grateful if you could kneel in front of her because I want to introduce my penis to your vagina doggy style and fuck you.”

If we hadn’t been so sexually charged I might have doubled up with laughter at his words. It was so weird. This old fashioned language and politeness mixed with words such as cunt and fuck. Sally did as asked and I had the pleasure of her tongue working its way into my pussy while I watched his cock disappearing inside her.

Ah yes. His cock. Deserves a mention. Sal and I had been wanking it while my husband fucked his wife (or more accurately his wife fucked my husband), and we had exchanged glances as it continued to harden. It was long. Longer than Dan’s and White Van Man’s and the young barman’s. That being my sole market research in the area I couldn’t say in absolute terms whether it was large or just bigger than average. What I knew is that I looked forward to it entering my pussy and fucking me hard.

Back to the action.

His thrusts were designed to be felt by the look in Sal’s eyes. She kept licking my pussy but her thoughts were elsewhere. Henry kept up the thrusting but leaned over the top of Sal supporting his weight with one hand whilst he grabbed one of my nipples between thumb and forefinger with the other and twisted and pinched it.

I wasn’t like Dan, who I knew hated having his nipples touched. Henry’s deft handling moved my libido up another notch, way off the scale. Sally’s licking had kept me aroused, and I was near a climax. Henry sensed this. He stopped pounding into her.

“Your turn my dear. Would you mind awfully if I asked you to straddle me whilst I lie on the floor? Then if Sally would be so kind as to sit over my face whilst I fill your delightful cunt I would be so grateful.”

We did as instructed and feeling his penis enter my cunt with so much juice sloshing around was more than pleasurable. Even though I was so wet his size meant he could get friction going and my orgasm soon washed over me. Not sure how, but he stayed in me and maintained his thrusting whilst I bucked and screamed. He didn’t come. Some control. I raised myself up and subsided onto the sofa.

“Please join Mary will you Sally?” She sat beside me, as Henry stood and pushed his hips forward to thrust his still engorged cock into our faces. We took the hint and licked, sucked and stroked his prick and balls. Sally cupped his balls in her hand while I pushed his cock up against his belly, and we both ran our tongues up and down its length. I could feel a tremor starting, and I guessed our host was about to unload himself. Would he want us to swallow the load, or cum over us? I had no problem with either.

“Here, ladies, share. Sally open your mouth. When I have deposited my semen in it, you will kiss Mary, and let the sperm trickle from your mouth to hers.”

Detailed instructions, but we were too wound up not to follow them, and I was eager to taste his cum. He erupted. A huge load although not as much as my young barman from the other day. Sally caught most of it in her mouth. One or two drops that landed on her face she mopped up with her fingers and presented them to me to suck. Putting her mouth close to mine she let the semen dribble in. We swallowed our loads and licked and kissed each other’s faces.

 

Watching my wife and next-door neighbour exchange our host’s sperm became just another incredible depraved image I would take away from tonight, but there was more to come and the kinkiest of the lot. As Henry had said at the start, there were three courses and now Heather moved in on my two women. (Perhaps that’s being possessive talking of Sally as mine, but that’s how I saw her). The two were still sitting side by side and Heather knelt in the floor and commenced fingering them.

Both were still hot and soon moaning and gasping from Heather’s ministrations.

“Henry, our guests have provided us with huge satisfaction don’t you think?”

“Indeed I do my dear.”

“I consider I need to thank them.” Heather strode across to a bureau, opened a drawer and pulled out a massive strap-on dildo. “Ladies, I’ve had years of practice with it. I’m sure you will enjoy it.”

I’m not one to swear but bloody hell! The dildo made Henry’s larger than average cock look small. As Heather strapped it on I had severe doubts I could accommodate it, but Sally’s expression became one of deep yearning, her eyes focused on the monumental dildo.  It was clear she lusted for the contraption to be inside her.

“Let’s go doggie,” said Heather, in a schoolma’am way, and Sally got on all fours.

I knew if I didn’t try it I’d regret it, so I did the same asking Heather to go easy. “Don’t worry Mary, I assure you it will be most enjoyable - for both of us.”

I watched mesmerised as Heather knelt behind Sally and rubbed her hand over her lips ensuring she was well lubricated. Given the evening we’d had, it would have been a miracle if she wasn’t.

The dildo sank into Sally’s hole with ease and she enjoyed the length and breadth of it. Given the amount of control Henry’s wife had demonstrated with Dan, I was not surprised to see her use the same technique on our next-door neighbour. Sally’s head snapped backwards, her eyes closed and a continuous moan escaped her lips. Heather’s control did not falter. As with the pendulum of a grandfather clock, the strokes were repeated and repeated. Then she quickened. She stopped leaning forward, her body as erect as a soldier on sentry duty. She thrust from the hip. How she kept so erect whilst pumping the dildo into Sally’s body I don’t know nor could I comprehend how the pose was turning her on, but it was. Sally screamed, and as Heather withdrew, she was squirting juice across the room. She collapsed onto her elbows and with her arse in the air, we could watch her lips contracting and sending huge fountains over the floor. “Good,” said Heather, “I do so relish giving satisfaction.”

It was the first time that evening I had seen her smile. “Now Mary let’s see what I can do for you.”

I’d watched Sal take the dildo with ease and her huge orgasm had shown she’d enjoyed it, but I kept looking at the size and wondering. Henry was larger than anything I had experienced and he had stretched me, but this monster was something else.

“I suggest you enjoy the taste of your friend first,” Heather said as she moved the dildo up to my mouth.

I opened wide and licked Sally’s juices off. While I was, Heather bent forward and flicked my nipples, then cupped my tit in her hand and kneaded it. All this raised my level of sexual desire. I realised she was doing it, as with Sally, to make sure I had juiced up, but it was superfluous. She then asked me to turn and kneel. I opened my legs as wide as I could, ready to receive this monster. She gently placed the tip against my lips and rubbed it up and down; millimetre by millimetre it penetrated me. My vaginal muscles were being extended as never before. It was an equal mixture of pain and intense pleasure.

Then she was in. She started her rhythmic action. I soared. I’m not sure what Heather was getting out of it but I didn’t care. I was beyond enjoyment. I could feel the orgasm coming. Building as a volcano about to erupt. The combination of the last few hours, the intensity of the sexual encounters were boiling up in me. Up and over. I started bucking. Heather withdrew, and I convulsed as if fitting. Oh my god. Never, ever had I experienced such pleasure. Why? A dildo attached to a 58-year-old woman? Perhaps it was that. I was so high on desire that the deviant nature of this was enough to send me over the top. Heather, or perhaps Henry describing her, used the word nymphomaniac. That was where I needed to be.

 

Do most men dream of watching lesbian sex? To watch their wives fucked by a stranger? To have a threesome? To have their wife flash in public? I realised I had experienced all of these in the last week and I still desired more. Where we went from here, I didn’t know, but I was determined we’d find more to explore.

It took a while for us to get to a state where it was safe for us to leave. I had to drive being the only one not to have been drinking, but my mind was far from focused on mundane matters and my body was still in thrall to its sexual exploits. I needed to come down from this high.

The coffee offered by our hosts was welcome. The caffeine it pumped into my body not so much, but eventually we got in the car having said our farewells. Platonic handshakes and kisses on the cheeks. I started the car, and we headed home.

“Right.”

“Well.”

“Fuck.”

Our conversation was stilted, virtually non-existent. Each of us with our thoughts. Perhaps afraid to voice how damned depraved but exciting the evening had been. The whole journey remained silent apart from the odd exclamation from one or other of us when a vision of the evening came to mind.

I did need to say one thing though.

“I know who that was.”

“What! How? Who?”

“As they approached us in the wine bar I thought I recognised his face but couldn’t put my finger on it. It was as we were leaving the memory came to mind. Our company was on the periphery of an industry-wide court case a year or so back. He was the judge.”

“Oh my god. No wonder he was a bit careful when they approached us in the bar. Well, well, well.”

Nothing more was said and we arrived in sleepy, leafy, nothing exciting happens, suburbia.

“Are you staying as we planned Sally?”

“Yes, I was going to, unless you guys don’t want me to.”

“Oh no, please come in, I want to talk about this.” I said.

Mary seemed in the same frame of mind so the two girls got out of the car and entered the house while I put it away.

Mary had poured everyone a large drink, the girls had kicked off their shoes and were curled up on the sofa at either end.

“Ok, who goes first?”

“I will,” said Mary, “I’ve got to say this.”

 

There was no way I could keep this in any longer.

“That, without a doubt was a most depraved evening. I don’t have the experience to say how depraved, but it wasn’t your normal vicar’s tea party, was it? The point is, I lived each minute, whether I was watching or being fucked by either of them. My body and mind have never felt so alive. Am I wrong to have enjoyed it so much?“

To my immense relief, both of them agreed with me and concurred there was nothing wrong in my enjoyment. My problem, I knew, was the demon of Old Mary lurking still in the recesses of my mind. The discussion that followed confirmed we wanted more. It was now 2 am What an eight hours!

“What now?” I asked.

“Bed,” responded Dan and although I was still buzzing, it made sense.

“OK. Sal, you still up for joining us, or do you want to go home?

“No, I’ll stay, please. Completely knackered at the moment, but I suspect Sunday morning here might be fun.”

“Ha. Think you might have a point. Come on, let’s go have a shower and get some sleep; or at least go to bed.”

It was a sign of how exhausted we were that the three of us in the shower together did not produce the horny activity you might have expected, and although Dan enjoyed the proximity of the two naked bodies and soaping both our bodies, his pecker couldn’t rise to the occasion, so it was that we fell into bed, with him in the middle.

I’m glad we had bought this extra-large bed!
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I didn’t wake up until ten. The two delectable women were still asleep on either side of me, so I decided to pop down to make coffee. I had no idea if that’s how Sally started her day, but then it wasn’t usual to start it in bed with a married couple, so I guessed she would cope.

Rather than climbing over them I slid down the bed under the duvet and off the foot. In doing so I pulled it down and left both girls exposed to the waist. I glanced back at the delightful sight of the two pairs of tits rising and falling with their breathing and my resolve to get the coffee wavered as my penis began its early morning exercise. I did manage to hold my libido in check though and slipped on a dressing gown to make the drinks.

Taking the mugs back up into the bedroom I was met by the gorgeous sight of my wife and neighbour intertwined, both still asleep. My getting up must have disturbed them and they had come to rest in the middle of the bed. It was both horny and touching. I didn’t have the heart to wake them, so I sat in a chair in the corner of the room, sipping my coffee, gently wanking myself and mulling over the past few weeks.

It had been an express train of a ride from middle-class conventionality to debauchery. Was I happy about that? Yes, deliriously so. Where now? As my mind was struggling to organise what was next, my mobile pinged with a text.

 

‘Hi, Dad. Hope you are home. Got a lift with mates. Wanted to pick up a few things. Should be there in half an hour.’

 

Shit. With a capital S. Our nineteen-year-old daughter should be a hundred miles away at university. No choice. I shook Mary and Sally awake and told them.

“Oh fuck,” exclaimed Mary, as she leapt out of bed.

“Don’t worry,” said Sally, “let me throw my clothes on and I’ll nip out the back door to mine. Text me when the coast is clear.”

I left the two ladies scrabbling around for their clothes. Sally scurried down, dressed after a fashion, and bustled out through the rear door, just as the front doorbell rang.

There was Caroline with a couple of her university mates.

I welcomed them in, hugging Carolyn, and shaking hands with her two friends.

“You look a bit flustered, Dad. Is everything OK?”

“Absolutely. Just got caught on the hop by your text. We had a late night with friends and were having a lazy morning in bed.” I omitted that the friend was also in bed with us.

“Late night? What, not in bed till nine o’clock?” Our social life had not been one long line of parties.

“No, it was after two.”

“You are joking? You kept Mum out till two? Come on, pull the other one.”

 At that moment Mary breezed through the door, fully dressed and beaming.

“Hello, darling. How nice to see you.” They hugged, and then Carolyn held Mary’s arms and stepped back and studied her closely.

“Mum, you seem different. Sort of, oh I don’t know, like, radiant, and Dad tells me you were out on the town till late last night. What’s got into you?”

Mary shot me a glance.

“I told Carolyn we were out with friends and didn’t return until two. That’s why I look jaded.”

“I didn’t say jaded, I said flustered. You appear, like, anything but jaded, the pair of you. What have you been up to?”

Hopefully, neither of us coloured up.

“Oh, you know us, darling,” says Mary, “skipping the light fantastic till all hours.”

The absurdity of that remark in Carolyn’s eyes produced a laugh and we quickly switched the conversation to why she had come home, and what was happening in her life. It would be unlikely she would ask us any more. She would realise it would be far too dull. Yeah. Right.

We had a good chat for a couple of hours. It was strange to be back in the ‘normal’ world. When they came to leave, there were hugs all round, and as she left Carolyn’s parting comment was: “No idea what you two guys are up to, but, like, keep doing it. I’ve never seen you both looking so happy and alive.”

We closed the door and looked at each other.

“An endorsement for our ‘hobby’ from our daughter, well that’s it. Full steam ahead.” I said as I grabbed Mary and kissed her passionately. I needed to show her how much I loved her. So I did. There. In the hallway. Not the rampant sex we had been experiencing but deep loving sex that along with Carolyn’s comment, proved we were doing the right thing.

Afterwards, we tidied up the coffee cups from the kitchen, and I retrieved the still full mugs left in the bedroom after our panic that morning.

“I wonder what Carolyn’s reaction would be if she knew what we were doing?” I asked.

“Mm. I don’t expect it would be adverse. The younger generation has a more liberal attitude to sex now thanks to the internet.”

“Think that might be wishful thinking. It’s one thing to sleep around as a teenager. Not sure they’d consider an old married couple should do it too.”

“Who cares? We will keep playing anyway. Won’t we darling?”

“Try to stop me! Hey, should we let Sally know the coast is clear?”

“Ok, I’ll text her. Let’s get her over and decide where we go from here.”

Mary got an immediate reply.

 

Super. Just getting in the bath. Be round in about an hour. Dressed for action or sloppy Joe’s?

 

“Tell her sloppy Joe’s, my mind is willing but my penis is not unless you fancy some action with her.”

“Oh yes, I most certainly do, but she need not dress for it. In fact, being in any old gear might be best!”

I wondered where my wife was finding this limitless sexual energy, but I wasn’t complaining.

 

When I’d mentioned to Dan I still fancied action with Sally, I had nothing specific in mind, and I’m not sure why I said it, but we’d just let things play out. Sally arrived in tee-shirt and sweatpants and collapsed into a heap on the sofa.

“So what happened with your daughter?” We explained what she had said about us being ‘alive’ and Sally concurred.

“To say you are different is an understatement. I always had you down as a prig and now look at you, dirtiest wife on the street, probably in the whole town!”

“Oh, dear. Was I really so dull?”

“Yep. Still, you are making up for it now. Big time!”

“Lots to make up for. I was just thinking, I’ve experienced so many kinks in this last week or so that I’m trying to decide which turned me on most. What about you two?”

“Oh, that’s easy for me,” said Dan. “Our trip up the motorway with you exposing yourself to drivers and then watching you be fucked by that van driver. Christ, just mentioning it makes me hard,” and he pushed his tracksuit bottom down to prove it. The thought of Dan dropping his trousers to show his expanding cock in front of our next-door neighbour only two weeks ago would have been unimaginable. Come to think of it, doing it in front of me would have been too. Boy, have we moved on.

“Right. I assume that means I can do it again, husband of mine?”

“Oh yeah. As quickly possible. How about you Sally?”

“Too soon to ask, the whole thing is still a whirl. Mary?”

“Well, that wine bar experience was something else, but I guess I’m with Dan, being fucked by a stranger and in public. That heightened the feeling I’m sure. But then, and I don’t understand this, the fuck Heather gave me with that giant strap on excited me tremendously.”

“Yeah, remember though, as far as I’m aware that’s the first time you have ever had a dildo or vibrator up your pussy. Perhaps that’s why.”

“Amazing. Given what we’ve been up to, I hadn’t even considered that. I think you’re right. Apart from your cock and fingers, I don’t think I’ve had anything else up there since I tried a hairbrush when I was in the sixth form at school. Didn’t get much from that, possibly because I was petrified Mother would discover I had done it, so I never dreamed of investigating further. Perhaps I need to pick up some toys!”

“Jeez Mary, you have had a sheltered existence haven’t you?” said Sally, “I’ve not exactly had a hot time myself, but I do have a vibrator in my bedside cupboard.”

The conversation continued in this vein with Sally and I saying we should visit the city during the coming week to find an adult store and buy a selection of goodies. I reflected back to when I’d refused to shop for sexy lingerie with Dan because I regarded it as too embarrassing. Now it was the reverse. I wanted people seeing me buying the toys and imagining me using them.

 

Time had rolled on and it was now early evening and I hated to admit it, but I just needed to retire to bed to sleep. It had been one hell of a weekend. I tentatively asked the women if they were of a similar mind and was relieved when they agreed. I had work the following day, as did Sally, and Mary had a charity trustee meeting in the afternoon, so we called time. It was a horrendous thought that we had to return to our mundane lives for a while, but we arranged that Sally would pop round for supper on Wednesday after they had been shopping together, and we’d see what we could arrange for next weekend. We’d plan a way of fulfilling each other’s fantasies.

As things turned out, planning was unnecessary.
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Work. Damn work. Monday morning feeling in spades when I set off leaving my delicious wife sitting in her bra and knickers in front of the mirror getting ready for her Trustee meeting. God, it was tempting to take her back to bed, but I doubted it would end up being quick, and I had a meeting I had to attend.

Considering what we had done over the weekend it wasn’t any surprise the routine boredom of the working week which stretched ahead seemed more like a year than five days. I comforted myself with the prospect of Mary and Sally’s shopping trip and wondered how much of a jolt it would be for my wife when she saw what variety of toys were available. Perhaps I need to remind you, this debauched wife of mine, until two weeks ago, was so prudish she refused to wear stockings, as she considered them to be tarty. I suspect her knowledge of toys extended to knowing dildos and vibrators existed. It would be an interesting time.

On my journey, I mulled over in my mind what I would want us to try next. There were a few things, if pressed, I’d like to do myself, but my overriding sexual need was to watch Mary being used. Ideally, I’d love to walk her into a bar full of guys, lie her on a table and invite them to do what they wanted with her. That was further in the realm of fantasy than being something we might arrange, but it led my thoughts to dogging and that had my pecker twitching. Yep. The more I reflected on it the more appealing it became, so I decided to research local sites.

 

Kissing Dan goodbye was like a child reaching the end of an ice cream. Such ecstasy, to be savoured while it was there but a void filled with nothing but cabbage and potatoes stretching to infinity when it was finished. We knew the direction we were travelling was right. The fact that we had to halt progress for a few days was excruciatingly frustrating. I mulled over the events of the weekend and it continued to increase my laundry bill for knickers needing a clean.

My thoughts meandered to not having had anything but Dan up my pussy since my wedding day. I speculated about renewing my acquaintance with a hairbrush. Would it feel better than it did all those years ago? Why not try it? I had an hour before I needed to leave, so picked a brush with a long polished wooden handle. I laid back on the bed and removed my knickers. I didn’t need to lick my fingers to make myself moist, I just slipped the handle in gently. Mm. Not a bad sensation. I slowly moved it back and forth. Oh my. It didn’t do that when I last did it at seventeen, or at least, not that I recalled. The urgency increased and with it the speed I pushed it up my vagina. With the other hand, I rubbed my clit and soon my hips were bucking and I yelled aloud. Fuck. I’d orgasmed again. Just doing this. God, I was hot. Can I exist through the day without Dan? I texted him. Told him what I had done and how horny I was. He wouldn’t have arrived at work yet so I would have to wait for a reply. I reluctantly got up and considered if I ought to have another shower before setting off for my meeting. I chose not to. If I had a sexy musky smell, it would give the old men on the committee something to ponder. Which started me thinking…

 

I do love my work. Both as Old Mary and my new self I consider it’s important to return something to society. Old Mary had become involved by helping out in a charity shop. The charity tries to assist those unfortunate enough to find themselves without a roof over their heads get back on their feet. It proves hard once they are in that situation, it can turn into a rapid downward spiral, which we try to halt and reverse. The Trustees thought I had more to offer than serving in a shop and I was gradually given more senior roles until I found myself on the Board. For Old Mary, it gave her a purpose, one she desperately needed, a reason to be. New Mary didn’t need the charity to prove her self worth but I had no intention of stopping. I did, and still do, regard it as absolutely disgusting we have so much homelessness in this so-called developed nation of ours.

(End of commercial break).

The board members themselves were a different matter. I had no difficulty in sitting down with a group of old men intent on improving the lives of others. My overriding desire to make a difference was sufficient motivation to stay helping, but in the two years that I had been part of the top tier, it had become apparent that the other trustees were of the self-serving ‘I’m helping the poor so I deserve a medal’ mentality. All retired, all well off, but no empathy for those we were trying to assist. They seemed to consider the homeless had brought it on themselves. The antithesis of our stated mission statement.

I would go home frustrated that so little progress had been made on the real issues we, and more importantly those we were attempting to help, faced. Self-serving was an applicable description of these old fogeys.

This meant I had little time for the individuals involved. My focus was on the homeless. That’s why my thoughts formulated as they did. These old men needed a jolt. I needed to make them realise they were not holier than thou, spotless in their outlook on the world, pure. If I could show them up as being perverts…

The more I pondered it the hotter I became. How brazen could I be? Sheer blouse, no bra? Short skirt, no knickers? The thought of either made me horny, Could I get these straight-laced guys hot under the collar? Hard in their trousers? I texted Dan again to let him know my thoughts. He was at work now and texted straight back. He was totally supportive but suggested I should be discrete. Restrict it to ‘accidental’ glimpses, after all, they were expecting the Old Mary and I didn’t want to freak them out so much that they dispensed with my services. Dan listed his ideas, and I agreed. It would be great fun giving ‘oops’ views to these old boys. Just hope their hearts could cope.

I dressed in white underwear. Pure virginal Mary! The colour was where that ended. I chose from my ever expanding lingerie wardrobe a quarter cup bra. It held my breasts well, gave a good cleavage but exposed my nipples over the top of the cups. Deliciously naughty. The blouse was also white, not sheer but the thinnest clean one I had, and whilst not completely see-thru the bra and my nipples could clearly be seen. I wore tan stockings with a white suspender belt and knickers, and my trusty wrap-over skirt which, if worn demurely, finished calf length. After what I had flaunted in the wine bar on Saturday it was tame, but given the circumstances, it was a good compromise. The outfit was completed with a grey jacket. I had total control over what I revealed. I snapped a quick couple of pictures and sent them to Dan for his approval. Yep, perfect he said. Good to go. So I went.

The receptionist greeted me and escorted me up to the third-floor office.

As I climbed the stairs my dress did its job and exposed ample thigh. We were approaching the first landing when a young lad came out of one office and started towards us. He rewarded me with a less than subtle glance, staring at my legs and stocking tops. Yah! Hope it made his day.

We reached the boardroom and Penny showed me in. I was the second to arrive although there would be six of us in total. The man present was the accountant, Mr Mullins. Aged in his late fifties. Balding and overweight with a sense of humour that would have made Pol Pot seem a jovial uncle. Perfect. This should be fun. I knew he considered me a kindred spirit - all prim and proper. A surprise or two awaited him. He offered me a coffee whilst we waited for the others, and as he walked over to the percolator in the corner, I pulled out two chairs, sat down on one and put my feet on a rung of the other. I timed crossing my legs to the moment he turned round to bring my coffee. As I had expected the skirt gaped open up to my waist. The expression on his face provided ample reward. He did well to hold on to the coffee cups.

“Oops. This dress keeps doing that.” I casually covered my legs.

He spluttered a response, but before I had a chance to ask him what he had said the door opened and the rest of the charity board entered. I wondered if, by the end of the day any of us would know each other a lot better. I was certainly in the mood to screw someone. The fact I didn’t like any of them made the idea all the more depraved. I wanted to fuck one of these old duffers for that reason. To hold power over them. To shatter their superior attitude to the world. I couldn’t dwell on it at the moment as I remembered my agreement with Dan. Shame. I’d just have to make do with a good show.

We started discussing matters on the agenda. I wore my jacket over my blouse but managed to pivot on my chair enough so that occasionally it flapped open. My nipples were hard against the blouse material. Anyone looking at the right moment would spot them. It was on my fourth attempt that I hooked my voyeur. The Chairman sitting at the head of the table had the best angle and as I swivelled back I could see by his eyes he had clocked the view.

This was sublime. If I’d had to choose one member that I wanted to tease, embarrass or screw, it would have been him. He was a retired army major. I don’t know a great deal about the army but I suspect that anyone who served the full thirty-year term as he had and only reached that rank was not the sharpest pin in the cushion.

He was a bore; self-opinionated, lacking in sympathy, and of the old school, the nineteenth-century school, of placing women on pedestals much lower than those occupied by him.

In my meek and mild former incarnation, I’d often wanted to berate him for his attitudes but kept my mouth buttoned and took out my frustration on Dan when I got home. Today nothing would remain buttoned up.

He had just finished a soliloquy regarding a particularly tragic case, an ex-army private and how the army didn’t breed men tough enough these days etc etc. when I lost it. At least that’s the way I wanted it to appear to the rest of the board. He was generally disliked so what I had planned I didn’t think would get me dismissed.

I abruptly stood up from my chair and half swivelled towards him. I was confident that blocked the view of the others as I belligerently put my hands on my hips, brushing my jacket aside as I did so. I launched a tirade at him. Nothing abusive, just salient points. Unsurprisingly he wasn’t listening to a word. His eyes were fixed on my breasts. I’d pushed my shoulders back slightly so the blouse had to strain to cross my chest. My nipples hard pressed against the material were obvious. God, I wanted to embarrass him further, but I couldn’t come up with a method of showing more without the others seeing. I’d save it for another time. Finishing my diatribe I let my jacket provide some modesty and sat down. I was doubly gratified. I had caused the Major embarrassment on two fronts and was even rewarded with some ‘hear hear’ and ‘well said’ comments.

Our discussions continued without much input from the Chairman, he was far too interested in trying to catch sight of my tits again and input something in me by the leer in his eye. Another bonus. We agreed on a plan of action for the poor homeless private without him vetoing it.

The meeting eventually broke up. I wondered if either the Major or Mullins would approach me, but neither did. I’m convinced they would both be wondering if they had been hallucinating. Mary? Dowdy Mary? Flashing such revealing sexy underwear? No way would they be able to reconcile what had just happened with the persona they had known for the past two years.

I left the building determined that my next meeting here would really set the old boys’ hearts racing.

I wondered if I should go home or do something outrageous. (Do you realise the enormity of that statement? I didn’t consider flashing my tits and underwear outrageous!) I desperately fancied the latter but elected to text Dan and ask.

We had agreed to only do things together, but I wasn’t sure if he just meant screwing or everything. Silly, considering what I had spent the last few hours doing, but I had cleared it with him first.

He texted back that he was happy for me to flash away.

“Just don’t get yourself arrested!” Ok. So what should I do?

I popped into a coffee shop and mulled over my options. Luckily it had a bar and high stools in the window overlooking the street. I had no problem deciding on my course of action. I bought my coffee and a slice of carrot cake and took my seat at the end of the bar. I climbed on the stool and crossed my legs letting the skirt slide off exposing as much as possible. I loved watching the reactions. Ninety-five per cent of people didn’t spot anything, but the rest did, and it gave me a delicious feeling seeing those eyes inspecting my underwear. Mm. Underwear. I decided it would be a greater turn on if I could show my pussy. Why not? I had a choice. Pop to the ladies and take my knickers off, or do it there, in full view of the cafe and passers-by. No contest. Got to do it where I sat. Ok. I needed a plan.

One possibility was to stand up and slip the knicks down my legs. Alternatively, I could put my hands up my skirt and lift my bum off the stool to slide them off. I concluded that was slightly less obvious in the coffee shop, but exposed me more to passers-by. I didn’t want to be thrown out, so chose the latter. It proved difficult lifting my bum off the high seat, but I wriggled the knickers down, dropped them over my feet, and popped them in my bag. A glance around the cafe indicated I hadn’t been spotted. What a disappointment. However, it left me free to stay on the stool in the window, and give the passers-by a view of my hairy slit. I kept my legs uncrossed, placed my feet together on the bar on the stool and let my knees drift apart. Given the skirt hung outside my legs, the vista through the window must have been interesting. The notion of everyone being able to view it made me hotter and wetter. I texted Dan to let him know what I was doing. He texted back:

 

‘God, wish I was there to see it. I’m heading for a meeting with four dreary guys. You ought to be here to fuck them.’

 

I wanted to fuck someone but would honour our agreement only to do it in each other’s company, so I’d have to content myself with showing all I had. I spotted a couple of admirers. Two teen boys from the local college were sitting on a bench in the precinct which faced the cafe. They had well and truly clocked the show. No nudging each other or laughing. I’d created a scenario beyond that. One of them had a hand in his pocket. Wonder why?

I dropped a hand to my pussy and rubbed. The lads were mesmerised. My hand carried on working on my lips and I pushed two fingers inside. Boy, I was so wet. I worked myself then removed my fingers and sucked them. That finished it for the lad with his hand in his pocket. He went rigid. It almost finished it for me too.

Hope he managed to explain the stain to his Mum.

Disappointingly no one else appeared to have seen my display, and as the youths walked, or rather staggered, off as one tried to hide a large sticky patch, I decided to call a halt before I became totally carried away.

I was getting off my stool to leave when a man occupied the one next to me.

“Oh, not leaving, are you? I saw the view from the street and came to get a closer peek. Even bought a coffee. Can’t you stay for a while and let me admire what’s on display?”

He was dishy, aged around thirty, but given my current wet pussy, it wouldn’t have mattered if he’d been a wizened hundred year old midget.

“Possibly,” I said, “but I have finished my drink.”

“Well, if that’s the only thing stopping you staying, allow me to fill you up.” There was an emphasis on the last three words and his eyes were sparkling with anticipation, which left no doubt he wasn’t just referring to my coffee cup.

“Ok, I’ll have a mocha.”

He duly dashed to buy one, and I wondered where this would go. I remembered my agreement with Dan, so quickly texted him. He replied, saying his meeting had been curtailed and he could be with me in twenty minutes. He suggested we then find somewhere for the guy to screw me. Oh boy, here we go then.

My new friend returned with the mocha. I thought I’d tease him so had covered up, having pulled my skirt over my legs where it should be. The smirk he had worn since his first words to me had been replaced by a frown. “Oh, don’t worry,” I said “I’m sure you’ll see the whole shooting match. Tell me, how obvious was it? I couldn’t believe how many people walked by without appearing to notice.” He replied that because of the reflection in the glass he could only see from one angle what I had on show.

“Ah, I must remember next time.”

“Do you make a habit of exposing yourself then?”

“I do now”

“Is that all you do? Any chance of anything else?”

“There’s every chance,” I said, “What do you fancy? A hand-job, a blow job or a full fuck?”

I emphasised the word fuck, and his eyes were in great danger of popping out of his head.

“Last one sounds good,” His husky reply confirming his excitement. He rested a hand on my knee and gradually inched it up my thigh.

“Ok, we just need to wait for my husband to arrive, then we can go find somewhere.” Well, his face!

“Husband?”

“Yes, didn’t I say? We only ever do this together. He gets off on watching other guys fuck me,”

“Oh whoa, that’s not what I had in mind, can’t we just go and have a shag on our own?”

“No, that’s not how we do it. He won’t interfere, he loves being a voyeur.”

“No way. I’m not up for him watching. Sorry.” He jumped off his stool and made a beeline for the door where he narrowly avoided bumping into Dan. I explained his hurried departure.

“Ok. What’s your reaction? Would you rather he stayed and I let you go with him?”

“Definitely not; if he’s going to be that picky he can go without. Mind you although you being there heightens it for me enormously I did fancy screwing one of those pompous board members this morning.”

“Christ, a missed opportunity there and then this. You must be feeling frustrated. What shall we do? Want another coffee while you decide?”

“No thanks. I’ve had enough. I’ll be needing to pee before I get home.”

“Mm, that sounds fun. Shall we find a busy lay-by somewhere?”

“I wish you would stop this,” I said playfully, “it keeps making me wet my knickers, or it would if I had any on.” I pulled my skirt apart to show him.

“Want to do it here then?”

“What? Fuck?”

“No. Pee.”

“Right here? On the floor? In the window?”

“Just a thought.”

“Oh, wow. I would, but it’s not fair on the poor cleaner. Let’s find a lay-by where I can excite the passing drivers.”

 

I was astonished the guy had turned down an offer of fucking my wife because I would be watching, but her comment about wanting to screw a board member started a thought process that would open up new opportunities for us.

My suggestion she peed over the floor in the coffee shop was made as a joke, but even as I said it I felt excited at the prospect. I’m sure Mary thought similarly, but she made the right decision not to do it there. I suspect we will revisit the idea in some shape or form sometime, but we left to park up somewhere for Mary to pee in public.

We had talked about peeing and water sports over the weekend and it was something we decided to leave for the time being. Perhaps my spur-of-the-moment comment meant we would experience it sooner rather than later. Without doubt Mary’s overriding urge was to do things in public and that appeared it might include peeing. She continued pushing boundaries.

Having two cars we met at a lay-by we knew on the way home. There was usually a burger van parked there, which attracted a few lorry drivers, so we were hopeful of an audience.

The fates conspired against us as the roadside caterers had gone, and there were no vehicles when I arrived, apart from Mary’s car. I drew in behind her and parked. She got out and I was not surprised to see she had taken her skirt off. She still had her blouse on, but she was naked from the waist down. She came over to my window and leant in.

“Bit like dogging probably,” she said, as she squeezed my cock. “I’m desperate to pee. Are you staying there or coming out to watch?”

A continuous stream of traffic going by meant she was on view the whole time, and drivers tooted to show their appreciation of my almost naked wife.

“Where are you going to do it?”

“Here. They can see me… Oh, gotta go.”

I heard the gentle splash of her pee hitting the ground and looked out to watch the cascade, and my unabashed wife enjoying the relief of peeing, and the excitement of being observed; no sense of embarrassment as the traffic sped by. The stream finished all too quickly. Interesting feelings were going through my body. I wasn’t sure if it was because Mary was exposing herself to the passing motorists or the fact I had watched her peeing. This was definitely an area we would have to explore more fully.

“That’s enough for now,” she announced, “let’s go home, I have lots to tell you about my day at work.”
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The last few weeks had been mind-blowing. That photoshoot at Sam’s seemed a distant memory but was less than a month ago.

I was desperate to hear from Mary what had happened at the office and she rewarded me with a detailed account of her flashing exploits. As sexy as it sounded I realised I was disappointed none of the men had shagged her even though I wasn’t present. Would I mind if she fucked strangers without me being there? Something I needed to consider.

There was so much more we were desperate to experience. Dogging, gang bangs, BDSM and… gay sex.

That last arose after I told Mary how I’d enjoyed watching her with Sally.

She responded by wondering how it would feel to watch me having sex with another man

That made me sit up as I had never contemplated the idea or thought it remotely horny, but with Mary there, I wondered if I could do it and enjoy it. I asked if she meant full anal sex or just sucking each other off. As I was asking my cock began stirring. Perhaps I would enjoy it. Definitely full anal came the reply. That’s my new model wife. No half measures. Christ, I was now in the same mind zone as Mary had been before White Van Man. Could I do it? Would I find it erotic? Would Mary? She said she didn’t know, but if we could organise something and let things develop it might be interesting. I agreed, so it was added to our ever expanding ‘to do’ list.

It was no longer a concern she might refuse if I pushed the boundaries. Her desire was an open door. Greater debauchery than I had imagined possible. How far was she prepared to travel this route?

Thinking on those lines jogged my mind regarding something I’d never dared ask Old Mary.

“How do you feel about anal sex?”

The New Mary didn’t hesitate.

“Why not? I want to try everything, but I’m not sure how big a cock I could take.”

“When you and Sally go shopping buy a toy. That should help you find out”

“Are there special toys for that then?”

I kept forgetting how other-worldly the Old Mary had been.

“Undoubtedly there are,” I informed her.

“Oh wow. This trip will be an eye-opener.”

We ended up having a cuddly evening on the sofa with a glass or two of Rioja viewing rubbish on TV, then to bed with a relaxed and loving fuck, so I shan’t bore you with the details.

 

It’s peculiar how the mind works. How it can wander from one insignificant incident to another and before you realise it a life-changing decision has arrived on your doorstep.

The following morning, after Dan had left for work, and I was getting dressed I started musing about our new lifestyle. That led me to reminisce about my old life and my attitudes. It started with a flashback to a trivial incident involving stockings - harlots’ hosiery in Mother’s world. Not my stockings. Come on. Have you not been paying attention? Do you think stockings could have been part of Old Mary’s wardrobe?

No. These stockings were the property of our next-door neighbour, Sally. I distinctly recalled the incident.

It was a Saturday and Dan was gardening. He’s not much of a gardener, but he does the heavy work, the digging and weeding. yours truly get to do the artistic bits, choosing and planting flowers.

Anyway, Dan was digging, and I took him a coffee.

I glanced out over the fence at Sally’s garden. What a mess, but I was prepared to make allowances as I knew she was having marital problems. We could hear the arguments. (An illustration there of my narrow suburban petty-minded outlook. I was prepared to make allowances. Wow. Big of me).

What I couldn’t allow for was what was hanging on her washing line. Amongst other items were two pairs of stockings.

“Disgusting,” (a strong word from Old Mary’s vocabulary), “that woman, she’s even more of a slut than I imagined.”

“What? Slut? Why?”

“Look. There are stockings hanging on the line. Stockings! Who but a slut wears stockings?”

“Well, you know she and her husband seem to be having a bad patch, perhaps she’s trying to spice things up, and repair their relationship?”

“Huh. Spice things up? She’ll be getting a prostitute in for him next. If she needs to dress up like a tart for him I doubt he’s worth staying with.”

“Oh come on Mary, wearing stockings is not dressing like a tart.”

“Isn’t it? You have strange ideas then. Don’t ever ask me to do that sort of thing.”

I flounced off back to the house and left Dan wistfully gazing at the stockings. I didn’t appreciate the wistful bit at the time. I would have taken issue with him if I had, but now knowing his fetish for ladies’ underwear it’s a safe bet. I was incensed. I was living next to a wanton woman. No. Honestly. That’s how I thought. Wanton. Because she wore stockings. I can’t remember now whether they were holdups. My god, if I’d seen a suspender belt hanging with them I’d have called the police and accused her of running a brothel.

I got on the phone to my best friend - well, I considered her to be my best friend, but in reality we were merely close because she had the same puritanical view of sex I did - and told her about the depraved scene I had witnessed.

Such tittle-tattle. ‘Obscene’ ‘Lowers the tone of the community’ ‘Needs ostracising’ and on and on. I remember the call lasted for half an hour or so. Each of us tut-tutting this heinous crime. How narrow-minded I was. Instilled in me by my Mother.

Helen was my friend’s name, well, I suppose it still is, but I haven’t seen her for a while, sometime before New Mary came on the scene. Even Old Mary was finding her attitude too severe, not merely regarding sex, but life in general. What she needed was a good fucking…

Now there’s an idea. Invite her and her miserable husband round, get them both drunk and have a bit of an orgy. He, he. Nice fantasy. Can’t see it happening. Unless…

 

Thinking of that incident had me contemplating my whole sexual attitude.

Why have I become like this? Why have I become a slut, a depraved, licentious wife?

Why? I decided it was because it’s the opposite of how I was brought up by my puritanical, priggish, self-righteous Mother.

My childhood wasn’t bad. I wasn’t beaten or abused. Not physically. Mentally was a different matter. My Mother’s views didn’t border on the puritanical. They were so far over that line you needed a telescope to see the customs post. Not only regarding sex; the ‘demon drink’ was on her ‘Do not go there’ list. She wasn’t religious but the depth of her antagonism to both would have made the most pious of women appear akin to drunken slags. I didn’t have a happy childhood. There were too many restrictions. I don’t mean the normal curtailments every child and teenager think are unreasonable, but over the top prohibitions such as not being allowed to watch Top of the Pops because of ‘the scandalous way the girls cavort around. Don’t you ever consider I’m going to let you do that.’

As for sex or sexual matters, don’t even think about it. Only immoral people think about it. Dirty-minded people with loose morals. Something only done to procreate. It’s not supposed to be an enjoyable pastime. ‘Lie back and think of England’ was the correct attitude according to my Mum - so there.

As a teenager, I should have rebelled. I should have worn short skirts, low tops. I should have had a different boyfriend each week, one I took home and paraded in front of my parents. I should have used four-letter words. I should have started heavy petting on the sofa with Mum and Dad in the kitchen. If I’d known what heavy petting was.

Instead of Guns and Roses on my bedroom wall, I had landscapes of snowy mountains.

Rather than talk to my classmates about what I fantasised doing with the school football captain, I’d try to talk about fluffy animals.

Instead of trying to sneak into pubs to drink with the older boys, I’d go for a walk on my own in the park.

No wonder I had no friends. Not that the other girls didn’t talk about fluffy animals or have hobbies. It was my total aversion to speaking about the (according to my Mother) unspeakable.

Rebel? Not me. No sir. Goody two shoes. Lapping up my Mother’s dire warnings about letting boys get in my knickers. Not that she put it like that. Listening to my Mother warn me about such perils one had to be a master at deciphering euphemisms. Somehow, amazingly, it appears I was. I took it all in. Made sure I kept my knees together. Made sure my skirt came down over those knees, so boys couldn’t look up it. Made sure my blouse had buttons done up to the neck so boys couldn’t look down it.

No surprise then, that I didn’t have a long queue of boys wanting a date. A queue? One would have been like winning the Euro jackpot.

After I left school I worked in a bank. No possibility of me going to university, even though I attained A grades in my A levels and all my teachers pressed hard for me to take a degree. Too much freedom. Think what she might do. Before marriage. OH MY GOD. The shame she could bring on the family. She could not marry in white. Seriously. This was a snippet of a conversation I heard her having with a friend of hers. She wasn’t talking about me being pregnant; just ‘deflowered’ - another of her quaint terms.

Tired of me sitting around the place and reading Classic novels of love in the evenings (I tried to read a Mills and Boon romance once, but Mother nearly had a heart attack when she discovered it and the ensuing lecture cured me of reading any more) they encouraged me to get out and do something. At school, I’d been good at sport, not first team, but usually a reserve or a first pick for the seconds. I spotted an advert for the local badminton club and somehow got up the courage to try it and that’s where I met Dan as I’ve told you.

Now, the New Mary began to wonder why Mother was the way she was. None of my acquaintances’ mothers had a similar attitude. Not that I had huge numbers for the reasons listed, but those I did, seemed, with hindsight, to be comfortable with sex. I know from earwigging on playground conversations the other girls were noticeably better informed than me.

With my new found confidence I wondered if I should, or indeed could, confront my Mother over it.

She had, after all, caused me to waste over two decades of my life living with her perverted view of sex.

Ha. That’s a laugh, isn’t it? Suggesting my Mother’s view of sex is perverted when you consider what Dan and I have been up to.

I decided I needed to know why she was like this. If it was because of some trauma in her early life, perhaps an assault or something, I could forgive her. If it was a personal bigoted view, then I’m not so sure I could. After all, Zoe (my younger sister) was somewhere ten rungs higher up the ‘sex is evil’ ladder than even Old Mary, and she had definitely not had any trauma to justify it.

So I resolved to have it out with Mother.

You will have noticed Dad doesn’t get a mention on this subject. Mainly because he had little input. He is quiet and retiring and his wife rules the roost. I suppose he has opinions on various things but Mother’s diktat was ‘when I want your opinion, I’ll give it to you.’

So, having decided, I needed to act on it. I’d confront her and ask the question.

When I had the courage. Which wasn’t now.
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We’d changed our lives. Getting up in the morning now was a joy. No, that’s not true. Waking up was the joy. Beside my divine, sexy wife. Wondering what new experience she would try next kept me buoyed up, and permanently horny all day. Our early morning workouts set me up for the day. That’s why getting up wasn’t the joy. It meant leaving my wife in bed.

Tuesday came and went with no memorable happenings.

By Wednesday morning we were back in deviant mode, with Mary deciding what to wear for her trip to the shops with Sally. I was frustrated that I couldn’t go with them as I knew it was likely to be a day filled with sex, but I had to work.

However, I had a surprise for Mary. Something I’d been considering since the coffee shop incident. It was a waste of an opportunity that she couldn’t fuck the guy because he didn’t want me around and she had felt constrained with the old men at the charity board meeting. That needed to change.

“One thing before you leave. We’ve said we’d only do things together, and I know you said that adds to it for you, and I get so turned on watching, but I’ve been thinking. You and Sally are likely to have a ball today, so it’s unfair that if the chance arises Sally should be the only one to have a fuck, so I’m happy for you to do anything your sexy, deviant little heart desires.”

“Are you saying you don’t mind what I do, even if you are not there?”

“Exactly. It’s a turn on to end all turn-ons watching you, but I’m certain it will make me horny hearing about your adventures when you get back. Your story about Mullins and the Chairman at the office made me hard, I’m positive a blow by blow account of you getting screwed would be mind-blowing. The last few episodes have convinced me that’s the way we need to play this.”

“Oh, darling. I so craved to screw one of those old fogeys at the board meeting and I reckon that I could have seduced the Chairman given how he admired my tits, but I didn’t want to push it with you. I wanted to be certain you would be comfortable with it.”

“Great. Comfortable’s the wrong word though considering what it does to me in the trouser department.” I took Mary’s hand and placed it against my rock-solid prick. “I’ll look forward to hearing about your exploits this evening.” We had a big hug and my delectable wife carried on with her preparations.

They were going by train so Mary planned her wardrobe hoping she would have an opportunity to flash the passengers. She and Sally had discussed their outfits by text and our next-door neighbour seemed fully up for that too. Hardly a surprise after the night in the wine bar. Mary wanted a change from the wrap over skirt she’d been using apart from the fact it required a good clean after its recent outings. She discovered a button through skirt she hadn’t worn for ages which would work nicely. She tried it on and found it still fitted. I passed no comment as I enjoy living!

She decided on a jacket with no blouse, wearing a bra to start with and then seeing how the day progressed before deciding when she would lose it. When, not if.

 

I was up for this day out and the thought of flashing got my juices flowing. Now I had Dan’s permission to fuck if I wished to, it made me even hornier.

At first, I’d had reservations about being screwed by another guy without Dan around. It wasn’t the safety aspect; I’d be able to handle that. No, I knew how much it meant to Dan, watching me get filled with other men’s cocks, and that caused my experience to be so much hornier.

After considering it I realised Dan was right. It opened so many opportunities. I’d make sure my extra special husband received a thrust by thrust report of any screwing.

Sally was ready when I knocked, and we walked to the station. She wore a summery dress with a wide hem and a scalloped neckline.

“Nice and easy to give men a view down the top and easy to hike up the skirt when I need to,” she unnecessarily explained.

Our walk to the station was uneventful. I would have loved to have started flashing as soon as we left home, but a little decorum in our neighbourhood seemed sensible. Miracle of miracles the train arrived on time and, as it was after the rush hour, was sparsely occupied. We scanned the carriage for any likely recipients of our planned leg show but drew a blank. The compartment was old and still had seating arranged with two seats facing each other. At least we’d be able to prop our feet up to give some great views to anyone walking up the carriage.

As the train was about to leave, there was a commotion as an old couple barely made it on board before we moved off. The woman clearly blamed her husband. Her moaning continued as they sat down diagonally across from us. She insisted on taking the window seat and gave her husband detailed instructions on what to do with the numerous bags she had him carrying. He stashed them away, as ordered, and continued being bombarded with further directions regarding removing his coat, how to fold it, and where to put it. Sally and I exchanged glances and had terrible trouble not bursting into laughter. Poor soul. He appeared a pleasant enough old boy, well into his seventies I would have thought, although quite sprightly.

I leant over to Sally and whispered “Not what I would call a toy-boy, but with a wife like that don’t you think he deserves some light relief? Why don’t you give him a show?” She smiled her agreement. From our positions, I could watch them both, but Sally was out of his wife’s line of sight, so she kicked off her shoes and put her feet up on the opposite seat. (We are well brought up girls; wouldn’t dream of being so naughty as to place our shoes on the upholstery). His wife pulled out some knitting while he read his paper, so he failed to notice the view Sally offered.

We left it for a while, hoping he might glance over, but he remained absorbed in his newspaper. I upped the ante by pulling Sal’s skirt up her legs further, bringing the hem above her knee. The movement must have caught his eye as he glanced over at us. He didn’t initially react as his eyes returned to his paper, but suddenly flew up again, focused, I would guess, on Sally’s crotch. Delayed reaction! Poor old boy. Getting slow in his old age. His eyes lingered there but then shot to his wife. He seemed petrified she might discover what he was staring at, but she remained absorbed in her knitting and couldn’t see Sally because of the seat backs. He tried to concentrate on his paper but his eyes kept coming back to the view up Sally’s skirt. She crossed her legs and, as her foot stayed on the seat opposite, the view of her legs, stockings and knickers must have been uninterrupted. At one time he peeked up, catching Sally’s eye. She smiled back at him and his face coloured. He seemed to lose all interest in his paper and just stared up Sally’s skirt, with the odd glance at his wife to make certain she wasn’t aware of what he was doing.

 

An announcement over the tannoy informed us the buffet car was open. This prompted his wife to demand poor hubby go and buy two teas and;

‘make sure mine’s got plenty of milk,’ and;

’don’t forget to bring the sugar back’ and;

’don’t forget to bring some spoons’ and;

‘get some biscuits, but make sure they are not broken’ and;

‘I don’t want any with raisins in.’

On and on she droned. Poor sod. You couldn’t help but feel sorry for him. He stood up and shuffled off towards the buffet car.

“His day needs improving,” I announced. “I’m going to check what still functions.” I winked at Sally and rose to follow him. The old crow kept knitting. She was like something out of the French Revolution. I could imagine her cheering another head rolling from the guillotine. I wondered when they’d last had sex, come to that, when she had last smiled, and if she had ever enjoyed it. That brought me up short. Is that how I would have ended up? Given she must have been in her seventies I guessed it was too late for her to change.

I was about to confirm I was glad I had.

 

I caught up with him as he reached the door out of our compartment. Time was against me if we wanting to avoid making Mrs Robespierre suspicious, so no preamble.

“Hi, I hope my friend improved your day, we thought you deserved it considering how your wife was having a go at you.”

He was taken aback at what I had said but quickly recovered.

“Oh my lovely, she did that all right.”

“Enjoy seeing a bit of leg do you?”

“Oh, bejeezus darling, I haven’t seen such a sight since I was a lad in Dublin in the sixties. You’ve made my day.”

“Well, would you fancy me making it even better?”

“Now, why you would you be teasing an old man with such a promise?”

“I’m not teasing. Honestly. My friend and I are out for the day and just want to have fun.”

“Indeed you might, but what would you be wanting from an old codger like me?”

I decided on a direct approach.

“Well, You do have a functioning cock, don’t you? What more does a girl need?”

“Ah, I’ve got one of those sure enough, as my wife and six children will attest, but whether it’s still of the functioning variety is an altogether different matter. Not having seen the light of day with the dragon for many a year.”

“We suspected you might not be getting a regular supply! So let’s find out if it works.”

I opened the nearby toilet door and led him in without protest. It’s a while since I’ve used a train loo and I’d either forgotten how cramped they are or the newer ones are smaller. Or perhaps it was just that I’d never tried to screw someone in one before. Whatever; there was hardly any room for the two of us. This could be tricky.

“Hell, this is small, how about you dropping your trousers and sitting on the loo, and I’ll straddle you? See how it goes. By the way, my name’s Mary.”

Being married to Mrs Robespierre he was used to taking orders, so followed my instructions without a murmur.

“Nice to meet you, Mary. I’m Cormac.”

He sat on the toilet. Not too much of an erection to be seen though. Hardly a surprise, given his age and the circumstances I suppose.

“Shall I give you a wank, get you up to speed?”

“Tell you what Mary, what used to fill the bill, with Mairead, ‘er with the lungs, and me, if I weren’t doing too well at getting it up, was to give her a good licking. How ‘bout trying that?”

“Be my guest,” I said. I hoisted my skirt up to my waist and quickly stepped out of my knickers.

I remembered Dan had asked that I let him know if I was going off with a guy. I needed to do that. I dug my phone out of my pocket did a quick text and as an afterthought added a photo of the top of Cormac’s head nestled into my pussy. An almost instant reply confirmed Dan was OK with my adventure.

Poor soul, Cormac was doing his best, but from his sitting position, there was no way he could get his head low enough to get his tongue anywhere near my lips. What to do? The only option was to put one foot up on the basin and lean back against the door. That did it. He dropped his head to my pussy and started licking.

Hey. Wow. He ain’t half bad at this, I thought. Christ, no wonder he’s got six kids! Jeez, no idea how he was doing it but his tongue was sending messages to my brain it had never received before. The juice flowed out of me like the River Severn in flood. Oh my. I wanted to let him do this forever, but I was just about holding on to reality and remembered time was passing. God knows what Mrs Robespierre was thinking. Anyway, the oral attention, along with the help he’d been giving himself with his hand, had done the trick and he was as solid as a man half his age. I reluctantly pulled his head up, removed my foot from the sink and squatted on him. The blissful expression on his face was beyond words.

“Oh, bejeezus, Mary, have I died and gone to heaven? I tink I must have done. Oh Lord, in heaven, I’m sorry, but this won’t last long… Mother of sweet…”

Yep, he was right. He came quickly. The movement of the train and me bouncing energetically up and down soon brought him to the edge and over, but as they say, it’s the quality rather than the quantity and the quality of his oral work would live with me for a long time.

I wanted to wallow in the aftermath of this strange fuck but knew we should get back. How long had we been? No idea; too long was probably an apt phrase. I’d put my knickers back on, and Cormac was pulling his trousers up when a major problem reared its head. My impression of an overflowing bath had mainly been soaked up by Cormac’s trousers.

“What the feck? Oh, sweet mother of God, she’ll surely kill me twice.”

Right. Problem. I’d created this mess - in more ways than one - so I needed to think of a way to get him out of it.

“Don’t panic Cormac, I’ve an idea. Let’s get the teas and I’ll explain.”
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“Look, I’ll convince her I caused you to spill the tea. I can’t imagine the first thing on her mind will be that you’ve just fucked someone!”

“Mary, you can rest assured on that score. May the road rise up and meet you for today, young Mary. You must thank your friend for me too. She does have the most delightful legs.”

We dressed, popped into the buffet car to buy the required beverages and biscuits - without raisins - then made our way back to our carriage.

As we passed Sally, I gave her a wink but didn’t sit down, just followed Cormac to his seat.

“Where have you been?” Mrs Robespierre yelled. “You’ve been ages. What have you been up to?” He began stuttering a reply when I piped up.

 “I am so sorry, this is all my fault. There was a terrible crush at the buffet and your husband had purchased your teas, and as he turned around, the train jolted and I ended up being thrown against him; the tea got spilt everywhere. I’m afraid quite a lot ended up on your husband’s trousers. I felt so guilty I helped him dry off, then bought more teas for you.”

“What? I hope you didn’t end up drying him there,” she said pointing to the trousers.

 “Oh good lord no, I meant he didn’t have anything to mop it up with, so I gave him tissues from my handbag. It took quite a while I’m afraid. I am truly sorry.” (LIAR).

I hoped Mrs Robespierre was not astute enough to notice I wasn’t carrying a handbag.

“Huh. Well. You need to be more careful young lady. Good day ter yer. Now Cormac, you eejit man, sit down; drink your tea. I suppose after all this they will be cold.”

“Yes, dear.” He meekly sat and sipped his tea but I caught a glint in his eye and he winked as I said goodbye to return to my seat.

“Well?” Sally enquired.

“Very,” I responded, “tell you later.”

Sally said as time passed Mrs Robespierre became highly agitated at the absence of her husband. Sal seriously began to wonder if the old crow would end up pulling the emergency cord to find where her errant husband had disappeared to. She suspected it was the longest he had been out of his wife’s sight for years and was relieved when she saw us returning.

 

The rest of the journey was disappointing and boring. With only a couple of stops there was no real movement of passengers, so no real chance of flashing. At one stage I undid all the buttons on my skirt up to the waist and went off in search of the loo (yes I know I knew where it was), hoping I might attract some attention, but the few passengers around seemed engrossed in their phones, books, or papers. I was so frustrated after the earlier excitement. So frustrated that on the way back I contemplated doing it without my skirt on. However, that may have brought me to Mrs Robespierre’s attention and I didn’t want to get her thinking about the stain on her husband’s trousers. I hadn’t yet filled Sally in, though I had little doubt she had guessed what caused it.

 As we walked through the station to find a taxi to take us to the shops, I revealed all.

By the time we reached the taxi rank and jumped into a cab, I’d finished updating Sal. She was incredibly envious of my encounter and hot to have one of her own. I would happily join her. I needed to satisfy my craving. This lust for sex. A drug. An uncontrollable desire for all things sexual. I knew in my heart Dan and I had hardly touched the surface of the debauchery and depravity we both sought. Like Heather from the other night, I needed to be consumed by the pervertedness of it all.

The cab driver was a good-looking man; from the Indian subcontinent, I would guess. I decided to make his day. On our walk to the cab rank, I’d had my skirt unbuttoned but had been so absorbed in telling Sally my story I hadn’t made any effort to expose myself. I changed that now by undoing the remaining two buttons of the skirt and unwrapped it from my waist, letting it lie on the seat.

I had never been sure if cab drivers could see what their fares were up to, however as I watched our driver in his rear-view mirror it became clear he could see my uncovered legs in all their stocking and suspendered glory. Before I made his seat sticky I thought I ought to get his full attention, so I undid my jacket and took it off. Those of you paying attention should remember I wasn’t wearing a blouse, just a bra. As I reached behind me to unclip it I asked Sally if she fancied fucking our driver.

“Why not, but don’t you want him?”

“Love to, but I’m one up on you at the moment”

“Right. This one for greedy Sal then.”

She hoisted her skirt to the top of her legs and called to the driver. “Excuse me, I know we asked you to take us to the shops, but would you like to do a detour, to have a bit of fun?”

 By this time I had my bra off and was squeezing my nipples while Sally had hoisted her knickers to one side and was rubbing her fingers up and down her slit. The cabbie’s eyes went to his mirror and visibly opened when he saw what we were doing.

 “Oh, ladies if you are serious I have no problem with that. I know a quiet back lane.”

“Sounds excellent. I trust the meter won’t be running while we’re parked.”

 “Oh goodness, no.”

We carried on for a while using our fingers. Then I put my hand down between Sally’s legs pushing into her honey pot. She was sopping, but then so was I. It was sublime when her fingers returned the compliment.

We ended up in a backstreet surrounded by derelict buildings which heightened the feeling of depravity. Our cab driver switched off the engine, came into the back of the cab and sat facing us.

 “You want me to service you both?”

Strange hearing it expressed that way, as though we were cars or washing machines. “No,” Sally replied, “my friend will just watch while we fuck. Ok?”

“Oh yes, ladies. If that is what you wish for. I am more than content. I am Raz good ladies. It is a pleasure to make your acquaintance.”

He undressed while I propped myself in one corner spreading my legs to give him a good view. Sally slipped out of her dress and knickers and grabbed his cock as soon as he had it out of his pants. She definitely had urgent needs! Her hand was working him hard, then she dropped her head to take him in her mouth. He looked over and leered, intently watching my fingers working my clit. My attention was on Sally.

“God, Sally look at his cock. Lucky you. Go on, suck him hard. Give his cock a workout. Suck his balls. Fuck. Get him in you, Sal. I want to watch that cock disappear up your cunt.”

Whoa. Was that me speaking? Old Mary would have kittens. Sod it. So what? The urgency for cock, sex and all things debauched meant I didn’t care what anyone thought, let alone my old self.

I got hotter and wetter egging Sally on. She took him out of her mouth and turned on to all fours offering her cunt to him to enter “Get it in, Raz,” I rasped “Stick your cock in her. Fuck her hard.” He needed no encouragement. Sally’s eyes opened wide as he plunged in.

“Oh, yes!”

I leaned forward leaving my soaking pussy alone and grabbed Sally’s bra, pulled it up over her ample tits. They began swinging to his thrusting like giant pendulums. I grabbed them both squeezing hard remembering how much she had enjoyed the pain from her session with Dan. I pinched both nipples pulling on them, holding my hands still. As she rocked back with Raz’s thrusting she made the pull even harder. Her breathing became sharper as she pleaded with us. “More Mary. Slap them. HARD! Raz. Slap my bum. Hard. Harder.” She’d arched her back supporting herself on the front seat and back shelf so I had easy access to her tits. I was taking longer and longer swings; each slap faster and harder. The noise of the slap reverberated around the cab. Raz was doing his best with her bum although his concentration was on keeping his thrusts going into her cunt. I wasn’t sure I’d want my tits to take such a pounding, but it sent Sally into orbit. Her head suddenly came down, her whole body shuddered, a long deep moan reverberating around the taxi. Her orgasm transferred to Raz. With a final deep plunge, he grabbed her hips and held himself deep inside.

“Want to taste him?” I whispered.

“Yes!.”

 As Raz pulled out, I leant over and somehow got my head under Sally’s dripping hole. A mixture of her juices with Raz’s cum slowly trickled out. I opened my mouth to let it all flow in. I licked her pussy lips to tidy up, then straightened up and we French kissed letting the mixture flow between our mouths. Sally’s hand moved to my pussy and two fingers began working me. I needed little encouragement and soon we had trouble keeping our lips together as wave after wave of my orgasm swept through me. We pulled apart and swallowing our mixed loads of cum and pussy juice, collapsed on the seat. Raz was sitting in a corner gently massaging his now limp cock.

“Oh, ladies. I have driven cab for twelve years. Each day I dream of such an encounter. Never before has it happened, but the twelve-year wait was worth it. How can I thank you, gracious ladies? You have been so good to me.”

Gracious? Well, not an adjective that would have been in my top ten, but it was rather sweet.

“Glad you enjoyed it, Raz. I think I can safely say we both did!”

Our driver dressed to return to his seat while we sorted out our underwear and got our clothes back on.

“That, Sally, was scrumptious. I can’t wait to fill Dan in on the details.”

“Mm. I suspect Dan might do some filling in of his own tonight.”

“Ok ladies, to carry on journey?”

“Fine Raz. Off you go.”

 About fifteen minutes later we arrived in the main shopping area and asked Raz how much we owed him.

“No charge, ladies. After such an experience how could I charge you?”

 “No, don’t. We started it. We enjoyed it as much as you. Here take this.” We gave him ten pounds each, which was probably about the fare, and he seemed genuinely surprised.

“Oh, ladies. What a morning. Thank you a million times. Have a good day.”

With that, he drove off.
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Having left our delighted cab driver to get on with the rest of his day and have wet dreams about his morning, we found somewhere for lunch before embarking on our trip to shop for toys.

The lunch was undramatic, even though I had unbuttoned my jacket. Anybody that cared to look could see every stitch of underwear I wore as I’d undone all my skirt buttons. Unfortunately, no one seemed to notice. It was becoming quite an eye-opener how unobservant the public was.

We discussed our morning conquests and I asked Sally about the tit slapping. We were in a busy, full restaurant with tables close together. An interesting conversation for anybody eavesdropping! She confirmed she loved it.

“Almost more than the fuck itself, although the effect wouldn’t have been so pronounced if Raz’s cock hadn’t been ramming up me.”

I admitted I didn’t think I’d have enjoyed it, but I had loved administering it.

“There you go then. Made for each other.”

The rest of lunch continued in a similar vein until we’d drunk our coffee and went to find a toy shop.

As we left I managed to elicit appreciative looks from a nearby table of businessmen as I swung my legs out. I didn’t try to do it demurely but brought my legs around separately giving an easy view up my skirt. Shame I had knickers on, but still, they got a great eyeful of the scanty ones I was wearing. I smiled at them all as I passed so they knew I enjoyed their attention. I hope it cheered up their lunchtime.

I needed to chat with Dan about my flashing attire. Knickers or no knickers? Bra or no bra? Dan’s fetish for underwear meant he loved me to wear sexy lingerie because that’s what he loves to see. I’d get more of a thrill if guys could see my naked pussy and tits. I wonder if he would mind? Would you, dear reader?

We walked to the first of the shops we planned to visit.

You must remember this new Mary was only a few weeks old, and the Old Mary of the previous forty-three years had absolutely no interest in owning, using or even knowing about adult toys, so this would be a steep learning curve. Sally told me she’d purchased a vibrator on the internet some months after her husband left her. She hadn’t used it much as it didn’t do much for her but fancied seeing what else might be available.

The front part of the shop displayed lingerie; we browsed for a while but thought it all looked rather cheap and tacky so we wandered through to the toy section.

OH WOWIE! This was more like it. As a child in a toy shop, I rushed from one display to another exclaiming “Look at the size of this,” or “What an earth are you supposed to do with that?” It was a real eye-opener. After the initial childish rush, we settled down to browse properly and decide what to buy. It was a shame they didn’t provide any demonstration models for us to try, but I suppose I could understand why!

Hey. Just consider that. How many weeks ago was it that Old Mary wouldn’t even go with Dan to buy sexy lingerie? Now, here I was openly wanting to try vibrators in a shop.

Dildos and vibrators were top of the list. We both choose a couple that appealed. I then noticed a huge dildo attached to a harness similar to the one Heather had used the other night.

“Sal, given what we were saying at lunch about you enjoying being submissive and me enjoying slapping you, would you fancy me having you with this?” I showed her the strap on.

“Can’t think of any reason why not, go for it.” So that ended up in the collection.

“Oh, got to have these,” Sally held a set of leather hand and ankle cuffs.

“Mm can see you in those!”

“Hey. Now here’s something I might enjoy. How about you?” I’d found a range of butt plugs.

“You’ve never said you do anal.”

“Sally. Don’t be stupid. Can you see Old Mary getting fucked up the bum?“

“Ah. Right. No, I can’t“

“But then New Mary is a different pair of knickers. Something still on our to-do list. So I’ll take one. Get me used to having something up there.”

“Well, if that’s what you fancy, how about these - anal beads?”

“No, I’ll stick with this for now in case it doesn’t appeal.”

We were clutching our purchases and were in danger of dropping the lot when an assistant came over to ask if we needed help. We gratefully got her to relieve us of our armful while we continued browsing, but the only further purchases were a paddle, which Sally took a liking to, and a set of vaginal balls which I was sure Dan would adore pushing into me. We took them to the counter to put with the rest.

“Great selection there ladies. Having an orgy?” asked the assistant. She was a striking looking woman probably in her mid-thirties; someone you would more expect to be a CEO of a cosmetic company. We explained how I was a recent convert and how my husband and I were exploring different kinks and that Sally had got roped in. I amazed myself as to how open I was about it to this stranger.

“Well, if you are interested in joining a club, I can give you some details. I can recommend it, personally; it is very select. I don’t mean in a class way, there’s a whole range of people, but from a commitment and discretion point of view. There is a restricted membership and a committee vets new applicants.”

Looking at Sally she added, “I’m sorry, but they restrict it to married couples only.”

She said it also restricted numbers of members, but she knew there were vacancies at the moment due to people moving out of the area. This sounded promising as Dan and I had talked of the possibility of joining a club but hadn’t got down to researching it.

“We may be interested. I’ll talk it over with my husband. Can you give me any more details or contact information?”

“There isn’t a website or anything, we’re keen to keep a low profile, but I get a vibe you would fit in well. I’ll give you an email address. Write asking to be considered and set out your background, just what you’ve told me. Then we’ll talk it over at the next committee meeting and if they think you are suitable we’ll ask you along for an interview. I am on the committee so I’ll be able to tell them about our chat.”

I thanked her, we paid for our purchases, (Oops. Hadn’t planned on spending so much) and left. We didn’t need to visit any more shops so decided to wend our way home.

The urgency of finding some fun that gripped us in the morning had waned so the thought of getting home and playing with our toys was an exciting prospect. Sally seemed a little quiet on the way back to the train, which was full as we had caught the start of the rush hour. I asked if there was a problem.

“No. Definitely not, I just wondered, if there was a chance you and Dan could give me a hard time tonight - if you know what I mean? I’d love to feel that paddle on my bum.”

I did know exactly what she meant, and while I hadn’t thought myself a fan of BDSM, after my treatment of her in the taxi I’d happily reconsider.

The train was packed and our voices were obviously a bit loud because a woman sitting opposite glanced up, giving us a quizzical look. The person next to her wore headphones so remained unaware of our conversation. I studied her; it was like staring in the mirror at the Old Mary of a few weeks ago. I could imagine every thought going through her head. How disgusting. Perverts everywhere. We don’t need that sort of stimulus. Etc, etc. It was naughty of me I suppose given I had so recently been there, but I thought perhaps it would give her something to think about, so with no attempt to lower my voice, I answered Sally.

“Ok, I’m definitely up to give it a go. I so enjoyed giving you that tit slapping in the taxi this morning. How about using your new handcuffs as well as trying out the paddle?”

“Exactly what I had in mind,” Sally smirked. I peeked back at our travelling companion. She did not try to hide the disgust on her face so I stepped this up.

I leant forward slightly fixing my gaze on her.

“You know until a few weeks ago I would have reacted like that, but I’ve realised what I’d been missing.”

I leant back in my seat and with a smile on my face, I undid the buttons on my jacket opening it to display my rather transparent bra and through it my pert hard nipples. With a great humph she picked up her belongings and stormed off. “Silly sausage; where were we?”

Her abrupt departure, and perhaps the fact I had my bra and tits on display, attracted attention from a guy sitting diagonally opposite. While we continued our conversation Sally’s hemline rose and the buttons on my skirt became undone - no idea how - so he got rewarded for his attention.

Nothing else of note happened on the journey although I wondered if Mrs Grumps would report us to the guard. Either she couldn’t find him, or didn’t bother.

We left the train and made ourselves respectable again for the walk home. I had an incredible sexual ache to get on with what we had discussed on the train. Lots to do before Dan got home. I suspected it was going to be one long debauched night.
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From the time we arrived home the sexual energy sparking between Sally and I told me we were in for a night to remember.

The session with our Indian taxi driver had awakened some deep-seated urges in Sal which she wanted help with. She opened up regarding her desire for hard, debased sex. She needed it hard to experience the full intensity, and we planned a way to achieve it. She assured me she had a high pain threshold and I think what I had done to her tits in the back of the cab confirmed it.

As we talked I felt myself getting drawn into the idea of administering pain and I discovered it intoxicating.

We seemed to be talking, rather than doing, so I took the initiative.

“Right. Enough talk. Follow me. Time to make you pay,” and I led the way to our bedroom.

“Take off all your clothes. Lie face down on the bed.”

I picked up the paddle we had bought earlier. I started with light taps on her cheeks, rhythmically, gradually increasing the pressure with each swing. The noises issuing from Sally changed from a little gasp to a deep grunt as the pain level rose. Her buttocks turned deep red. Enough. It wasn’t doing much for me.

“Turn over. Put your arms above your head and spread your legs.”

I got the handcuffs and ankle cuffs and secured her wrists to the headboard. I was going to do a similar thing with her ankles but decided I wanted her legs spread wider so put out a chair on each side to increase the angle.

Perfect.

“Now. Let’s have fun.” I sat on the edge of the bed and placed a hand on her hairy bush.

“You are hairy aren’t you? Dan likes a good nest. With some luck you will have lots of his sticky cum in it later but for now…”

As I said this I grabbed her pussy hair and yanked it upwards.

“Shit!”

“Don’t swear.”

I slapped her tit backhanded.

My hand went back to her pussy and felt inside.

“Ah, so you are being turned on. Damp, but not enough. We need more wetness here.”

I pushed two fingers in, and kneeling over her rubbed her clit with a thumb. Sitting astride her, I let my bum sink to her face.

“Lick me. Lick me like you are licking an ice cream cone.”

Old Mary had never experienced being licked by a woman. There were only a few occasions when I let Dan do it. No way had I ever expected to get pleasure from it.

Sally’s tongue was a whole different basket of oranges. It was sending me wild. I was the one who was supposed to be in charge here but I was failing miserably.

I had to stop my fingering of her cunt. I just crouched there and let the waves of sexual ecstasy wash over me. I was flowing like a river. God, I’ll drown her. She must think I’m waterboarding her. I heard no complaints though, just delicious slurping sounds as her lips and mine met and parted.

I returned to planet Earth.

I climbed off her and checked my watch. Dan should be home soon.

Back to my Dom role.

“Right. I will now gag you and blindfold you. You will then wait to be taken by my husband in any way he wishes. Do you understand?” A nod of agreement, so I found a pair of stockings to use. I was just on my way down to wait for Dan when I remembered the strap-on dildo. I wondered if I had time to give it a try before Dan got home. I thought I had. It took a while for me to work out how the straps went and it wasn’t helped by my shaking fingers because of the high octane sex I was contemplating. The thought of being a ‘man’ was electrifying.

I’d got the strap-on secured when I heard Dan’s car so with this big black dick leading the way I went to open the door for him. I didn’t mind if the neighbours could see me. I was way past caring.

 

I wondered what sort of day the girls had had. I’m sure it would have been fun, but what was there in the mix to make it enjoyable? Just shopping? A bit of flashing? A lot of flashing? An encounter with men? An encounter with men. Sounds like something out of Agatha Christie. Not using the Anglo-Saxon words just euphemisms. Yes, what I wanted to know was; did Mary get to fuck anyone?

When I’d given her my blessing to do it without me around, I wondered about my reaction to the reality of it. I wondered if I would find out tonight. My cock told me I’d be happy.

The only text I’d had from Mary said they had had a good day and asked what time I expected to be home. I told her around seven pm and this got a reply comprising simply of rows of xxxxx’s so I guess she was happy after her day.

I arrived a couple of minutes before my scheduled time, parked the car and headed for the front door.

It opened as I got to it and the scene before me told me it was likely to be a long tiring, but fulfilling evening.

Mary stood at the door. She was wearing only stockings and suspenders.

Apart from a huge black strap-on dildo.

Given our front door opens on to a small front garden and then the street which is reasonably busy at this time of the evening I was taken aback. It seemed Mary’s desire to be seen had moved up a notch. Or two. Or three.

“Wow. So you had a successful shopping…”

I got no further. As I walked through the door Mary pushed it closed behind me, pushed me against the wall and pushed her open mouth hard against mine. The dildo made it’s presence obvious, pressing into my groin. Her hand was also cupping and gripping my cock.





Mary came up for air

“God, you gorgeous man. You have no idea how turned on I am at the moment. You had better have plenty of energy.”

“Christ, Mary. Hopefully I do, but what’s done this? You’re so randy. Where’s Sally? Gone home?”

“No. She’s here. First though, you need to shower. Freshen up. But use the guest shower, not our ensuite.”

“Why?”

“Don’t ask questions. All will be revealed.”

This was surreal, but I did as she asked and took a long shower in the guest room. My cock remained rampant without any extraneous help. Mary had put out a robe for me but nothing else. I took this as a hint I wouldn’t need clothes.

I came out of the bathroom to find Mary standing on the landing gently fingering herself.

“Ok, beloved husband. One clue as to what is about to unfold. Cast your mind back to the first night Sally came round.”

“Eh. Yes?”

“Do you remember what aspect of the evening turned her on the most?”

“Yes, the spanking.”

“Absolutely. And do you remember which of us seemed to enjoy inflicting it more?”

“Yes. You. I think my gentlemanly streak held me back.”

“Precisely. So tonight she wants that rectified - in spades. We are both so horny it’s not true. Anything goes as far as she is concerned.”

I hadn’t touched my cock but the way Mary was talking and the images it was conjuring up was more than enough stimulus.

“I don’t think you need the robe.”

I followed Mary into our bedroom.

What a sight. There spreadeagled on our bed was a naked Sally. She was secured to the bedhead on either side by leather handcuffs and her feet to chairs either side of the tailboard. She was blindfolded and gagged with stockings.

“Fuck. How long’s she been like this?”

“Oh, only about half an hour,” replied Mary nonchalantly. “I’ve been looking after her, haven’t I SLUT? Reminding you; you need to be good.” At which point Mary slapped Sally hard across the tits and then slapped her pussy in the same manner.

Unreal. Mary was into her part as much as Sal.

“I’m going to try this strap on first. You help yourself elsewhere.”

Two hours ago I was in a boring meeting with half a dozen blokes. Now I’m faced with a naked wife with a dildo about to fuck our naked next-door neighbour. I needed to adjust my ‘Is this really happening?’ meter.

“Hang on,” I said “she probably needs lubricating before you fuck her with that. Save the lube, let me get her flowing.”

“Good thinking batman, however, I know for a fact she is well and truly wet, but do check for yourself.”

Whilst Mary knelt on the bed and tweaked Sally’s nipples I pushed my head between our next door neighbour’s legs and licked her pussy. I pulled her lips apart so I could sink my tongue in and roughly pushed against her clit with my thumb.

Mary had been right; she was more than damp and it didn’t take long before there was plenty of excess moisture to let Mary’s cock in so I rolled over to one side so she could get started.

We’d watched Heather use a dildo and Mary had clearly been paying attention. Soon she had the full length disappearing into Sally’s cunt.

Meanwhile, I straddled Sally across her chest pulled the gag away and offered up my cock to her mouth.

She took it, and I put my hands behind me and grabbed her tits. I remembered she was happy to have them played with roughly so I didn’t hold back, slapping them and pinching the nipples but the position I was in was not the best so I decided to enjoy the oral administrations first then have a proper go at her boobs.

I was enjoying her tongue. She had a way of wrapping it around my cock almost like a cow pulling grass into its mouth. It was incredibly erotic. I took as much as I could and decided to call a halt before it was too late.

I had an idea and got Mary to stop her fucking of Sally while we untied her and turned her over into a doggie position. Before she did, I laid across the bed so when she got in position her pendulous tits were hanging right over my face.

I told Mary to restart fucking Sally and banging hard got our next-door neighbour’s breasts swinging and I raised my head slightly so they were slapping against my face. As one passed my mouth I opened it and grabbed the nipple and hung on. There was a satisfying yelp from Sally and a satisfying buzz in my cock. I was beginning to see the attraction of BDSM.

Sally’s tits were larger than Mary’s who was a C cup, I’d guess Sally was a double D. The next time I got near her bra I’d find out.

Mary was still pounding away and Sally was certainly sensing the effects of the dildo in her cunt. Judging by the increased decibels of her cries she was on the verge of an orgasm when Mary suddenly stopped.

“No, you don’t, bitch. You’re not coming yet.”

Mary withdrew from her pussy and came round to her head.

“Clean it up.” Sally obeyed.

“She’s well juiced Dan. Why don’t you give the bitch a pounding?”

Mary’s language, so out of character for the wife I’d know for the last quarter of a century, intensified the sexual tension.

“No. Not yet. Make her wait. I’ve got another idea. Stand her up facing against that wall.” She did as she was told.

“Open your legs more you slut.”

Sally obeyed instantly. In the bathroom, I found a hand towel and soaked it in water. Back in the bedroom, I swung the towel in a circular motion getting ever closer to Sally’s bum. Eventually, it made contact with a satisfying slap from the towel and an even more satisfying scream from Sally. I wondered if I’d overdone it but she didn’t tell me to stop, so I carried on. Once more. Twice more. Three times. Four. Her bum was getting red, and she sagged at the knees.

I stopped with the towel and, going up behind her, sank two fingers into her vagina. Wet is an understatement, and I realised there was a huge damp patch on the carpet between her legs.

“You appear to be leaking like a whore. That hole needs plugging.”

I bent slightly to get the right angle and slid my rock hard cock deep into her.

“Give it to her hard Dan. She wants it rough. Fuck her hard. Let me watch my husband fill you with his seed, slut.”

I had planned to avoid coming, there was so much more I wanted to experience, but hearing my wife talk like that tipped me over the edge and although I tried I couldn’t avoid pumping my load into her.

“Good boy. Now let me in to clean up.”

I pulled out and Mary was on her knees, her head up between Sally’s legs, mouth open, letting my cum trickle out of Sally’s cave and into her mouth.

Whilst she was doing this I reached around with one hand and roughly grasped one of Sal’s tits and squeezed it hard while I ran the other hand down her back seeking her rear entrance. After feeling around her bum hole I introduced my finger into her. Sal’s back immediately arched and huge tremors coursed through her body. I had found a trigger point, and she started an orgasm and a repeat of the squirting we’d seen before.

Two differences this time. There was a lot more of it and Mary’s face was inches from the hole it was blasting out of.

Mary was showering and taking what she could in her mouth. I dropped to my knees and joined in just before the torrent ceased and Sal’s knees buckled. She sank in a heap on top of us.

Who cared? My mouth locked with Mary’s; I found her dripping cunt and was fingering it madly. Old Mary had only ever allowed me two fingers but I could easily get four in and was slapping my fist into her lips. She moaned even louder and then with a scream, came.

No squirting but copious fluid which I bent down to drink.

Fuck. So there we were. All three of us. Collapsed in a pile. Covered in all sorts of juices - what a welcome home.
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Euphoric was the word to describe our feelings. We couldn’t get our minds around what had just happened but we extricated our intertwined bodies and Sally and I collapsed on the sofa while Dan got us all a drink.

Conversation was minimal. We were all consumed with our own thoughts.

Mine were very mixed. I had found it exciting and depraved but was it as sexually fulfilling as other things we’d done?

My initial feeling was no. I had a much greater buzz from our encounter with White Van Man. Don’t get me wrong, I’d enjoyed messing around with Sally, and wouldn’t hesitate to do it again, but given the choice, I preferred strangers’ cocks to friends’ pussies.

I couldn’t wait to hear what Dan thought, but as we all came down from our high he asked for a debrief on our day.

My adventure with the old boy on the train and our encounter with the taxi driver seemed an eon ago rather than just earlier in the day.

We took our time telling Dan what had happened. He deserved to know, having let me ‘fly solo’ and I wanted to make sure he got as much of a buzz out of it as possible.

Judging how he was gently massaging his expanding cock he found it arousing, which was a relief. I certainly wouldn’t mind doing it again; although having Dan watching was an additional thrill.

By the time we had finished relating the saga of the grumpy woman opposite us on the train, there was definite life in Dan’s manhood but we were too bushed to do much with it so retired to bed.

As before, when Sally stayed over we collapsed into our bed after all having freshened up with a shower. I’d put clean sheets on to get rid of the worst of the damp patches. I suppose if this were a work of fiction such housekeeping points wouldn’t be mentioned but I would hate people to think I let guests sleep in a damp bed!

Dan was in the middle with an arm around each of us groping our tits while we both idly ran our hands over him but such was our exhaustion we just drifted off to sleep.

 

I was awake early and realised with a jolt I had to go to work. I was not in a frame of mind for it but rolled out of bed….hang on, how could I do that? Sally was lying next to me that side. I glanced over to check Mary was still there. She was, so I assumed Sally was downstairs.

I found her in the kitchen and she had the coffee on. I’d slipped a bathrobe on before coming down as I don’t enjoy having my dangly bits on display when it’s not at full attention. Sal hadn’t bothered and was there stark naked. Considering what we had got up to seeing her nude was hardly a revelation but somehow it seemed strangely kinky. Perhaps because my wife was asleep upstairs. Funny. The thought made my penis twitch. Thinking of screwing Sally there and then without Mary being present was making me horny. I was seriously contemplating making a move on her. But, no. I’d given Mary my ok for her to do it yesterday, but we hadn’t discussed it the other way round and there was no way on earth I wanted to do anything before we had discussed it and agreed we were both comfortable with it so I gratefully took the coffee Sally offered and set the table for breakfast.

We chatted about the previous evening. Sal was bursting with energy because of it. Her time since her divorce had been difficult and the release she had experienced with us in our meetings had brought her out of her shell.

She couldn’t thank me enough although I tried to convince her we were as grateful to her, as she had introduced us to something we had not experienced before, the BDSM and lesbian side.

Having finished coffee she disappeared to collect her clothes, hop next door and start her day.

I had time so made Mary an Earl Grey tea and took it up to her. She was just rousing herself and I was greeted with a loving smile.

“Where’s Sally?”

“She had to go, work calls. She said she would speak to you later.”

“Oh. Ok. Did you fuck her before she left?”

“Ha. Funny you should ask. No, I did give it serious thought but as we haven’t discussed me doing anything without you around, I didn’t.”

“Oh, you are a good boy aren’t you? Come here, let me reward you.”

“Oh, I wish, but I have to get ready to go to work. Save it for tonight.”

Mary pouted at me like a petulant schoolgirl but I knew she was joking.

“Ok, I’ll think of something special.”

I showered, dressed, kissed her with a long lingering kiss and left for a day’s drudgery. That’s not true. I enjoyed my job; I found it fulfilling but comparing to the events of last night it came in a distant second.

 

So I had a day to myself. A day to reflect, a day to plan.

I got up soon after Dan left, took a long leisurely shower and put on something comfortable. I do mean comfortable, not lacy and sheer. Hardly sexy in a tee shirt and tracksuit bottoms but I didn’t care.

The first task of the day was to decide what to do with the huge wet area on our bedroom carpet where we had leaked like a burst water main. (Note for readers. This chapter might be heavy on housekeeping chores so if you want to skip it be my guest. On the other hand, I may well get distracted then you’ll never know what you’ve missed).

As you will know by now the Old Mary did not view porn, and the New Mary had had little time to view it, but I had a shrewd idea they didn’t spend too much time showing the after-effects of a threesome orgy. (Can three people have an orgy? Don’t know. Don’t care).

Anyway back to the wet patch. I got a bucket, some carpet cleaner and hoped for the best. It was an ancient carpet, so if we needed to change it, it was no big deal.

I wondered if we could claim on our household insurance?

 “Hello, I wish to claim for a new carpet, I have stained the old one.”

“Oh, I’m sorry to hear that Madam. Can you give me details of how it happened?”

 “Yes. I was fingering my next-door neighbour hard when she started squirting, then she did me with her fingers which resulted in a huge flow out of my vagina.”

 Mm perhaps not.

Having finished the clear up I rewarded myself with a coffee and mulled over the events of the last few weeks.

Tumultuous I suppose is a good word to sum it up. We seemed to have done so much, but at the same time so little of what we initially listed.

 As I thought back over our adventures, I came to the conclusion what was giving me the biggest turn on was doing things in public. Flashing, even innocuous stuff like a stocking top or suspenders sent a frisson of excitement through me. Add being fucked with other people close by and my libido was off the scale.

White Van Man was definitely the high point.

This rather pointed to the future direction of our adventures. If Dan was happy the next outing needed to be dogging.

I then remembered the details of the club the woman in the toy shop had given me.

With everything else going on I’d completely forgotten about it. I hadn’t even mentioned it to Dan.

I recalled she’d asked me to email a CV, so I decided I might as well write it now.

I could have just sent her a copy of this journal but suspected they wouldn’t want to wade through seventy or eighty pages so set about writing a précis.

That took longer than I thought. Reliving those recent events got me all hot and horny, so I went online to research dogging; to see what the etiquette was, (etiquette? Groping and fucking strangers? I suppose that’s the word) and if there was any way to find local sites.

Yes, there was. After about an hour of surfing during which most of the sites I found seemed just to be either setups to produce videos for sale or collections of photos from elsewhere on the web, I came across one which seemed to be what I sought.

It gave a history of the pastime (pastime? Sounds equivalent to stamp collecting), how to behave, whether you were seeking cars with a woman in or, were women looking for men. It explained how to make it clear why you were there, which is what I was after, then gave a geographical list of regularly used sites.

It amazed me how many there were. Searching around I found three within easy reach of us without being too close.

This got me hot and I realised I was surfing with one hand while the other was busy between my legs.

God, it was still hours before Dan was due home. What could I do to divert myself?

I remembered one of my purchases. A toy yet to be given an outing.

The butt plug.

I’d never used one before. Well, can you imagine Old Mary countenancing such a device from the devil?

Further research on the web gave me the basic way of getting it in the first time and how women used them to get turned on.

So. Off come those sexless tracksuit bottoms. Off come the less than sexy knickers. I said I’d dressed for comfort and these were a hangover from Old Mary. White cotton bikini briefs. Out comes the lubrication. My god how long had I had that? Does it go off? I tried to remember when I had bought it and why. Old Mary buying lube. Certainly wasn’t for toys or butt plugs. No good. I couldn’t remember, perhaps Dan would, although it’s not the sort of purchase Old Mary would likely have discussed.

I applied a liberal coating to the plug then opening my legs to put it up to my bum. Here goes I thought. I’d had nothing up there for any reason. Certainly not sexual nor as far as I could remember, medical. So a slight push.

Ok. I pushed more. Ok, I could feel something but no real reaction. Push. Oh, my. Yes, I could feel it. How much more is there? I had bought what I thought would be the easiest to use so surely it’s nearly all in?

I hobbled over to the mirror. Another inch or so by the look of it. Ok. Go for it. Oh fuckkkkkkk! Wow. Ok. Right. Yep. A pleasant experience!

So I’m standing there looking in the mirror wondering if I could ever move with it up my arse when my mobile rings. Daughter’s ring tone.

Shit. Her timing is impeccable what with her last visit with three of us in bed.

Unusual for her to ring so I thought it might be important. I needed to get to the phone. I considered taking the plug out, but I suspected that was not something I should do in a hurry.

Where was the phone? In my bag on the landing. Not too far. I walked over to it. Slowly. Mm. I could now see why women kept these in when they go out. Oh boy. Could become a permanent fixture. Got to the phone with my breathing having become somewhat erratic. 

“Hi Mum, how are you?”

“Fantastic thanks. You?”

“Fine. Between lectures at the moment so just thought I’d check on you.”

“Oh, that’s nice. Yes, we are both great.”

“Yeh, you sound really bobish like you were when we called in the other week. Still taking the tablets are you?”

“Tablets? What do you mean?”

“Figure of speech Mother. You were so bright and happy last time, just wanted to check things were still good.”

 “Oh. Right. Yes, they are. Excellent.”

 I couldn’t disguise the intakes of breath; every slight move was causing me to gasp, I hoped Carolyn couldn’t hear them.

 “Oh, look while I’m on could I bring a couple of mates to stay for the weekend in a couple of weeks? We’re going to a concert and, like, transport is much easier from home than here.”

 “Oh, of course, darling. Your brother won’t be around so we’ve got the two spare rooms. Is it all girls or mixed?”

“One of each, not a boyfriend to either of us, just a friend.”

“No problem. Call us or text when you know times etc. I’ll make sure beds are made up.”

“Thanks, Mum. Must dash. Byeee.”

“Bye. Darling.”

My mind was now working in an alien way to Old Mary’s. Two college students. One boy. One girl. One each for Dan and me. Oh god that’s sick, isn’t it? My daughter’s friends. Looking at them as fuck material? Mm. Why not? Not as if they are under age or anything.

The idea of sex with a young man was highly exciting. Especially with this butt plus giving me tremors every time I moved. I had to take it out before I collapsed, which proved a lot easier than expected.

 

I’d been wondering all day if Mary would have something special for me when I got home as she had promised (or threatened!) that morning.

Yesterday’s shock of having the door opened for me by my erstwhile demure wife naked, wearing a huge strap on, would be hard to top.

In the event, it proved the polar opposite. No welcome at the door, but a vision of my wife descending the stairs in a less than erotic outfit of tee shirt and tracksuit bottoms and fluffy slippers. Fluffy slippers! I ask you. Where did they come from? I vaguely remember buying them for the Old Mary a few Christmas’s ago. That was the type of gift she liked. I was concerned they had resurfaced. Not signalling a reversion to the old model I hoped.

“Oh, darling. Is it that late already? I hadn’t realised. It’s been an interesting day. I became rather sidetracked. I’d promised you something special too.”

She reached the bottom of the stairs, threw one arm around me to pull me close, pressed her open mouth to mine and grabbed my balls hard. Right. Relief. Still the new model. As we came up for air, she promised she would make it up to me later but had lots to tell me.

She suggested I shower first; she’d start supper and get me a drink which sounded good.

If I’m honest, it was almost (only almost) a relief we weren’t straight into something sexy or deviant. It had been a stressful day at work and after yesterday I wasn’t averse to having a night off. Perhaps after a glass or two, I might well change my mind.

I showered and matched Mary’s non-sexy attire with a similar set myself minus the fluffy slippers. I decided I must ask her about those.

I returned downstairs to a large glass of wine, something smelling good on the stove and Mary curled up on the sofa with her glass.

“Ok. So what’s new?”

Mary told me about the club details the woman in the toyshop had given her; her research into dogging, and trying out her butt plug.

Perhaps I wasn’t too jaded for some action tonight.

“Oh, also, our daughter phoned. She wants to come and stay with two friends. They are off to some concert which is easier to get to from here.”

“Great. Be good to have time to catch up.”

“Yes. Her two friends are one male one female but no romantic attachments.”

“Not a problem is it? We’ve got the two rooms and a spare bed in Carolyn’s room.”

The glint in Mary’s eye should have given me a clue I’d missed something.

“Doesn’t the idea of having two unattached young people in the house do anything for you?”

I was tired so didn’t catch on.

“Do anything? Well, I suppose it could be noisy and we won’t be able to have any sexy fun without …”

My voice trailed off as the penny dropped.

“Oh bugger. Are you thinking what I think you are thinking?”

“Probably.”

“Shit. Well, yes. But with our daughter around? Perhaps neither of them would want to be fucked by two old fogeys anyway.”

“Oh, come on Dan. We are not going round on Zimmer frames. I grant you, you might be more difficult to get laid but surely there can’t be too many young men who would refuse a, what’s the term, MILF? I wasn’t suggesting doing it in front of Carolyn. It will take planning.”

“Mm. OK. Let’s give it some thought. See what she’s got planned and try to work something around that. Do you know if it’s one of the girls who came with her last time? One was a bit, well, you know, heavy?”

“Oh, getting picky in our old age are we?” Mary responded with a smile.

“Heaven forbid no. Just saying.”

“ No idea. Let’s eat.”

 

We left the subject while we ate and talked about the invitation to join the sex club, or whatever they called it. We decided I should send in the email and we would see if they wanted to take it further. The thought of having sex, of various shades, watched by a group of people was thrilling and that led us to the dogging. Having finished our meal and loaded up the dishwasher we settled down on the sofa with glasses of wine and my laptop looking at the information I’d gleaned.

We were both turned on at the thought. The photographs on the site showed what appeared to be genuine encounters where the women had up to half a dozen men to contend with.

Some just seemed to wank them or suck them off through a car window while others were outside getting well and truly filled by the men. So exciting. The thought was exhilarating; for Dan as much as for me if what he was doing with his hand between my legs was anything to go by. The laptop was shifting about all over the place.

“Got to do it,” stated Dan. “Soon.”

“Well, I’m not going to say no. These are the three best spots I thought.” I called up the online maps.

We studied what information there was before making a decision.

“Ok. So we know where; now when? Do they indicate what the best times are?”

“No, it’s just a question of luck. In a way that makes it more exciting, not knowing if I’m likely to get screwed or not.”

 

I was still having trouble accepting this was my wife of twenty-three years speaking. I doubt in all that time up to her recent conversion she would ever have used a term like ‘get screwed’.

I’d never thought words or speech could be a turn on, but when my darling wife talked like that, and I saw the light in her eyes it worked as an aphrodisiac sending the blood pumping into my cock.

“Ok then. Let’s go Friday evening, reasonably early. Then if we draw a blank we can go back Saturday and if necessary, Sunday.”

“God. I hope we don’t need to. I know I said not knowing heightens the experience, but drawing a blank twice would be frustrating.”

“Something that’s more frustrating.’

“Mm? What’s that?”

“It’s your Mother’s birthday weekend coming up.”

“Oh shit.”

“Still, just thinking about what you told me about your butt plug. How about going up so you can show me? I can fill your other hole and see how it feels.”

“Honestly. You men think about nothing but sex. Thank god.”

With that Mary took my hand to lead me upstairs.

 

It didn’t take long for us to get undressed. Dan plonked himself on the bed, leaning against the headboard and watching intently as I picked up the plug.

“Want me to put it in?”

“Noooo! I’m not letting you near it till I’ve got used to it.”

I applied copious amounts of lubricant to it and my bum, turned my back on Dan, lent forward, pushing my bum towards him.

“You can look though.”

“Oh, I am. I am.”

I gingerly inserted the end and pushed. The first bit was the most sensitive. The sexual tingle from it this time outweighed the strange sensations.

When it was in I turned round to find Dan wanking hard.

“Enjoyable?”

“Oh yes. Just wondering what it would be like if it was my cock, or even better, someone else’s while I went in the front door.”

“Give a girl a chance, husband dear, let me get used to this first. After all, it’s not exactly penis sized is it?”

“Ok. No problem. I can wait.”

I climbed on the bed straddling Dan and took hold of his cock to slide it into me. I didn’t need lube in that entrance. The sensations coming from my anus were quite enough to get the juices flowing.

Dan slipped in to the hilt.

“Wow. I can feel that; it’s almost as though it’s touching my cock.”

“Yeh, well, the wall’s not very…….” I trailed off as the combined feeling of a full vagina and rectum hit home.

“……thick. Oh boy. Is. That. Intense. Oh. Whoa!”

I was riding and falling on Dan’s cock; the experience of the two objects in me responding against each other was mind-blowing.

“Oh shit. Fuck. Fuck. Arrrrrr.”

I came. Shivers over my whole frame, which pushed my husband over the edge. He was pumping his load into me.

“Right. That seems to fulfil its function. Oh boy. How about you Danny boy?”

“Can’t complain. Had better.”

I pushed the hair out of my eyes. By the tone of voice, I couldn’t tell if he was being serious. His smirking smile told me he wasn’t. We both burst into laughter and collapsed into a loving embrace.

After a while, I realised the plug was still in. I was getting used to it and, being foolhardy, said to Dan,

“Want to take it out for me?”

Like he would refuse. Yeah. Right.

“Gently”

“Of course”

He was, but he also twisted it slightly and that returned the tremors to my body until it was out.

“Good purchase. You need to practise more. How about wearing it when you go shopping or to your next Trustee meeting?”

That conjured up a mind-bending picture of it popping out in the board room

“Not yet. I’ll wear it around the house first. Make the housework a lot more enjoyable.”

Curled in each other’s arms we drifted off to sleep.
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I had a dream that night. On one level it was a nightmare. On another, it was a premonition of an encounter that, judging by the wet state of the bed and my nest, I craved.

I was in Trafalgar Square in London. I had gone to one of the most public places I could think of. I was with a faceless nameless friend. Could have been male or female.

We had just come from Horseguards Parade where like millions of tourists I had posed for pictures next to the soldiers on their horses. The difference being in my case I had raised my skirt to the waist showing the world I had no knickers on.

I am sitting on the edge of a fountain. One leg perched on the edge, the other dangling towards the floor. The resulting view up my skirt being uninterrupted.

A man approaches. He says he is a policeman and is arresting me for indecency. I go with him without protest. My friend has disappeared from my dream.

He takes me to a police station. He takes me directly to a cell and tells me to sit on the hard bed.

He gives me an option. I can either be charged with public indecency or I can let every policeman in the station service me.

I agree to the latter.

He leaves me in the cell locking the door as he goes. He returns with six other burly policemen. They all stare at me with lust in their eyes. One by one I’m instructed to unzip their trousers, pull their cocks out and wank them hard.

Once they are all ready I’m instructed to kneel on the floor with them in a circle. I’m still fully clothed.

I am then told to suck and wank them. As many as I can at any one time. I do as I’m told and their jizz starts to erupt and spray over me and my clothes.

By the time I’m finished I have a thick layer of spunk over my face, and my blouse and skirt are liberally splattered.

The policemen move away and I see another group of five by the door.

I’m told to take my knickers off and lie face up on the bed.

In turn, I take five cocks inside me. Five times they come, pumping their sperm deep into me.

After the fifth is finished the five move back and I see another five enter. This time they are all black.

I’m told to turn over and get on all fours. I do as I’m told and the five take it in turns fucking me anally. Their cocks are huge and I’m stretched to the limit but have multiple orgasms.

They then tell me I’m free to go. I’m not allowed to clean up but made to walk out and down the street caked in cum. They did it to embarrass me. I wear it like a badge of honour.

 

Then I woke up. I was sweating and oh so wet. Dan still slept beside me so I hadn’t been too restless.

You know how sometimes when you dream, you know you have dreamt but have great trouble remembering any detail? Well, this wasn’t one of those cases. It took me a while to gather my senses and work out it was a dream.

It then took longer for me to analyse it in my mind.

Had I enjoyed it? Which aspects of it? Had I liked being raped multiple times? Which turned me on more? The bukkake, the fucks, or the anal? I had to force myself to realise they weren’t actual happenings, but there was no regret in my mind; if they had been I wouldn’t have minded.

Was it because they were policemen? After all, men have erotic fantasies about nurses and policewomen don’t they?

I lay there a while, thinking the dream through. I came to a decision. If it were real I would have given consent for it. A multiple gang bang. On to the list of to-dos.

Time to get up and get my man off to work.

Today I vowed to try to keep the butt plug in all day whilst I did the housework. How sore would it make me? More important, how turned on would it make me?

What with the dream and the butt plug my mind was in only one place all day. I quickly came to the realisation I was quite prepared to shock people with my new found lust for sex and all things sexual and decided one thing I wanted to do from the dream was walk down the street with my face dripping with cum.

How depraved. How gloriously debauched. Would Dan’s cum be enough though? Our next sex session (I’d given up thinking of it as lovemaking. What I craved was just primeval sex), I’d get him to come over my face and have a check in the mirror. I suspect I’d need more than one guy’s cum.

God, I was feeling horny. It would be hours before Dan got home. I texted Sally to see if she was around. No luck, she was working. I texted Dan, told him how hot I felt and asked when he would be home because I needed an urgent seeing to.

The reply back was both a disappointment and a huge further turn on.

 

Can’t get away till usual time. Here’s a challenge 

for you in the interim. Go out and see if you can 

get screwed by someone aged over 75. I want 

photo proof.



XXXXXXXXXX
Obviously Dan had picked up on my excitement retelling my encounter with the old boy on the train.

Now he was telling me to go on the hunt for another.

 

More than a tremor of excitement ran through me.

Going out on my own and actively hunting for someone to fuck was electrifying.

I ran upstairs to change. Big mistake. I’d forgotten about the butt plug.

At least that proved I was getting used to it. I suspected a large part of my euphoric sexual mindset was because of it, but I can tell you I do not recommend running upstairs with one in. I gasped, dropping to my knees after the first couple of steps. My body contorted. After a couple of minutes I regained control and decided I didn’t need the extra stimulus it provided, so dropped my tracksuit bottoms and gently removed it.

I ascended the rest of the stairs at a slower pace and made for my undies drawer. I decided on the black with the sheer blouse with my faithful wrap-over skirt. I needed to buy more of that style.

A little jacket to go over the blouse to get me past the watchtower of neighbours and a pair of low heel black shoes completed the outfit.

To a casual observer, the Old Mary popping out to the shops.

Where to start the hunt? A new experience. Where do old people go on a sunny afternoon? The park might be a good place to try.

What were the chances of finding a pensioner up for sex? Was the day before yesterday (was it only two days ago?) a one-off or were all the men around that age desperate for a fuck? I had no idea, but it would be fun finding out.

The park was a fifteen-minute walk. By the time I arrived I’d taken my jacket off, putting it in the large tote bag I was carrying. I checked my wrap-over skirt was failing in its task. It was, but not excessively. I decided I’d let it be until I spied a likely victim.

Victim was hardly the right word, perhaps beneficiary was more suitable.

Given it was early afternoon there were not huge numbers of people about, and as it was term time, no school-age children. I didn’t want to be doing anything near kids.

I began my hunt.

The first possible beneficiary was an old man in an electrified wheelchair. He had parked it next to a bench and was throwing bread to the ducks on the pond.

I sat on the bench and demurely made sure my wrap over lived up to its name. I didn’t want to appear too brazen. I thought I’d be able to tell if he might be a contender if his eyes latched on to my breasts encased in the black bra on display behind the sheer blouse.

I chatted to him about the weather, the ducks, the park, anything really to see what type of response I got. Minimal. ‘Yes,’ ‘No,’ ‘Spose so,’ were the limit, and it became clear he would not be interested in what I had to offer.

I bade him farewell, got off the bench and continued my wander.

Now any British readers will know exactly what I’m describing in the following paragraph but possibly a mystery to the rest of the world. If it is, could I suggest you stop reading here and Google “Last of the Summer Wine BBC.” Have a read there, or watch some episodes, then rejoin my story.

I wandered on and came to the children’s play area with swings, climbing frames and roundabouts.

There were no children there but there were two old men on the swings trying to outdo each other. My mind immediately went to Clegg and Compo although neither were quite as tatty and smelly as I’ve always imagined Compo to be.

They were having a great time and there were two further swings empty with the four being set up in a square.

I couldn’t resist the temptation. I sat down on one of the swings, got it moving and called out to the two.

“This looks fun.”

As I pushed off and got it moving, I made no effort to keep my legs together or my skirt under control. You don’t have to be Isaac Newton to realise the action of swinging made the skirt flap and then get plastered to the sides of the swing.

This got the old boys’ attention and soon their swings were motionless as they watched me giving an unadulterated display of my underwear.

I kept this going for a while making sure they were definitely interested in what they were watching.

They were.

I brought the swing to a halt but didn’t try to cover myself up.

“Wow. Very enjoyable. Anything else we could do that would be as much fun?”

They couldn’t miss the innuendo in my voice.

“I can think of something,” said Clegg.

“Funny, so can I,” said Compo

“Great. Can I join in?” I asked naively. 

“Well, as I see it, what I have in mind wouldn’t be nearly as much fun if I did it with Eric here.”

Bingo. Beneficiaries found.

“Oh? Surely you are not thinking of anything naughty are you?”

“Depend’s on what you call naughty.”

As he replied I looked around the park to check we were alone. In one deft movement (even if I say so myself) I removed my blouse over my head, got up from the swing and as I walked over towards them reached up behind my back to unhook my bra. I was now standing close to them both. Stunned expressions on their faces. I hunched my shoulders and shrugged off the bra catching a strap in one hand.

“Want a feel?”

No words, but a scrabbling of feet and a rush comparable to refugees chasing food being thrown out of the back of a lorry.

“Steady boys. No rush. I’m not going to change my mind.”

No way on god’s earth would I have changed my mind. At that moment I’d have agreed to anything they wanted, no matter how bizarre or depraved.

I was about to find out just how depraved two old men could be.
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They crowded in on me. Their hands grabbed hold of my tits, massaging them, tweaking the nipples and then suddenly I had two mouths locked over them as if feeding twins. Boy, could they suck. I wondered if they’d forgotten their dentures.

God, I was wet.

“Guy’s, we need to go somewhere. This is too exposed.”

I wasn’t worried about being seen, but we were in a park and the risk of Mums and kids intruding was not something I wanted.

“I know,” says the one called Eric, “how about the old sports pavilion?”

“Should be OK, hasn’t been used for years, and I seem to remember there’s a broken window round the back we can climb through. I saw it last time I got caught short.”

Charming. Problem with age presumably. Anyway.

“OK, let’s go check.”

They led the way. I’d slipped my jacket out of the bag, and put it on in case we saw any families, but we saw no one. We skirted around the back of the old wooden building. The two old boys had to trample the undergrowth so we could get near the window.

“Right. Up you go,” says the one I now knew to be called Derek.

“Guys, do I look like cat woman?”

This was becoming farcical. If I hadn’t been so horny I would have been wetting myself with laughter. The window was well over eight feet off the ground.

“I know,” Derek said, “I’ll crouch down and you can climb on my back to get in.”

“And then? How do we get last one in?”

“Oh yeh. Good point.”

Eric went off to find another way in. Christ, I thought, hurry up. I’m desperate to fuck.

“Here.”

He’d found a largish hole near the ground. Probably made by teenagers using this place for the same thing we had planned.

Eric crawled through first then gave me a helping hand. I didn’t need to get on my knees which was a relief as I’d have ruined my stockings which would have made me a shoo-in for Nora Batty to their Clegg and Compo.

Now the fun was over. I felt the atmosphere change.

The pavilion hadn’t been used for years. I was surprised it was still standing. Probably a listed building.

It was dark, dank and musty, heightening the sense of depravity.

I dropped my bag, slipped off my coat, undid the waist belt of my skirt and removed it.

I started to remove my knickers when I felt a body push up against my back. A husky voice said, “I’ll do that.” Two hands pushed my black lace knickers down. By the time they reached my knees, I felt a hand between my legs with fingers hungrily finding their way in me. I kicked the knickers off so I could open my legs more, as I felt the two fingers already inside me get joined by a further two from a different hand.

They were frigging me together. The degradation was sublime. Whoever was in front of me, Derek I think, had a nipple in his mouth and was sucking on it.

The other one’s cock was firming up behind me as he ground his pelvis into my bum. He had one hand clamped over a tit which he squeezed hard. Exquisite.

I reached down and found Derek’s zip. I opened it, undid his trousers and pulled his cock out.

He was firm already; I slowly wanked him.

Behind me, I realised Eric had unzipped himself. His naked cock was sliding up and down my bum crack.

Their hands were getting soaked. Niagara Falls was cascading out of my cunt. Here I was, an unadulterated wife la short while ago, now being pawed over by a couple of pensioners in a run-down shed. Completely insane. Completely delicious.

There was an old trestle table at the back of the room. They led me over to it, their hands continually exploring my body. They laid me on the rough wooden surface, pushing my legs apart.

At the start of this adventure, I’d assumed I’d be doing the leading for some poor frail old pensioner. That was not how it was developing.

Eric’s head came between my legs. He lapped up my juices like a dog, while Derek was pinching and pulling on my nipples; licking and nibbling my ear. He was standing behind my head his twitching cock slapping my face

Eric changed his action, gently sucking my lips.

My god. These two.

Eric stood up, dropped his trousers and pulled me towards the end of the table, so my cunt was over the edge.

Here we go.

I felt his cock touching my lips, then he thrust its full length in. Not big, but, hell, size didn’t matter. He held it in, completely still for several seconds.

He was probably frightened to move for fear he would come. I didn’t want that either, so kept stock still.

After a while, he regained control and started a regular slow thrust.

Derek’s hand had left my breast, and he was now standing next to Eric. He ran his hand through my pubes, twisting the hair around his fingers and pulling on them. He was doing it fairly gently, but it added intensity to the other feelings running through my body.

Then things notched up the depravity scale.

Derek slid his hand lower and circled his fingers around Eric’s cock as it came out of my cunt. With each thrust, he’d move his hand out of the way, and then when Eric’s cock emerged, he’d grasp it while Eric continued his withdrawal. Derek was effectively making Eric’s tunnel longer.

I was away. Not watching much, just wallowing in the sensations washing through my body, my head back, eyes closed, this could go on forever.

Then there was a change in rhythm. Eric’s cock momentarily stopped, then resumed at a faster rate. I opened my eyes to see where Derek was, as I couldn’t feel his hand any longer. Derek was now cradling Eric’s balls in one hand; the other was somewhere behind him. If I had to guess a finger or two were exploring Eric’s anus.

Shit. My immediate reaction was shock. Then a sense of depravity. How many times have I used that word? Was it that aspect that I found most satisfying? I suspected it was.

I orgasmed there and then. I can’t say the sight was sexy in the accepted sense of the word. It was just its mind-boggling crudeness.

My eruption and bucking made the two of them part. It also proved the end of Eric’s control. He stopped his thrusting. His cock twitched as he pumped his sperm in me.

I had been planning to ask them both to come over my face. I had wanted to experiment with my dream scenario but it was too late now and I didn’t care.

As Eric withdrew his cock, Derek bent lower to take it in his mouth, sucking my juices and Eric’s remaining cum off. With everything else happening it hardly seemed kinky, but it was!

I watched transfixed. After a last lick up the whole length of his friend’s cock, he turned his attention to my dripping cunt and cleaned that up.

The whole scene was so perverted another orgasm swept through me giving Derek even more juice to swallow. His tongue teased my lips, which he was holding open continuing to send me wild. I needed filling.

“God. Fuck me, Derek. Get your dick in me. Please. I need my cunt filled.”

“No problem Luv.”

He stood up, lifted my legs and put them over his shoulders. Then he pushed his cock roughly into me.

I didn’t care. I needed his cock going up and down my love nest. Heaven. He wasn’t huge, a little bigger than his mate.

“Fuck me. Harder. Harder, shit I need it, fuck me.”

He carried on as I went over the edge again, this time with a scream. His rhythmic pumping subsided.

“How about it up your arse Luv?”

Oh my god. If I’d been slightly more in control of myself, I might have said no. I’d planned to take it slowly, to let Dan be the first.

But I wasn’t in control. I was totally out of control.

“God yes. Wherever. I just need cock.”

He withdrew, and I felt two pairs of hands turning me over into a doggie position.

Eric came round in front of me, kneaded and slapped my hanging breasts, as I felt Derek’s wet fingers round my anus lubricating it with the juice from my pussy. Then he pushed a finger in.

Electrifying. The only thing I’d had up there was the inanimate butt plug. His finger with the subtle movements on the sensitive nerves at the rim had me gasping and moaning. He withdrew his finger; I felt the head of his cock at the entrance.

God, it felt bigger than when it entered my cunt. He pushed gently. Those nerve ends were being worked. I was ecstatic. My moans were growing in intensity when I realised Eric’s cock was in my face. Fairly firm. I was too far gone to consider it at the time, but for a guy of his age to recover so quickly was amazing. I opened my mouth, and he pushed forward.

I tried to suck it but the sensations coming from the other end occupied my mind. Derek’s fingers intensified those feelings, working on my pussy while his cock still pounded my arse.

I came again. This climax produced the orgasm to end all orgasms. How I didn’t end up biting Eric’s cock off I shall never know. Derek climaxed at the same time and I had the new sensation of cum dripping out of my bum. Indescribable.

I collapsed on to the table; spent.

The two guys looked fairly exhausted too although Eric still had a semi hard-on. Through the mists of my sexual haze, I saw him get behind Derek and push him over the table.

He was going to fuck him. Shit. I had to watch. I propped myself up on one elbow bringing Derek’s face close to mine. He was enjoying the sensation of the cock trying to go inside him. Having just had a similar experience I could understand why. I eased forward, so I was close and kissed him. He was very bristly.

“No good,” said Eric, “I ain’t hard enough.”

“Na didn’t think you’d get back up so quick. We ain’t twenty anymore ya know.”

That was it. All three of us completely knackered.

 

I remembered Dan had asked for photo proof of any conquest. I pulled myself together enough to explain and ask if I could take a pic.

“Christ, girl. After that, you can ask for the Crown Jewels and yer can have ‘em. Your hubby has got to be the luckiest fucker in the world.”

I set up the phone on the timer and we got together with me in the middle, all still naked. I took one of us standing there then did a few more with them groping my tits and fingering me. Finally, I got on my knees and did one holding both their cocks to my mouth although both were still flaccid.

“That should do,” I announced.

“Jeez. What an afternoon. Can we buy you a cup of tea? Park cafe should be open.”

I needed something a lot stronger than tea, however it would have been churlish to refuse, so we dressed, climbed out the way we had entered, and wandered over to the cafe.

The muddy turgid liquid presented in a cracked china cup bore little resemblance to tea. Neither did it taste like any tea I had ever tasted but Compo and Clegg were obviously attuned to it. I was on too much of a sexual high to care.

Before I did anything else I sent the photos through to Dan with no covering note. I could imagine his face when he opened them. Just hoped he would be alone when he did.

I had to ask my septuagenarian studs:

“What were you doing on the swings?”

“Oh yeah. Well, we got a bit of a reputation down at the sheltered housing and need to live up to it.”

“Reputation? For what?”

“Being overgrown kids. Larking around. Doing stupid fings. Most of them old fogies think we’re bonkers. Others call us Foggy and Clegg from Last of the Summer Wine.”

I couldn’t help laughing.

“Amazing. When I first saw you I thought Compo and Clegg.”

“Oh. Ta very much. Didn’t fink either of us was scruffy enough to be Compo.”

“Oh no sorry. I didn’t mean it that way.”

“That’s all right Luv. After this afternoon we’d forgive you anything.”

“Sorry guys, this is presumptuous of me but I was a bit taken aback seeing how bi you both were.”

They glanced at each other.

“We ain’t, not really, but at our age chances of getting proper action is pretty small so we decided to help each other out.”

“How do you mean?”

“Well, after Eric and me got to know each other, we started talking about sex and how all we ever did these days was wank ourselves off so we wondered if it would feel better if we did it ‘ter each other and it did. So we carried on and eventually tried the whole thing. After all, sex is sex ain’t it?”

“Besides which,” interjected Eric, “we’ve both got pretty good imaginations so I imagine I’m fucking Cate Blanchett and for Derek, I’m Helen Mirren.”

I couldn’t help roaring with laughter. “Yep. Certainly confirms you have vivid imaginations, but I can’t disagree with the sentiment. Do you live together?”

“Na. Not really. We live in sheltered housing. There’s ‘bout fifty of us and we each got our own place and there’s a lounge and they cook meals and we eat together.”

“No women to socialise with?”

They both cracked up at this.

“Well. There’s women. But most of ‘em got their legs tied together or a nasty smell under their nose.”

“Mind you. One or two of ‘em are ok to chat to, and some of the staff don’t mind a bit of a larf.”

“By laugh do you mean what I think you mean?”

“Ha. Well. Not like this afternoon. But a couple don’t mind if we give ‘em the odd grope.”

“So you were pleased I ran into you today?”

“Bleeding ‘ell! Didn’t it show? Christ, I fink if I dies tomurrer I’d go happy.”

“Oh, I hope you don’t. I was quite looking forward to a rematch.”

“Yeh. Right. Cos we’re sexier than Brad Pitt and all them. Yeah right. Luv, you don’t need to ‘umour us. This afternoon has been bloody brilliant. Course we love to do it again, but you don’t ‘ave to say that.”

It was then I realised why I’d said it.

“No, it would be great, and I’d bring my husband so you can introduce him to gay sex.”

“Bleeding ‘ell. Is there anything you two won’t try?”

“Not so far,” I replied. I gave them a potted history of the last few weeks.

“Fucking ‘ell. You’re making up for lost time.”

“Yep. And loving it. Tell you what, any of your mates up at the home want to join in? Or do you want to keep me to yourselves?”

“No. At our age, we’re ‘appy to share. There’s a couple of guys might be up for it.”

“What about the women? I’d love to watch my husband fuck an older woman.”

“Fuck me Luv. Every time you open your mouth fings get weirder. No, can’t fink of any that wouldn’t have a bleeding heart attack if we suggested suminck like this.”

“Oh well, never mind. Look I’ve got to go. Do you have a mobile number I can have to contact you?”

“Yeah. Here’s mine.”

“Super. Oh, one last question. When my husband told me to do this, he stipulated someone over 75. How old are you guys?”

“Er well I’m 73 and Eric is 77 so I suppose if you average it you are ok!”

I giggled. “Mm, I’m sure it won’t be a problem anyway.” I showed them the reply I had received to the image I’d sent to Dan earlier.

XXXXX!!!!!!!!!!!!XXXXXXXXX

“Ere hang on a minute. You say your husband told you to do this? As in made you?”

“Oh no, no, not like that. He made it a challenge. I’d texted him to say I felt horny, so he said I should go out and find a fuck but to make it interesting he stipulated the age. So I obeyed.”

“Right oh. Didn’t want to think he had forced you into it or anything; though given how you seemed to enjoy it, that’s not easy to imagine.”

“Too true,” I replied with a smile.

With that, I got up, gave them both a long wet kiss (those bristles!) then left them to walk home with a very sore fanny, a bum that had had a new experience and a huge amount to tell Dan.
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Mary’s images from her meeting with the two old men arrived while I had my secretary with me, discussing my diary for the rest of the week. When the phone chirped to signal the incoming mail I opened it and did a double-take.

“What’s up?” asked Stella.

My reaction was clear in my face. She luckily didn’t realise the feeling was lust. Also, luckily she was sitting the other side of my desk so couldn’t see the images.

“Oh, no problem, just a note from Mary.”

I texted a reply back, and with difficulty finished the discussion on the mundane subject of who I was meeting, when.

Once my secretary had left - no hang on, perhaps a word or two about her might be appropriate here.

She isn’t sex on legs. She is approaching retirement age, somewhat overweight, with a very unadventurous and staid outlook on life. A bit like Mary’s, before her conversion.

The reason for mentioning Stella in any detail is because as she has been with me for years, I rely on her hugely to function efficiently, and we are close friends with her and her husband. They have been married for thirty years, and have two daughters who are friends with our kids.

What was going through my mind as she sat on the other side of the desk whilst I looked at a picture of my wife holding two old men’s cocks, was how she and all our other friends would/will react if/when they find out.

I watched her walk out of the room. No sexy wiggle or hint of femininity. Just businesslike, but my thoughts began to wander. Does she dress as sensibly underneath? Mary certainly did. Does she enjoy sex? Mary certainly didn’t. Has she ever in her married life had another man? My guess would be no, but I guessed not many would attribute our current lifestyle to us.

Seeing Mary with those two old pensioners got me thinking about fucking anyone. Could I do it? Mary obviously could, I had the evidence in front of me, but could I? An old woman? An obese woman? A man?

Could I go the whole way with a bloke? Would it be sexually charged enough for me to get an erection?

I think I had the answer. It might have been due to the picture I was viewing but my cock was stirring. I focused my thoughts on Stella, my secretary, as a starting point and then on to Caroline’s friend from the other day. Very overweight but my libido was saying no problem, Dan, you can give them one, especially if Mary is egging you on.

In some ways it felt sexier than fucking a young attractive woman. Perhaps because it would mean the act was pure unadulterated sex. Done to violate a body, not for love, not for beauty, but just for lust.

I now couldn’t wait to get home to hear in detail about Mary’s fucking. When I’d given her the challenge, I thought it unlikely she would succeed. Given her encounter on the train so recently, surely, I thought, there aren’t that many randy pensioners around? That was my reasoning. Faulty yet again. I had a lot to learn about people’s lust for sex.

I arrived home, parked the car and let myself in. It was quiet. Unusual. Mary invariably called out to me when I entered, or, as the other night, meet me at the door (with or without a strap-on).

I called out, but no reply. I knew she was back because her keys were on the hall stand.

I checked the kitchen and lounge. Empty. I called out again. Still no reply.

I was beginning to get worried. The encounter with those two old men. Were they as innocent as Mary thought?

I went up the stairs. Checked our bedroom. Empty. But then I heard a splash from the bathroom.

I opened the door, and relief flooded through me as I saw my beloved in the bath, her head almost submerged so her ears were underwater preventing her from hearing me. Her eyes were closed, and a hand was gently rubbing her clit.

I silently undressed and stepped into the bath.

Her shriek could have woken the whole neighbourhood!

“Oh, bleeding hell. You’ve just taken ten years off my life.”

“Then there’s no time to waste,” I replied, and squeezed in beside her and started kissing her, starting with her ear, and working my way to her lips, neck, breasts, pubes and finally my tongue was tasting her feminine juices. The aroma of sex was still very strong.

The lovemaking was long and intense. The bathwater ended up covering the bathroom floor (tiled) and cold, but neither of us noticed.

When we were finished I climbed out and soaped her back with some fresh hot water and then we were both out embracing and kissing each other, as we dripped more water on the floor.

A good while later we ended up in our robes in the lounge with a glass of wine each, and Mary related the story of her afternoon.

There were so many parts of the story that made me horny. By the time she had finished my cock was at attention again.

I’ve never been or certainly never regarded myself as a stud and my recovery time is ( or rather was) quite long. I assume that was due to lack of stimulus. Fucking the Old Mary was not a chore but it wasn’t mind-bendingly erotic either.

These days it almost seemed as if I could rise to the occasion within minutes.

No complaints mind you.

Mary saw and felt the state of me.

“That needs dealing with but I’m a bit sore. You’ll have to make do with this.”

She bent her head down and took my length in her mouth.

Pre-conversion the Old Mary needed a huge amount of persuasion to suck me off. Thankfully this was no longer the case and it was amazing how quickly she had honed her technique.

Her tongue was doing magical things to the tip of my penis when I erupted. Not a huge load, given how many times I’d already emptied myself this evening but Mary sucked every last drop out.

She then withdrew and opened her mouth to show me the cum in there and then sort of gargled with it.

How fucking slutty could my wife get? Was there any limit to her degradation? I was convinced the answer was no.

Searching my mind I could see no scenario in which I would stop Mary partaking.

 

The rest of the evening was a gradual descent from the sexual summit we had occupied for so long.

Mary was sore and tired. I was empty. We had sated our sexual needs for the moment.

It was probably time to ease back we decided. The roller coaster of the last few weeks was taking us higher and higher, or perhaps, lower and lower, into our sexual heaven.

Seemed strange to say it but we felt a break would be welcome.

The conversation led to two decisions to structure our adventures. We would have sex free days each week. No cheating by wanking or frigging. Total abstinence. We knew that would be frustrating, but that in itself would be a turn on and the demands of our libido after the fasting would make us even more perverted. I use that word advisedly. Our chat made it clear this is what we craved. Perversion, degradation. Sex on the edge. I know it’s a BDSM term, but vanilla sex was not going to satisfy us to the same level. Whether it be we fuck in public, find old men (or old women), have gang bangs, it needed to be debauched.

As to the abstinence, we decided on three days. It made sense for them to be mid-week as I was at work and we would have the weekends to do what we wanted.

Whether it should be a block of three, that is Monday to Wednesday or alternate days, Monday, Wednesday and Friday, was difficult to decide.

In the end we thought we would try the alternate days as at the moment the thought of three consecutive days without sex was horrendous, but if it seemed to heighten our desire we could try to lengthen the gap.

The second discussion was to set each other a challenge regularly. We talked about doing it weekly but then decided to extend it to monthly.

Too often, and it would lose its novelty, and soon become increasingly difficult to think of challenges to set.

We would take today as Mary’s first so she would think up something for me.

We talked about this for a while and came to the conclusion it wouldn’t work. It was all very well, me telling Mary to, for example, take her knickers off in the street, but her telling me to do that could have serious repercussions. In the end, we decided it would just be me giving Mary challenges once a month.

Meanwhile, tomorrow would be our first sex free day, and with that thought in mind, we decided to call it a night and were soon deeply asleep.

 

Morning, and as I slowly awoke my immediate thought was to roll over and fondle my super husband but I then remembered our last discussion.

Today was to be our first no sex day.

Huh. The way I felt I’d be amazed if it lasted until breakfast, but then I stretched and put my feet out of bed, and realised just how sore I was.

Everywhere.

From my fanny (do youngsters still use that term?) to my arse (a smile came to my face as I remembered losing my anal virginity yesterday) to my cheeks (those two oldies need to shave more often or closer). I thought a lot of the soreness even between my legs was probably due to their stubble as much as to too much cock. Enough to make it likely I would be abstemious today.

It was unusual for me to be first up. I suspected my mind was in overdrive, reliving yesterday.

I went downstairs to put the coffee on and, whilst I was waiting for it to percolate, checked my emails.

Mainly the usual rubbish and no, as far as I could see, my man didn’t need an endless supply of viagra.

But amongst them was a reply from the address the woman in the toy shop had given me. I eagerly opened it.

 

Hi Mary and Dan

Thank you for your e-mail regarding our group.

From the information you gave us you certainly sound as though you would fit in well! Unfortunately at this time we have no vacancies. I understand from Fiona that she did indicate there were spaces but unbeknown to her they had been allocated at our last meeting.

We will certainly keep your details on file and notify you as soon as we have a vacancy if that is acceptable to you.

Regards



N
That was a shame but there was plenty else we were keen to try and it did sound rather like the reply for a job interview. Perhaps it wasn’t for us.

The coffee was ready so I took the cups upstairs with my tablet.

Dan was now stirring and the lustful expression on his face told me he had forgotten our agreement from the previous night.

“No, sunny boy, don’t you remember? Today is a no sex day.”

“Huh? Oh. Yeah. Right. What’s the time? Did I oversleep?”

“No. You are Ok for time, I just woke early for once. We’ve had a reply from the sex club place.”

“Great. What do they say?”

“No space at the inn at the moment; we’ll have to wait for that bit of depravity. We did say we were going to try dogging this weekend… 

“Sounds a good substitution”

“… but my darling perpetual hard cock something we have both forgotten.”

“What’s that?”

“This coming weekend is the weekend from Hell.”

“Oh shit.”
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I spent the day trying to define what I had become. This sexual perversion seeping into every core of my body was all consuming. I adored it and that was my concern. Should I be? I had to talk it through with Dan.

After supper that evening I broached the subject.

“You know, this recent period has been unbelievable. All those men fucking me, especially those two old men; the only word I can think of to fully describe it is totally perverted.”

“That’s two words.”

“Oh, stuff you, you know what I mean.”

“I do, and, yes, actually I agree. Is that a problem?”

“No. Far from it. It got me thinking as to why, or rather more accurately, what it is I’m enjoying so much, and I don’t think it’s the sex, or rather not just the sex.”

“How do you mean?”

“It’s difficult to explain, but I think why it’s giving me so much pleasure, so many orgasms, is because it’s illicit, in the sense it’s not everyday sex. That’s what prompted me to take my bra off in Sam’s studio. I was undressing in a public place. I know it wasn’t public in the usual sense of the word, but it wasn’t private, my own home. It made it feel ‘naughty’.”

“Then the flashing in the car and undressing in the pub. Not actual sex, but making me so, so, wet.”

“Fucking Mr White Van Man with people possibly seeing turned me on so much. Then the two pensioners But, know what? Top of my wish list would be to do it in a pub with a crowd of people, men and women watching and joining in.”

“Judging by what my cock is doing I agree. Totally. It’s the perverted aspect as much as anything. When you told me about your being fucked by those two pensioners, their age heightened the thrill. I don’t think it would have been so huge a turn on if it had been someone our age. Likewise, if it had been a young bloke or someone we knew. All adds to the excitement.”

“Oh, Dan, I’m so relieved you agree. I need this to go in that direction if you do too.”

“Absolutely. Anything special in mind?”

“No, I hadn’t dare think so far ahead, but I’ve come to the conclusion I don’t care who knows now. That’s a thrill in its own right.”

“What, family and friends you mean?”

“Yes. I would just love to see the faces of some of our straight-laced friends, and my God, Old Mary had enough of those. If we had them to dinner and started telling them about my flashing exploits or yesterday’s oldie duo. Or we could have a party and I could dress as I did to the pub when we met Henry and Heather and perhaps end up screwing on the floor in front of them. Or tell Carolyn and ask if we can screw the friends she’s bringing home.”

“Hell. You know what? I should be saying to you those are all insane ideas, but the way my cock has reacted is telling me I love every one of them. Where should we start?”

“Well, Carolyn is coming home soon remember, and we were talking about seeing if we could seduce her friends. It would save having to do it surreptitiously if we told her. No guarantee her friends would fuck us, but at least we wouldn’t have to try and do it without our daughter being aware.”

“This is weird. Why is the thought of telling our daughter she has sexually liberated parents who want to fuck her friends turning me on so much?”

“No idea. But it does me too. Do you think we both might like her to join in?”

“Oh jeez, we are getting into extreme perverted thinking now.”

“I’m not suggesting incest. Just her joining in. A general orgy Think of her kissing a boyfriend while he screwed me.”

“Think she would? Doesn’t she tend to take after the Old Mary?”

“I’m frightened she does, but I can’t let her waste her life as I have.”

“Ok. I’ll go with that too. Anything else weird you have in mind?”

“Last thing. This I think might blow your mind.”

“What?”

“How about I seduce your father?”
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I didn’t know how to react. I laughed. Surely she was joking?

“No. I’m serious. Your Dad is lovely, a real gentleman but the Old Mary caught him with his eyes lingering on her breasts more than once so he’s human too.”

“Christ, you mean it don’t you? No problem from my point of view and since Mum’s dead it’s not as though you’d be creating problems there.”

“Exactly. Mind you, it’s one-sided. What could you do? I would suggest you did my Mum but I know that is not even worth fantasising about. Is it?”

“No, definitely not. How on earth would I get to screw her? Rape her? I’ve been tempted over the years, often, but in the real world I don’t consider I’d go to that extreme.”

“Mm. An interesting choice of words; ‘don’t think you’d go to that extreme’ So you might?”

“Everything considered, your Mum, what is she mid-sixties, is still attractive. She’s not got a bad figure either and I’d happily fuck her but forcing her? A bridge too far.”

The problem is, I felt a stirring in my loins. Jeez, were we getting to a stage in this where we’d even contemplate such a thing? No, a fantasy surely?

“Ok, ‘spose your right, but that brings Zoe and that prick of a husband of hers to mind. I could nominate her for ‘Dan’s Family Fuck’. Especially with the weekend from Hell upon us.”

Zoe was Mary’s younger sister by five years. She was attractive with a great pair of tits. In my fantasies when the Old Mary and I had been screwing, it was often Zoe I had in my mind’s eye. For two reasons. One, the aforementioned tits and secondly she was a world-class bitch with a husband to match.

They were rolling in money. He was, is, a city trader. By another name a gambler. The difference is he does it with other people’s money so it’s win-win. I’m not sure if he specialises in any field - futures in Antarctic coffee beans perhaps, (I made that up in case of doubt) or some other obscure commodity, but whatever it is he makes obscene amounts of money doing it. Obscene money for an obscene man.

Zoe could have gone into a nunnery and they would have considered her ideas on the horror of sex too extreme. Her views made Old Mary’s akin to a streetwalker’s.

There was mileage in using our sexual freedom to wind them up. We didn’t see them often thank god but had the occasional family get together which was usually strained and very reserved. Like the one about to be visited upon us. Everyone walked on eggshells because of Zoe and her mum and Old Mary hated confrontation so I kept my mouth shut.

The chance of unleashing twenty odd years of pent up frustration sounded good.

“I’d have no compunction of giving your sister a seeing to, with or without her permission, but I don’t want to go to jail for rape.”

“And I don’t want you to either my love, I’ve got to make up to you for all those Old Mary years, but there must be a way. Let’s think on it. I see these thoughts are giving you some need for relief!”

We got sidetracked for a while. Nothing serious worth describing to you lot. Just a good old-fashioned bit of head followed by a hard fuck. Quite hard actually. I had a picture of Zoe in my mind and she was taking a pounding.

“Wow. Very domineering my love.”

“Ha. Well, ’twas your sister I was screwing!”

“Mm, lucky her. I’d so love to watch you doing her. God, how degraded she would feel. About time we took her down from her high horse.”

So we discussed it and came up with a cunning idea!

We then had a whole week of non-sexual activity. No, not true. We had some great sessions and talked about our plans. The idea of non-sex days had not lasted long.

The plan in particular soon to become a reality was having fun at our brother-in-law’s expense.

 

I suspect every family has them, the weekend from hell. That two-day period when a ‘family gathering’ happens. Perhaps for most, it’s the Christmas holidays, where families reunite to continue the arguing, the bickering, the snide, cutting remarks of last year. Where the sole purpose is to outdo the ‘opposition’ in the nasty stakes.

Our weekend from hell happens twice a year. The obligatory Christmas fiasco and a summer re-run coinciding with Mary’s Mother’s birthday. The mother hen instinct to gather her brood around her, to learn of triumphs and disasters. To praise the triumphs when they are Zoe’s and Peter’s; to lambast the failures when they are Mary’s and mine.

We used to have to drag the children along to witness this kangaroo court, where we were found guilty of being useless without the defence being heard, but (and I firmly believe this was a strong reason for them both opting to go to distant universities) since going on to higher education they have been spared the embarrassment.

Partly why it was so embarrassing was Old Mary’s unwillingness to confront the double-headed dragon that was the onslaught from her Mother, Pauline, and sister Zoe. Her upbringing made her subservient to her Mother’s draconian views. Whilst deep down I think she wanted to rebel, Pauline’s disciplinarian attitude to her elder daughter kept her firmly in place.

Mary’s sister embraced her Mother’s viewpoint, having honed her views to new sharpness. Her barbs being gold medal contenders in any competition to humiliate the opposition.

I held my tongue. I was frequently sorely tempted to tell both women what I thought of them, but Mary always pleaded with me to hold fire ‘for the sake of the family’.

The two men in this bear pit were from opposite ends of the universe. Mary’s father, Cliff, was a mouse of a man. Perhaps that’s unfair to him. The best part of fifty years of marriage to Pauline would have knocked the will to live out of the best of us.

He had never been demonstrative but since his retirement, giving Pauline twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week to badger and criticise, she had reduced him to a quiet shell of manhood, sitting in the corner, reading the paper, getting the tea when ordered, (not that it was ever right, too hot, too cold, too sweet, cup too full, too empty), sent shopping because she was too busy. Busy doing what was anyone’s guess. Poor sod. A nonentity.

The other man - I use the term loosely - at this gathering of the clan was Peter, Zoe’s husband.

A more obnoxious piece of manhood you would not wish to meet. He and Zoe were made for each other.

Pauline thinks the sun shines from the proverbial place, partly because they lavish gifts upon her. She is so brainwashed by this apparent generosity she can’t see it’s done for one reason and one reason only. To belittle us.

We are not poor. I earn an excellent salary, but with a mortgage and two kids at university I’m not in a position to pay for Pauline and Cliff to go on a fortnight’s holiday to somewhere exotic as my brother and sister-in-law do. I nearly typed erotic there. Ha. The thought of Pauline on an erotic holiday has done for me. Sorry. Need to stop typing and throw up. Back in a mo.

Right. Where was I? Ah, yes, Peter.

A bigger pillock you could not hope to find. How someone as clueless as him, about virtually everything, could make the money he does in the City, is incomprehensible. The problem is because he earns so much he thinks it makes him an expert in everything, and gives him the right to pontificate about every subject under the sun.

Mary finds his physical appearance repulsive. He is tall, (according to Mary his only positive attribute), but he is also well overweight from too many expense account lunches I would guess, and bald. With a comb-over. Trying presumably to hide it. Why he doesn’t buy a wig I don’t know, he could afford it.

I have no objection to people being rich. I’m no Marxist. What I object to is having the fact he earns ten or twenty times the amount I do brought to my attention every time we meet. Oh, and the fact he keeps groping my wife.

Here we get to the nub of our problem with them.

As long as I can remember he’s made advances to Mary. Nothing blatant, he’d brush against her, he’d hug her too long and too tightly when we met, he’d kiss her on the lips rather than the cheek, he’d ‘playfully’ smack her bum.

All this to the Old Mary. You can imagine how that was received. It made me so angry, but Mary forbad me to confront him about it. Even though she hated it she didn’t want to cause a fuss.

Things have changed. New Mary’s sexually liberation, has made her realise how far she was under her Mother’s control. Now she had no compunction about calling out Peter’s unwanted advances.

It was Pauline’s birthday get together weekend. We planned for it to be an interesting couple of days. If it lasted that long. We might get thrown out before Sunday.

Normally when the invitation came, we were sorely tempted to throw it straight in the bin. The thought of losing a valuable weekend to a masochistic couple of days of self-flagellation was not appealing.

This year was different. After our discussion nominating Zoe as ’The Family Fuck’ for me, our desire to sort these two out for the years of snide remarks was overwhelming. We were actively looking forward to forty-eight hours of retaliation.

 

As usual, we arrived after the gruesome twosome. Their top of the range, current year model Mercedes was parked in the drive. Mary’s parent’s house was not huge being set back slightly from the road with a small driveway leading up to the garage. If people parked sensibly, you could get two or three cars on it. Needless to say, Prick Peter had just stopped in the middle, just off the road so there was no way I could get in. I drive a four-year-old four x four which had seen a great deal of use during which time it had acquired several minor dents and scratches. I considered just nudging Peter’s gleaming statement of manhood up the drive a few yards but held myself in check. We parked in the road some way from the house, parking spaces being at a premium.

Pauline answered our ring at the door.

“Huh, late as usual.”

I looked at my watch. We said we would be there at five pm. My watch showed five minutes past.

“Well, if it wasn’t for that inconsiderate brother-in-law of mine taking up all the space we could have been here ninety-seconds earlier.”

“You can’t expect him to park his beautiful car on the road. It doesn’t matter if yours gets another scratch.”

Oh boy, this was going to be a long weekend.

We dropped our cases in the hall for the porter to take up later. Poor Cliff.

There were Zoe and Peter, sprawled over the sofa and an armchair. At least Peter was. His legs across the space between the furniture so we would have to climb over them. Not this time old son. I was about to launch the first skirmish of the weekend. I walked in first and deliberately kicked his shin.

“Oh, sorry old boy,” a term I hated, and he always used when addressing me, “didn’t expect your feet to be left lying around.”

“No problem, old boy,” he said as he stood up to shake my hand. I know I’d hurt him, I saw the wince, but he considered he was too macho to complain.

“Ah, my favourite sister-in-law. How are you, my lovely lady?”

Mary is his only sister-in-law, but we never pointed that out. Peter had no siblings. I can imagine his parents taking one look at him and deciding one was enough.

He extended his arms to hug Mary. This would be interesting.

 

I closed in on him and as expected he went to kiss me on the lips. My usual reaction was to push away as soon as I could, having kept my lips tight together. Yuk. This time, however, I put my arms around Peter meeting his lips with my mouth fully open. Dan made sure he was blocking Zoe’s view by bending over her and giving her a peck on the cheek so unfortunately he couldn’t see Peter’s reaction. My brother-in-law reacted as if I’d given him an electric shock. I played innocent.

“Lovely to see you again Peter.” I metaphorically had my fingers crossed behind my back.

“Er, yes and you too Mary.” I could see the puzzlement in his eyes. That wasn’t supposed to happen, he was thinking. It confirmed what we suspected. He was a predator. What got him hot was forcing himself on me to prove how irresistible he was; what a big man he was. A big pillock for sure. This weekend Mr Peter Taylor, you will not know whether you are coming or going, up or down, predator or prey, man or woman. - well, perhaps not the last. Perhaps.

Mother returned from the kitchen sailing into the lounge ahead of the serf that was my Father who carried the tray laden with teacups, teapot, plates and the obligatory Victoria Sponge. This, to Mother, was the height of society.

I chose a seat opposite Peter.

I should update you on my clothes. The idea was to confuse Peter as to who I was. The Mary he had known, ridiculed and abused for years, or someone else altogether. So, I’d dressed much as Old Mary would, on the surface. I wore a red high-necked blouse, a calf-length suede skirt, a sort of cowgirl style, with a grey cardigan. The same dreary Mary they had come to know and loathe.

Underneath it got interesting. I’d shopped specially for the weekend. I wore a red and black basque with four suspender straps on each leg. The bra part of the basque was a quarter cup so whilst giving my bust plenty of uplift, it left my nipples on display. I’d bought matching knickers which were a modern variation of the French style. Longish in the leg but tight. Again red and black and exquisitely adorned with lace. A real throwback to the nineteenth century, almost can-can style. Dan loved them. However, we decided it would be better if I went ‘commando’ to let anyone looking (who could I have in mind?) see my pussy. My stockings were less raunchy. As they had to fit in with Old Mary’s persona they were tan with dark deep welts so fairly easy to reveal. Don’t forget stockings were whores hosiery in Mother’s world.

There I was, seated opposite Peter, munching away on my slice of Victoria sponge, listening to some drivel of how his lordship had recently made a killing for a client (along with himself, no doubt), itching to go for strike two.

I would not be open about this. The whole idea was to confuse Peter as to my true nature. The kiss was as blatant as I planned to get, but there were so many vignettes we had planned for him over the weekend.

It took a while for the circumstances to be right. In the normal course of events, I would have been so bored, but the anticipation of what was on the agenda kept me happy.

Zoe started off about one of their recent cruises, this time to the Bahamas. God, fancy being confined on board with those two bores. She insisted on passing round a map detailing all the exotic places they had disembarked. Perfect. As at a buffet party where you have a glass in one hand and a plate in the other, when your host offers you more food, something has to give. So it was with my cup of tea and half-finished slice of Victoria sponge. Half-finished because my Mother had cooked it. You, lucky reader, haven’t been subject to forty-three years of Mother’s Victoria Sponge. So I shuffled forward to put the cup and plate back on the coffee table, then leant across to take the map from Dan. My bum was now perched on the edge of the chair and my skirt rucked up so it was just covering my knees. I let my knees drift apart. Nothing outrageous just a few inches; enough, given the right angle, to have a view up to my naked cunt.

Peter had the right angle. I practically felt the widening of his eyes. It surprised me his cup didn’t crash to the floor such was the shock on his face. I ignored all this, concentrating on the oh so interesting story of Zoe bartering with some native trader in some far-flung outpost. She seemed to think she had the deal of the century. I suspect the trader retired on what he got out of her for some piece of tat.

I held my position as long as seemed realistic, then moved my bottom back an inch or two while slightly too expansively crossing my legs. Having done that, I picked up the hem of my skirt lifting it higher than I strictly needed before dropping it down to cover my legs.

Mm. Peter was in quite a state. I did even wonder if he’d come in his trousers. Probably not. I’m sure you readers have no difficulty in picturing what I’d displayed to my brother-in-law. His difficulty was in comprehending this dowdy sister-in-law of his being dressed in such a fashion. Perfect.

I now had his full attention but unfortunately for him, I decided that was the end of the show for tonight. We had plenty of other titbits to reveal to him - there’s a clue there - but would now make him wait.

I needed to make sure I wasn’t alone with him. I didn’t want him cornering me and groping me and seeking answers. Not yet.
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I’d watched Pesky Pete’s reaction to seeing up my wife’s skirt. Exactly as we had anticipated. Lust oozed out of every pore but was mixed with confusion. He’d known Mary for around two decades. He’d groped her. He’d kissed her against her will. He’d no doubt tried looking up her skirt before. He couldn’t equate those twenty years with what he was seeing today. Last Christmas was the last time we’d crossed paths and he would have drawn a total blank. Now six months later he was seeing her in the sexiest of underwear, without knickers and she had kissed him open-mouthed. We could almost hear his thoughts. ‘What the fuck is going on? Am I imaging this? Is she coming on to me?’

Tomorrow he’d find out. Or would he? We had what we thought were more contradictory signals to send. However, given we now assumed he thought he might be on a promise we decided we could use the time to our advantage and turn the screw.

Saturday morning breakfast in the Stanger household was always a strained affair. We doubted this time would be any different apart from the fact we were going to enjoy stirring the turgid waters.

Mary was dressed for comfort and modesty, even as far as digging out Old Mary’s lingerie to wear in case, somehow, Pervy Pete got a glimpse. So it was plain white cotton bra and pants, a high neck jumper and jeans (baggy). Mary was dressed down so far she was in the basement. Our in-laws were down before us. His face dropped when he saw how Mary was attired. Good start. Zoe set the tone for the breakfast verbal war.

“My god, Mary, where do you buy your clothes? Have you no taste at all? Did they come from a charity shop? If you can’t afford decent clothes I’ll see if I’ve got some casts offs you can have, although you’d have to let them out a bit.”

“Very sweet of you Zoe, but I don’t want to look tarty.”

Zoe’s clothes were as one would expect, impeccable and probably cost more than my annual salary. For Mary to call them tarty was too much for her sister.

“Just because your pitiful husband doesn’t earn enough to keep you clothed decently there’s no need to demonstrate your abject lack of taste.”

“Well, at least he has a worthwhile job, not just gambling with other people’s money all day.”

“Stop it! Enough!” interjected Pauline. She was hardly an impartial referee. It didn’t take a genius to guess her next comment.

“Mary, apologise to your sister at once.”

“What for? I told the truth, she just spouted insults.”

Zoe pushed her chair back and stormed out. Mary glanced at me and I saw the flicker of a smile. She was enjoying this. Our summation of the situation was playing out. Normally in these bitchy exchanges, Pillock Pete would wade in to defend his wife and denigrate mine further. He’d remained silent, presumably hoping to stay in Mary’s good books and probably hoping he might get in her knickers. Careful what you wish for Pete.

Pauline kept huffing and puffing and going into detail as to why her elder daughter was the disappointment of her life.

Pathetic Pete might have a reason to remain silent but I didn’t.

“Pauline, if you don’t stop continually criticising my wife, we will leave and I will ensure we never return and you never see your grandkids again.”

Ah. Her face portrayed a mixture of hate and fear. She certainly couldn’t have cared less about seeing me again and would no doubt have been overjoyed if I never set foot in her house, but the threat of not seeing her grandchildren hit home.

With a mighty sigh, she gathered the breakfast plates together, thumped them down on the table in front of Clifford and stormed out after her younger daughter. All she said was:

“Clifford, get those plates washed.”

I’m not one for confrontation but once in the mood I enjoy it, especially in these circumstances.

Mary leant across kissed me on the cheek and whispered, “This is fun,” as she pushed her chair back, “See you in a bit.”

That left us three men around the table. The three amigo’s we were not. I offered to help Cliff with the washing up and he mumbled his thanks as he struggled to the kitchen with his load of crockery. And then there were two. I sensed Peter was trying to gauge how to frame a question about Mary.

The two instances last night of her kissing him open-mouthed and affording him a view of her lingerie (which never in a million years would he have thought to be her style), and cunt had opened in his mind a possibility of further pleasure. I could see it in his eyes, in his manner. He hadn’t been rude to me once since he’d stared up Mary’s skirt. Not because he cared about me, but he didn’t want to alienate Mary.

“It’s a shame our wives seem to antagonise each other so much, it would be good to see more of you.”

Yeah, see more of Mary you mean, lots more.

“Well Pete,” - he hated being called Pete, so lower class, -“I guess that’s what you get when a mother continually snipes at one and can’t see any fault in the other.”

I wanted to goad him, see how far I could push him but he wasn’t biting yet.

“I have to say Mary is looking exceeding well at the moment; so much brighter than usual.”

“She is Pete, we seem to be more in love now than when we married.”

“Really? Of course, Zoe and I have been totally devoted to each other since we first married.”

Yeah, right. That’s why you spend your life trying to get in my wife’s knickers.

“Lucky you. Must be good to have had what, twenty years of domestic bliss, Pete?”

“Not quite, eighteen years this year, I think.”

“Amazing how time flies, mind you she’s kept her figure well, Pete.” Especially her tits. I wondered how he would react to me commenting on his wife’s looks and thought it gave him an opening to talk about Mary.

“Thanks, of course she takes good care of herself, it’s important she presents herself well as I’m on so many important boards.” Throw up time again.

“Of course you not being so high profile it doesn’t matter about…”

He suddenly realised he was reverting to type and just about to rubbish my wife, yet again. He wouldn’t dare now get personal so I saved him the embarrassment of talking his way out and announced I was going to help Cliff with the washing up.

 

The next item on the agenda was the Saturday morning walk.

Needless to say, Pillock Pete and his wife made appear an expedition to darkest Peru. All the most expensive gear imaginable, boots, trousers, coat, compass, the works. Me? A pair of wellington boots. We only walk about 3 miles over some local fields.

Judged by how these walks normally go we had a plan.

We took both cars. The thought of being cooped up in one with the rest of them was too much so we took Clifford and the other three went in Peter’s car. I’m sure we would have 20 minutes of what a fabulous vehicle it was from Pauline afterwards, and what a rubbish bit of tin I had, but it was water off a duck’s back.

As we suspected, the six of us were soon strung out over fifty yards or so. Zoe and her Mum leading, Cliff and I next and then a gap with Peter and Mary. Normally I would have ensured I walked with my wife to stop brother-in-law’s hands wandering but this time we wanted to give him the opportunity.

 

It didn’t take him long to use the opportunity. We’d walked in silence for a while when I felt his hand on my back. Slightly moving it in a circle. I tried not to tense, Although it gave me the shivers I wanted him to think I had no objection.

“You gave me a splendid view yesterday Mary.”

“Pardon?”

“Sitting in the lounge; I had no idea you wore such sexy undies.”

Bingo. He’d fallen for it. Here we go.

“What!” I screamed at the top of my voice. The other four turned round.

In a lower voice which I hoped would not reach the others but would sound loud to Peter, I carried on.

“What are you? A pervert? You looked up my skirt? How dare you? Do you want me to tell Zoe? Is this a habit of yours?”

The fear on his face answered the question. He kept glancing up in Zoe’s direction, shushing me with his hands. Desperate not to have his little secret come out.

“Mary, I’m sorry, I thought you did it deliberately. I thought you wanted me to look.”

“How can you possibly believe that? How long have you known me? Twenty years? What gives you the idea I’d do that?”

“Well, the way you kissed me when you arrived.”

“Yuk. You caught me unawares. Do you think I would willing kiss you in that way? Apologise, or I tell Zoe.”

The stricken look remained etched on his face as he saw the others walking back towards us. Hurriedly, he ate humble pie and assured me it would not happen again.

“Right, make sure it doesn’t.”

“What on earth’s the matter with you Mary? What was the scream about?”

“Oh, sorry, just that Peter…” I looked him directly in the eye to see the fear in his face, “…told me I had a large spider in my hair. You know what I’m like with creepy crawlies.”

I did my best impression of forlorn Old Mary.

“Oh my god. You really are the most pathetic example of womanhood.”

“Thank you, Zoe. Love you too.”

A relieved Peter took to walking with Cliff and Dan dropped back.

“You know, Mary, I do think you should take up amateur dramatics.”

“Thank you husband dear. It’s an idea, but I doubt it would be as much fun as this.”

“Did he buy it?”

“Yep. From the kiss he assumed I fancied him and he was drooling over my lack of knickers. Got a huge shock when I told him he was delusional.”

“Ha. The scream would have done for him. Not at all like Old Mary. How many times has he touched you up and you haven’t murmured?”

“How many times have we met them? I can’t think of an instance where he hasn’t molested me in one way or another.”

“True. Time for the pendulum to swing the other way. This is going to screw with his mind.”

“Yep. Can’t wait.”

The rest of Saturday played out as all the others had, bickering, recriminations, and long silences.

Then there was Pauline’s birthday meal on Saturday evening.

 

We always went to the same place with the same table with us all sitting in the same spot. Part of Pauline’s control, but it was perfect for our purpose as we knew I’d be sitting next to Peter. Lucky me. In previous years with bitter experience, I’d learnt to wear trousers. Before I cottoned on his hand would be on my thigh before starters arrived. The trousers didn’t stop that but they did stop me feeling so vulnerable.

Tonight would be different.

It was a dressy do and I’d spent ages finding something to fit the bill. It needed to be revealing but subtle. Can’t have Old Mary flashing her bits.

What I ended up with was a maroon dress with a square neckline but with a split down from the neck to just below my bust, held together with gold rope ties. As designed the ties were for decoration only but I modified them so each could be undone.

The dress had a wide hem and was knee length. Perfect. Easy access.

I wore the basque again but this time with black fully fashioned stockings. From the outside all very conventional and demure.

We had a taxi to take us, so everyone could drink and relax. Ha. Right.

The journey went without incident. I was very careful to be modest, making sure nothing showed as I entered and exited the taxi. I could feel Peter’s eyes on me but when I caught his eye he quickly averted his. He was desperately trying to keep to his promise of this morning, petrified I would spill the beans. I had in mind spilling something else, but doubted that would be tonight; we would see.

Into the restaurant and as expected we sat in our preordained places. Peter to my left, Zoe directly opposite and Pauline and Clifford on the end, Cliff being to my left.

I decided to hold back on what I had planned until we had had a few glasses of wine so there was always the excuse of being tipsy.

We’d had our starters and were awaiting the main course when I hunched my shoulders and leaned forward slightly. Dan had been the beneficiary of my practising, so we knew exactly what the effect was. It made the bodice of my dress bow out enough to give a view inside to my breasts, and given the quarter cup bra, my nipples. I’d made sure I’d waited until the conversation was centred around Mother and Zoe to my right which meant I was looking that way and Peter would be looking beyond me. Except I suspected his eyes wouldn’t get that far. I’d rely on Dan to watch him to confirm it, which he did when I glanced over. Excellent.

I held the position and turned to Peter who managed to raise his eyes to meet mine.

“I thought we had an agreement from this morning?” I whispered to him. The leaning forward to get close to his ear gave him an even clearer view of my nipples. He was struggling for words and to raise his eyes to mine. I looked away and over at Zoe.

“Zoe, I must tell you something.” I used a stern tone of voice.

“Please,” he implored me.

“Yes, Mary.”

“I love your dress.”

Zoe’s reply to me was lost in the sigh of relief from my brother-in-law. Had him going there though. Boy, was I enjoying this.

“There, there, Peter, don’t fret.” As I said this I tapped him on the knee and let my hand linger a second or two extra. He froze. He was suffering such confusion. Could he, should he, touch me? If he did, would I call him out on it to Zoe? Delicious.

The main course arrived to halt my torture of him for a while. Unsurprisingly he seemed uninterested in his food, which I have to say was yummy.

I exchanged glances with my delectable husband and as our eyes met we found it difficult not to burst into laughter.

The main course finished and the orders went in for pudding.

Peter excused himself from the table to go to the Gents. Perfect. I inched the hem of my skirt up my leg until it was clear of my stocking tops, displaying the four straps of my suspenders but I left the skirt over the top of my legs so the stocking and suspenders were only visible from the side, making it appear, I hoped, accidental. I felt deliciously wanton, doing this sat at the same table as my puritanical Mother and Sister. Not to mention my esteemed brother-in-law.

He returned and sat down. As he did so his eyes spotted the display.

You know children’s faces when they come down on Christmas morning and see the tree alight and all the presents underneath? How they light up at the expectation of what the parcels will reveal? That summed up Peter’s expression. Quickly followed by a creasing of his brow. I could read his mind. Was I showing this deliberately or accidentally? Was this a trap? Would I scream like I did this morning if he touched me? Would it be worth the risk?

He decided it wasn’t. He leant back in his chair to get the best view he could but made no move on me. I needed to apply more incentive. I contrived to drop my napkin and bent down to pick it up. The leaning forward reintroduced Peter’s eyes to my nipples and as my hand went towards the napkin it ran down the side of his leg and did the same on the return journey. Nothing blatant. I hoped it would further cause him to be unsure.

The three-pronged attack worked though. The visual stimulus of tits and legs combined with the sensory touch of the back of my hand was too much for him. His hand went to my thigh. My headshot round and I glared at him.

Ask Dan about my ‘Glare’. It’s not something you want to be on the receiving end of. Meek and mild Old Mary brought it out of her armaments cupboard rarely but deployed it to devastating effect.

New Mary’s increased confidence moved it up another notch or two on the Richter scale. His hand was removed as though I’d put twenty thousand volts through it. His brow furrowed with puzzlement. Why was I giving him the green light then switching it to red? He’d have to continue to wonder.

We finished the meal and everyone rose to leave. I leant down to pick up my bag but on the way, my hand did a detour again but this time groped Peters cock hard. It then continued to my bag and I left the table without a glance at him.

Dan sat beside me on the way home with Peter on his other side so I didn’t have to make eye contact. He was puzzled by the conflicting messages, but hopeful enough that he could be led into the end game we had in mind. First though, we hoped we had one more pleasant surprise for him. It would need a combination of pieces to fall in place for us.

 

We said our goodnights and retired to our rooms. Pauline and Clifford’s house is an Edwardian semi in the suburbs and was never designed for modern living so only had the one bathroom although they had built an en-suite into their bedroom. This meant we had to share the bathroom with Zoe and Peter. Which meant on the way to the bathroom they had to pass our door. They always had first use of the facilities. The hot water supply was limited so inevitably by the time we got to use the shower it was at best tepid. Previously this had rankled more than a little but now served us well.

We had discovered the wall hanging mirror in our bedroom was placed well to reflect images from near the window to the doorway. We left the door slightly ajar as we entered and Mary stripped off her dress and knickers whilst we awaited our opportunity. Zoe went first as always and I used the time to warm my wife up. It didn’t take long. Her sexy games with Pathetic Pete had already got the juices flowing so we had to be careful not to get carried away. Yet.

We heard Zoe return from the bathroom so got into position. We stood near the window facing the mirror at an oblique angle, Mary in front of me, legs apart. I was nuzzling her neck, massaging a tit and fingering her. We heard the other bedroom door open and Peter’s footsteps start across the landing. Mary let out a long, loud, moan. I’m not sure how much of it was genuine but it sounded it to me. The footsteps stopped. Mary moaned again.

“Oh Dan, yes, yes, I love it.” I didn’t need to look in the direction of the door to know our sweet brother-in-law was watching the action. I fingered Mary some more, then pushed her forward so her hands were supporting her on the bed and entered her from the rear. Having attracted Pillock Pete’s attention we kept the noise levels low as we didn’t want the whole house aware of what we were doing.

Ideally, the performance needed to last as long as possible. Hardly a chore. I eventually pulled out of Mary, turned her over and knelt across her so she could suck me off. We knew we were now in the wrong place to be reflected in the mirror. Would he give up and go for his shower or risk pushing the door open so he could view us directly?

It was the latter. I whispered to Mary he had his head poking around the door. I pulled my cock out of her mouth and moved back to re-enter her. She rolled towards the door and lifted her head. A sharp intake of breath as she glanced towards the door. The head disappeared with a loud crack as he hit it on the door frame. The bathroom door slammed shut. I would have laughed but my body had other emotions to cope with as I continued to pound into my wife’s body. Interesting how being watched fucking her by someone we both loathed so much raised the intensity. I came deep inside her. Her juices copiously soaking the bed. Pauline would have kittens when she realised what we had been doing in her house. Another bonus. We’d always been abstemious when visiting before, given Mary’s attitude and the atmosphere, but not tonight.

As we came down off our sexual high, the giggles started. We wondered if he would have a bruise to show and if so how he would explain it to his wife.

Mission accomplished. We were now pretty certain Pervy Pete would be desperate to resolve the conundrum of whether Mary was good for a fuck or not. The culmination of our plan would have to await our next meeting which we would somehow need to engineer as we had no intention of waiting until Christmas.

Events in the not too distant future increased our resolve to teach this bloated prat and his puritanical wife a lesson they would never forget.

 

The following morning was an anti-climax. Peter was very quiet. Zoe was too. That probably meant they’d had a row, although we had not heard anything. Perhaps he’d had trouble explaining the bruise on the back of his head. Not that it was visible.

The normal course of events was that we would breakfast with them all and then make our excuses and leave. We’d usually had enough by then. Given the atmosphere, there didn’t seem any point in breaking with routine. With one amendment. As we said our farewells Mary manoeuvred herself behind Zoe to kiss Peter goodbye. Her normal approach to this was to give him a quick peck on the cheek and high tail it to the car before he could grope her. This time she got close and gazed up into his face, bringing her best Scarlett Ohara look to Rhett Butler’s eyes.

“I can’t wait until we see you again Peter. I will really look forward to it.”

Lots of emphasis on the word really. Reinforced with a sly squeeze of his balls through his trousers. Before he could react she was heading to the car.

I would so love to have been inside Peter’s head then. How confused he must be.

For the first time in our lives, we were leaving as the victors and looking forward to our next meeting.
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The week passed slowly but uneventfully. We were emotionally still recovering from the recent events and our weekend with the in-laws. It gave us time to reflect on how to approach Carolyn’s coming visit. From our perverted conversation about involving our daughter directly in our sexual adventure and dragging other family members in unwillingly, we had to ask ourselves some questions.

Was it wrong? From a moral viewpoint, probably. From our sexual predatory point of view, no.

Would Carolyn freak out, be supportive but not want any part of it, or enthusiastically join in? Would her friends? We realised we didn’t even know if our daughter was a virgin.

If she had listened to her mother, Old Mary, then she would be. If she had any sense, then she wouldn’t. Strange. I wonder how many fathers hope their daughters are sleeping around? Few, I’d guess, but then how many fathers had a wife like Mary who had opened up the world of promiscuous sex for both of them?

 

Carolyn texted us asking if it was ok if she arrived Friday afternoon with her friends coming on later. Perfect. It would give Mary a chance to speak to her about our plans.

We’d decided it should be Mary alone. Girl to girl stuff. I’d be around in case Carolyn didn’t believe what Mary was telling her. This could well be the case, given we couldn’t believe it ourselves.

Our daughter arrived just after lunch and we had a family reunion style chat for a while. You know the type of thing. ‘How’s Uni? Eating enough? Lots of friends?’ All the usual rubbish parents ask their bored kids, not accepting they weren’t kids anymore. Huh. We were going to blow that concept out of the water in the next hour or so.

I’d thought Mary might be nervous about broaching the subject, but the sexual undertones were enough to get her adrenaline flowing and excite her regarding the possible ramifications.

I made an excuse about needing to do some work and went up to my study leaving them to it. I wasn’t going to be concentrating on anything though until I knew the outcome.

 

This has got to be the weirdest thing a mother can do, I thought. Asking her daughter if she wants to join her parents in sex games. Oh well, here goes. I’d been thinking about it all week and the closer it got the more it turned me on, so I was now very damp and eager to find out the answer. Luckily Carolyn gave me an opening.

“You know Mum, you are still looking so great. I can’t ever remember you seem so happy and relaxed.”

“Thanks. I hope you think that’s a good thing.”

“Of course I do. Why wouldn’t I?”

“Well, it’s just the reason for the change. You might not approve.”

“What, like, you and Dad doing drugs or something?”

“No, no, we don’t need artificial stimulus. We’ve, well, not put too finer point on it, we’ve rather spiced up our sex lives.”

This brought a huge smile to her face.

“What you found another position, apart from missionary?”

“Oh dear, did I really seem so repressed?”

“Yes, Mum. But that’s good. What’s changed?”

“Darling, everything.”

I gave her a potted history of the last month or so. She listened in stunned silence until I had finished.

“Right. I thought we were in May. Isn’t it late for April Fools jokes?”

“I’m not joking darling. It’s all true.”

“Yeh. Right. Ok, I shouldn’t have asked. Let’s forget I did.”

“No, it is true, honestly. Look, hang on, I’ll show you something.”

I went to get my iPad and returned to the lounge.

I scrolled through the photos from the day at Sam’s. No point in leading up to this. I found my favourite, the one with me on the armchair, legs apart, head back, using my fingers on myself.

“Here. Is this the sort of thing your old mother would have done? A photographer called Sam took it.”

I wanted to ensure she didn’t just think it was something her father had taken. I was defiant. Not sure why, but the thought my daughter considered me incapable of being… of being what? A slut? a nymphomaniac? I pulled myself up. Of course she couldn’t believe it. When she had left to go to university, last September, Old Mary would have rather died than be considered in any way promiscuous, or even sexy.

Carolyn just stared at the photograph for ages. I waited for a response. She seemed to have a deep inner conflict. I waited.

She raised her eye’s from the image and peered intently at me, deciding, I felt, whether she’d fallen down a rabbit hole into an adult Alice in Wonderland. Her reply indicated otherwise.

“That’s… quite an eyeopener Mum.I’m not sure I’d want to do it but good on you; and Dad.”

A wave of relief swept through me. There had been the real possibility she would have hurled the iPad at me and stormed out of the house for us to never see her again. I’m not sure what my reaction would have been if she had. I know it wouldn’t have changed the direction we were heading in. But she’d given her blessing, even if she didn’t seem inclined to follow.

She returned to the photos and started flicking through them. I didn’t interrupt. I’d let her make the next move. She came to the one that had started it all, the one I’d first seen on the back of Sam’s camera.

“Mum, that’s gorgeous. It catches you perfectly, makes you look so glamorous. Not like my old mum at all. Perhaps I should think of doing the same!”

“Oh, darling. I’m so relieved you see it like that. I’m sure you could do it if you wanted to. If I can, anyone can.”

“Yeh, I suppose so, but come on, I want more details. Have you shagged anyone I know?”

“Ha. Funny you should ask. The answer is yes, one so far, but hopefully, by the end of the weekend it will be three.”

“Christ. Who? And who are you hoping to do it with this weekend?”

“The who is Sally next door, both your father and me…”

“Whoa, hang on. Are you telling me you’ve had a lesbian session with our next-door neighbour?”

“Yes, sorry, don’t you approve?”

“It’s not that. It’s just so, like, mind-boggling. My Mum. Being bi. Christ. Anyway, you mentioned another two I know.”

“Yes, now here’s the special ask. How do you think your friends who are coming would react to me and your Dad seeing if we could fuck them?”

I used the word fuck deliberately. I wanted to shock her as much as possible. Now was the time to find out where her limits were regarding what we were up to.

Her face revealed her bewilderment.

“Hannah and Joshua? You want to fuck them?” she asked incredulously.

“Well, if that’s who’s coming, then yes.”

“You don’t know them. You don’t know what they are like. Doesn’t that matter?”

“No, darling. It’s part of what’s driving this. It’s not about relationships. It’s pure unadulterated sex.”

“Fuck, I am having trouble coping with this. Half an hour ago I thought my mother, who I love dearly, was probably the most frigid woman on the planet. Apart from Auntie Zoe, that is. Then you’re telling me you and Dad are screwing the next-door neighbour and want to screw my friends.”

“So?”

“So. I think I’m cool with it. It’s, like, weird but, like, it’s actually exciting, a turn on. Shit, like, my parents are sex-mad. How cool.”

“Oh, Carolyn. Love you for saying that.” I gave her a huge hug.

“So, you’re ‘cool’ with us trying it on with your friends?”

“Oh, wow, yeah. Like, it’s mind-blowing. I wonder if they’ll tell me if they do?”

“Be fun won’t it?”

“Wicked.”

“How does it make you feel?”

“Never thought I’d say this to you Mum, but it’s giving me a tingle!”

“Do you have a boyfriend at the moment, or a girlfriend, you’re sleeping with?”

“Oh, shit Mum. There you go again. I, like, can’t process this. My old Mum wouldn’t, couldn’t, ask a question like that. The answers no, by the way. To either. Had a couple of flings since I went to uni but nothing steady.”

“So you aren’t a virgin then?”

“Arg! Stop it! I’m freaking out here, like, my Mum, my ‘don’t you mention sex in this house’ Mum asking if I’m a virgin. What a blast. No, I’m not.”

“Did you enjoy it? I never did, not really. Not until my epiphany. It was a wife’s duty. Just like your Gran taught me to think. Ask me now and it’s the elixir of life.”

“Well, I didn’t not enjoy it, but it hardly sent me through the roof.”

“How many times have you fucked? How many men? I’m assuming they are all male?”

“About six or seven times I should think with, like, let’s think, one, two, three, four, eh, yeah, five guys and yes, all men. Hey, this is, like, getting easier to talk now and quite fun.”

“Mm. Your father and I spend ages talking about what we’ve done and what we plan. It’s all part of the enjoyment. I must call Dan down and we can tell him you are ok with all this.”

He was so relieved. A big family hug and then Dan got some tea, and we started to talk about Carolyn’s friends and how they might react.
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The time upstairs whilst Mary and Carolyn talked seemed to last hours. The relief when Mary called me down and explained our daughter was ‘cool’ with our lifestyle was immense. Not only cool with it but happy we try it on with her friends.

We had some tea and talked almost like a normal family except the subject was how Mum and Dad would screw her mates. Freaky.

I decided to be bold and see how our daughter reacted.

“How would you feel about joining in with your Mother and me, Carolyn?”

“Christ, I’m coming to terms with what you and Mum are doing and think it’s cool, you’ve only got to look at Mum to see how much she is enjoying it, but, hey, incest? No, I don’t think so.”

“No, no. God, I’m not thinking that, not at all, just if you fancied Joshua, or Hannah for that matter, and we had a sexy scene going, you might want to join in.”

“Oh, right. Ok but, no I don’t think so. At the moment I’m not sure I would be comfortable screwing in front of you two.”

“No, put like that, I can understand. I won’t mention it again.”

“No probs Dad. I might be more comfortable with it some other time, but let’s just leave it where it is OK?”

“Absolutely. Do you know if either has partners?”

“No, neither do as far as I’m aware.”

“Perfect. Let’s just see how it goes, shall we?”

“Lets. Can’t wait for you to meet them.”

This she said with a glint in her eye. Mary and I exchanged glances. What was she thinking? We were about to find out.

“Any idea what time they expect to arrive?”

“About seven I think.”

“Ok, half an hour, time for a shower.”

I’d only just finished my shower and dressed when the bell rang. I hurried down the stairs to join Mary in opening the door.

The reason for Carolyn’s smile was explained.

Standing before us was a young man, about six feet two inches tall, wearing a thick pair of glasses and as black as you can imagine. The young lady with him was about five feet tall with the most disarming smile. She was also black. It was a surprise for sure, but a most pleasant one. High on our list of variations for Mary was a large black male; I had no problems with colour, and if I could persuade this young lady to take my cock in any way, I’d be a thrilled bunny.

We said our hellos, Carolyn had appeared to do the formal introductions, and we all went into the lounge.

Joshua was over from the States doing a PhD in physics whilst Hannah, who was also American, was reading for an arts degree. A highly intelligent couple, but Joshua appeared introverted, the type of guy absorbed in his studies. A tutor’s dream maybe, but Mary would have her work cut out to seduce him. I couldn’t wait to find out if he lived up to the reputation of black men.

Hannah, on the other hand, was open and lively. I could already feel a stirring but doubted somehow I’d be sampling the pleasures of this young lady.

The evening passed pleasantly enough on the surface. Underneath for both myself and Mary, there was an eagerness to find a way of progressing our plan.

Neither of our visitors were familiar with the area, so as the concert they were all off to was not until Saturday evening Caroline offered to take them out to show them around and perhaps do some shopping (Students? Shopping? Thought they were all broke? Ah. Of course. Two Americans with the Bank of Dad for the other!). Anyway, Hannah was up for it but Joshua said he wanted to study and would remain home if it was OK with us. Perfect, we thought, just perfect.

Tomorrow could be interesting.

 

Joshua was sweet. I also hoped he was big (in the right place) and in need of sex.

He was handsome although the geeky aspect of his personality was dominant and the pebble glasses didn’t help.

He hadn’t joined in the conversation much although I suppose with three women chattering away with art being the major topic both men felt a little left out.

Dan got him out of the room at one stage to show him some electronic gizmos Joshua expressed an interested in. That gave me a chance to see if I could get an insight into his social side. It appeared he didn’t have one. Both girls were amazed they had prised him away from studying to go to see this group. It was, apparently, his only contact with the real world. It appeared I might struggle to get the fuck I lusted after.

In bed, we talked about my seduction of Joshua and how I should approach getting fucked by this geeky PhD student. The thought of a possible sexual encounter needed to be sown as early as possible to give him time to think what he might miss if he didn’t take what was on offer.

So. What to wear? I couldn’t dress up. It was a Saturday morning so appearing at breakfast in a sheer blouse and a skirt showing stocking tops wasn’t an option.

I thought of the jumper I had worn to the first photoshoot. The vee neck that gaped when I leant forward, but Dan had another idea.

He suggested a cardigan I had which buttoned up the front. I remembered the last time I had worn it I’d decided it had shrunk in the wash as it stretched tight across my bosom.

I saw Dan’s point. With most buttons left open, he would have a great view. Also, I had deniable culpability if necessary, by playing dumb about the undone buttons.

I’d wear jeans as well to complete the dressed-down look. I had a pair that were too tight, but Dan insisted they accentuated my bum, which, if I say so myself, was still tight for a forty-three-year-old.

Excitement levels were high when we went down to breakfast. A last-minute decision meant I wasn’t wearing a bra. My cardigan was secured by just the bottom two buttons making it open well below my breasts. It was fine while I was standing up straight; there was a gap between the two sides but nothing was on show. It was when I bent forward things got interesting. I wanted to avoid giving a show to Hannah although with what we hoped would happen, it was no big deal if she saw my unconventional lack of attire.

Carolyn was the first of the trio down and she came in the kitchen while I was bending forward to get a cereal packet out of a cupboard.

“Morning Mum. Oh, shit. You are going to do this, aren’t you? Even after our chat, I couldn’t quite believe it. This will be, like, an interesting day.”

“I hope so,” I responded. I straightened up when Hannah appeared. She was quickly followed by Joshua, who had a book with him.

They were both ultra polite, but as soon as he sat down Joshua’s nose went into his book, the title of which was some impenetrable physics term.

I got Hannah to sit opposite Joshua so when I leant across the table to pour coffee the view was all his.

“Coffee, Joshua?”

“Thanks a million, Mrs Cartwright.”

Said without raising his head from his book.

“Did you sleep well?”

“Thank you, Mrs Cartwright. Like a log.”

“Bed not too hard?”

“No. Perfect thank you, Mrs Cartwright.”

Grr. His eyes didn’t move from his book. I’d run out of ‘Stupid questions mothers ask their children’s friends at breakfast’, and his coffee cup was full. I had a new amazing skill. The ability to pour coffee incredibly slowly.

I offered the coffee to Hannah. Typical. No problem with eye contact here. I noticed a bit of a double-take at my unsecured cardigan. It wasn’t a huge gap, standing there, but it was obviously undone.

“Er, Mrs Cartwright, I think you have a button or two loose.”

“Do I? Oh. Oops! Too much of a rush this morning, thank you.”

“No problem.”

Damn. I did the buttons up. Even with that conversation, our American book worm didn’t look up.

Nothing I could do. I’d just have to wait till the others had gone then see how things panned out. Surely, surely, any red-blooded twenty-something male wouldn’t refuse what he was about to be offered. Would he?

 

From where I was standing in the kitchen, behind Joshua, I had the same view he would have had if he’d bothered to raise his head from his book. The cardigan gaped open, Mary’s nipples on display and the most delightful little sway of her tits as she remained leaning over, pouring coffee while asking inane questions. All to no avail. Shit. We needed to hope for something else when the girls had left.

After Hannah pointed out Mary’s dress malfunction, the rest of breakfast went as any other normal gathering would, the conversation mainly around what the girls would do.

I spent the time admiring Hannah. She was stunning. Not in the normally accepted beauty way. It was more her aura. She was very self-confident. Her hair was done in an Afro-American style, all tight ringlets. It emphasised the bone structure in her face. My eyes moved down a bit. I wasn’t staring, just taking in the detail as I glanced at her while she was talking. Her breasts were not huge, but neither were they non-existent. With my vast experience in these matters (that’s sarcasm in case you missed the tone) I would guess her to be a B cup. Would I find out if I was right? I hoped so, but in theory, my task was a hell of a lot harder than Mary’s.

Let’s face it. Ask one hundred men aged around twenty if they would like to fuck an attractive forty-three-year-old with no strings and I would guess eighty to ninety percent would say yes. Ask girls of the same age if they fancied being fucked by a man over twice their age and I would think the figures would be reversed.

I still had no idea how I could engineer this, but kept thinking positive, and decidedly dirty, thoughts.

Breakfast finished. The girls organised themselves and left. Joshua took himself back to his bedroom to continue studying. Mary and I made battle plans.

“Jeez. Such a lack of reaction. I wondered if he was gay but he didn’t seem to pay any interest to you either. Perhaps he just isn’t interested in sex.”

“No. He didn’t notice. Even if he wasn’t interested, there would have been a reaction if he had seen what I saw. Oh, by the way, you need to keep that cardigan handy for trips out. It gives stunning views.”

“Excellent. I’ll put it in my ‘action’ drawer. So, what I thought was, I’ll give Joshua an hour, then ask him if he wants coffee. Given he’s American I’m sure the answer will be yes; I’ll take it up, come on strong, and if he still doesn’t react, then I guess I’ll have to accept failure.”

“Ok. What are you planning to show when you go in?”

“I thought I’d leave the cardigan unbuttoned and get the gap as wide as possible, why?”

“Nothing really. Just wondering if you went in topless or even naked. No mistaking the intention then.”

“Mm it’s a thought, but perhaps a bit too blatant? Dunno. I’ll think on it and decide at the time. What are you going to do?”

“Me? I’m going to do something totally perverted.”

Mary’s eyes opened wide.

“What?”

“I’m going up to have a rummage through Hannah’s bag to see what her underwear’s like and confirm if I’m right about her bra size.”

“Christ. Pervert, indeed. Love it. I’ll come too.”

So we went upstairs quietly, so as not to attract Joshua’s attention, although given what he’d missed this morning that was a remote possibility.

Amazingly the girls’ room was tidy. We found Hannah’s bag. I opened it up. She was only here for two nights so I didn’t think there would be a huge amount of lingerie, but I was interested to see if it would give me a clue as to her sexual demeanour. Sports bras or plain white cotton knickers and I would guess she wasn’t expecting to get laid.

As I found the small cache and pulled it out of the bag, I heard a whisper from Mary.

“Oh, my.”

Oh, my indeed. The labels told us it was from a very upmarket store, borne out by the quality of the material. I picked up a bra first. I was right, a B cup. I then took a pair of knickers in my hand and felt the smooth satin between my fingers. I could imagine Hannah wearing them. My cock was reacting to the feel. Mary noticed. Her hand went to my groin and squeezed.

“Drop your trousers and pants.”

“What?”

“Take your trousers off, wank into her knickers. You know you want to.”

I did but…

Before I could complete the thought Mary was undoing my trousers, pushing them and my boxers to the floor. She took Hannah’s knickers from my hand and wrapped them around my cock.

“Feel good?”

“Mm.”

“Imagine her wearing them. Imagine your cock sliding into that young welcoming cunt. Imagine thrusting hard into her. Imagine groping those delicious pert tits of hers.”

The lewd words from Mary, the feel of the satin knickers around my cock, the images conjured up in my mind of my cock sliding into Hannah, created a perfect storm. My load was soon on its way.

Mary covered the end of my penis with the knickers, the cum pulsed into them for eternity. Mary was stared straight into my eyes whilst I continued to spurt.

“You fucking, depraved, pervert. Magical. You turn me on so much. I adore you.”

She stood up and started licking and sucking my cum out of Hannah’s knickers. She reached up to pull my head down, opening her mouth. My tongue found its way in and started tasting my semen. Her description of me was accurate, and we both loved it - me being a lewd, deviant pervert.

When the passion, no, not the right word. When the lust had subsided, Mary looked at the knickers.

“I’d better wash these and dry them off before she gets back. Then it’s my turn to see if I can seduce Einstein.”

 

Weird, isn’t it, watching my husband wank off into a friend of my daughter’s knickers was such a turn on. After arousing no interest from Joshua at breakfast, my libido had subsided, but Dan’s disgusting perverted idea of going through this young lady’s lingerie, then my suggestion to wank off into them, had restored it to the maximum level.

I slightly revised my plan. I wouldn’t ask Joshua if he wanted a coffee, I’d just take one up. No chance then of him being able to say no without me getting in the room.

Also, I forwent the jeans. I went into our bedroom, took them and my knickers off and put on a pleated knee-length skirt.

My idea was to perch on the edge of his desk and give him an uninterrupted view up my skirt.

I went down into the kitchen, put Hannah’s knickers in the washing machine and put the coffee on.

Dan noticed my change of attire. I explained why.

“Good thinking. Look, there’s no way he will screw you if I’m there watching, so when you go in leave the door ajar, I’ll give you a few minutes then come up to watch through the gap. Ok?”

“Sounds perfect, my love. Let’s hope my feminine charms are enough to get some action.”

I kissed Dan and made my way upstairs to what I hoped would be an encounter to remember.
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I walked up the stairs with the coffee, as horny as hell.

All the anxiety of this sort of encounter had now disappeared. The overriding emotion was sexual. And predatory. I was on the hunt. I needed a trophy. If I failed with Joshua I might need to go out seeking a fuck. From anyone, the need was so overwhelming.

I opened the door leaving it ajar for Dan. I hoped there would be some action for him to watch.

The dressing table which we had suggested Joshua use as a desk was hidden under a mountain of books and papers. Where had they all come from? I didn’t recall Joshua carrying a huge box when they arrived yesterday. I can only assume I was so nonplussed by the site of two Afro-Americans on the doorstep I didn’t notice.

He seemed oblivious to me coming into the room.

“I’ve made you some coffee, Joshua.”

“Thank you, Mrs Cartwright, I’m very grateful.”

All this ‘Mrs Cartwright’ business was making me think of Mrs Robinson in The Graduate. I realised how appropriate that was. Even to the way I was going to sit on the desk, as she had done at the bar, giving him an upskirt view.

He still hadn’t raised his eyes from his books so I decided to go on the attack.

“Really? I’m not so sure you are.”

“Mm? Sorry, I don’t understand. I’m grateful for you allowing me to stay and carry on working.”

Still with his eyes on his work.

“Perhaps, but not grateful enough to accept what you are being offered.”

“I’m sorry, I really don’t understand wha…”

Bingo. He’d raised his eyes. I was leaning on the dressing table with my left hand and had my right on my hip, holding my cardigan away so my right breast was on full view. The cardigan barely covered the left one with the nipple peeking out at the edge.

“If you had had time to open your eyes at breakfast you could have seen this then.”

“I, er, I, er, Mrs Cartwright, I’m er, not sure what…”

Oh, for goodness sake, I was losing patience.

“Joshua, I’m offering you some fun. Don’t you want some? You know the old saying about all work and no play?”

“Er, yeah, well, yeah, but what about Mr Cartwright, does he know? I’d hate to upset him.”

“Don’t worry he’s quite OK with this. I can get him to confirm that if you like.”

I didn’t add he was probably outside the door listening and watching.

“Oh. You’re very attractive Mrs Cartwright but I dunno. I really shouldn’t”

“Why not?”

I needed to up the ante so I perched on the dressing table, one foot on the floor the other on his crotch. There, enough gap between my legs to get a cross channel ferry up there so plenty of space for him to see my hairy pussy.

“Oh god, Mrs Cartwright. I dunno.”

Right. Enough of this. Time for action.

I leant forward and grabbed a hand and pushed it straight up my skirt and, holding his wrist, started rubbing it over my ever dampening pussy

It didn’t take long before the movement was all being generated by him.

I leant forward again to grab his other hand but he beat me to it. He dropped his pen and pushed his hand onto my tit, taking a handful and squeezing.

I was instantly sure he had no, or very little experience. His movements were awkward and his grip on my tit quite painful. He seemed to think he needed to enjoy the moment because it wouldn’t last.

“Easy, easy Joshua. No rush. Let’s take our time.”

I pulled back from his grip, swivelled his chair around and got on my knees in front of him. His face expressed bewilderment and I wondered if he had any idea what I was about to do.

I undid his trousers and unzipped his flies and went to pull them off but he sat rigid in his chair.

“Lift your butt.”

I was quite impressed with myself in the circumstances, remembering to use the American term rather than bum.

He did as he was told and I took his boxer shorts with them.

There it was in all its unadulterated glory. My first black cock. It was flaccid. That was a bit of a surprise. I was expecting it to be at least half-inflated but I suppose it just showed his state of nervousness.

“Sit back and relax Joshua, enjoy it. I’ll do the work.”

This did seem to relax him. I was now certain this was his first time and he was petrified he’d have to work out what to do. No need. Mary with the worldly experience of a few weeks of sexual immorality would lead the way.

And I did. I gently lifted his still floppy dick and started licking it. I gently cupped his balls in my hand as I did so, and I could feel his cock begin to expand like a balloon being blown up.

It was still far too limp to tell what sort of size it was but what I could see so far was encouraging.

I was well aware if this was his first time it wouldn’t take a lot of stimuli for him to come, so once I was sure it was engorging nicely I stood up, undid my skirt, letting it fall to the floor and stood in front of him and pushed his head between my legs.

He took the hint and first of all he started kissing my pussy as if it were my face lips.

“Use your tongue sweetie. Lick it like a lollipop” (do they have those in the US?). He got the message. Delicious. The juice was coming fast.

“Lap it up, lover boy.”

He did. I put my hands down and pulled my lips apart so he could get his tongue in deeper. He was a fast learner and I was now enjoying his ministrations without having to prompt him.

I took one of his hands and placed it on my breast.

“Gently, squeeze the nipple. Rub it between your thumb and finger.”

So much better than earlier. My nipple was soon as hard as a lemon pip. He absorbed information all right. He was doing a PhD after all.

He was continuing to do a brilliant job with his tongue, and I was nearly there, so I decided it was time to move up a gear. Given our positions, I couldn’t see his cock so didn’t know what state it was in.

I was going to sit on his lap so I could control the speed, and I told him to stop licking me. He seemed disappointed but that didn’t last long. I closed in on him and straddled his legs and began lowering myself.

I reached underneath me to hold his cock and guide it in. Shit. Is that it? I couldn’t quite believe what I was feeling. I had to back away and look. Oh wow. It’s true what they say about black men’s cocks then. Dan is about seven and a half inches so Joshua must have been at least nine and a girth to go with it.

“Jeez, Joshua, that’s magnificent. You have got to use it more often.”

“Oh. Gee thanks, Mrs Cartwright.”

I was growing to like his use of the term. It heightened the naughtiness.

I decided I really, really, wanted to have a suck of his cock. I also realised if I did it was likely to explode in my mouth which meant I wouldn’t get to fuck it. Hell. Decisions. Decisions. Like having to decide whether to have a starter or a pudding with your main course when you only have room for one.

My mind was working overtime. Would I have another chance to fuck him or suck him? Possibly but not certain. If I were him which would I prefer? I decided probably the fuck. If you are a virgin you’ve probably experienced a hand job even if it’s only your own hand and according to Dan a blow job is up the scale from a hand job but well below a proper fuck. So.

I gently kissed his enormous member stood up and over him again and lowered myself gently onto the monumental spike.

I leant forward, nibbled his ear and whispered.

“Don’t you move. Let me do it all.”

By now his breathing was getting more and more staccato. I was well aware he was unlikely to survive more than one or two thrusts. I didn’t mind. This was an experience. I was wet. I was horny and there was Dan. I started to raise and lower my self on this Eiffel Tower I had thrust up my cunt.

He did better than I expected. I think I was on about the fifth downward thrust when I felt him go rigid. His cum was pumping into me. That did it for me too and I came with a satisfying long moan issuing from my lungs.

Oh, wow, that was so much better than I expected.

I had a thought.

“Joshua, you ok if Dan sees what you have done? He loves to see me full of other men’s cum.”

I’d considered that a bad idea at the start but somehow I thought Joshua might be ok with it in his post-coital state.

“Gee Mrs Cartwright, you can do want you want.”

“Excellent. Dan!” I shouted but I was pretty sure he was outside the door and had watched and heard everything.

He entered the room after a brief pause for effect, but I don’t think our straight A’s student was thinking cogently at the time.

I climbed off Joshua and Dan laid down on the floor whilst I knelt over him and let Joshua’s semen trickle into his mouth. Like a good husband, he drank it all and cleaned me up nicely.

Joshua watched but didn’t comment.

When Dan had finished I got up and went over to our young American friend and kissed him open-mouthed. He needed lessons in that department too.

“That was your first time, wasn’t it?”

“Yeah. It was”

“You did well then. If we get the chance we’ll do it again before you go.”

“Yeah? Oh hell. That would be awesome.”

“Right. Back to your studies.”

I kissed him on the forehead, Dan and I left the room and closed the door behind us.
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My cock took a hammering while I was outside the door watching Mary seduce Joshua. It wasn’t the actual sex which was turning me on so much as the seduction, the deflowering of this young man. (Can you deflower a man?).

Not that he was unwilling. Well, not in the end. Mary’s perseverance paid off, undoubtedly helped by the fact she was up close and naked.

When he came I just avoided climaxing myself. I desperately wanted Mary. I needed to follow his cock into her.

I didn’t quite catch what she asked him, but I guessed when she called me in the room and I eagerly got down to receive his load from Mary’s cunt.

I had developed a taste for cum and resolved as soon as possible to taste it from the source.

It’s strange, isn’t it? There’s no way on earth I would think of myself as gay or even bi, but the thought of sucking another man’s cock and taking his load straight into my mouth was suddenly a great turn on. I think the only stipulation would be that Mary would need to be there. It’s about the depravity of it rather than the act.

We left Joshua to get back to his studies, but I think his mind was more likely to be full of the images of the last fifteen minutes than the speed of atoms through space or whatever he was reading.

We got back out on the landing and I hugged Mary, giving her a long wet kiss.

“I need you.”

We fell into our own bedroom and I dropped my trousers. This was too urgent to undress completely. I put Mary on the bed doggie style and rammed into her. This would not take long. I just needed to feel where Joshua’s cock had been going. I wondered if Mary would miss his size, but her gasping as I thrust as hard as I could into her hole seemed to show she was being satisfied! I was grasping her tits and swearing at her.

“You fucking whore. You need fucking by a busload.”

“Yes yes. I do. Please!”

The insults and pounding, given her high sexual state, was enough to bring her second orgasm of the morning and I followed immediately. The whole fuck had only lasted minutes, but it’s what I needed after a deviant morning of being wanked into a young woman’s knickers and watching my wife fucked by her first black cock.

We returned from orbiting the galaxy and got ourselves back under control.

What would the rest of the day bring? Would I get to fuck Hannah?. I hoped so.

The next few hours passed as probably most Saturdays in most people’s houses do.

Clearing up a couple of DIY chores, reading the paper, and having lunch. The only item of note was lunch. Mary prepared some sandwiches and called up to Joshua it was ready if he’d care to come down.

We didn’t know what to expect. We would play it as if nothing special or unusually had happened, which for us in the last few weeks was true. Would he  be highly embarrassed? Would he retreat further into his academic shell?

He called back down that he’d be a minute and then we heard his animated footsteps on the stairs. We glanced at each other. Nothing, apart from Mary’s visit to his room, had been animated about Joshua since he’d arrived.

“Oh, gee, thanks Mrs Cartwright, I’m ravenous.”

What a surprise.

His whole demeanour was different. We didn’t talk about ‘the event’ but he opened up about his home back in the States, his parents, all sorts. We entitled this chronicle ‘The Awakening of Mary.’ This section was most definitely the awakening of Joshua.

I wondered what the girls would make of it when they returned.

We had a lazy afternoon. Joshua went back to his studies and Mary and I collapsed on the sofa watching the horse racing on television. Mary likes it and I’m happy just to sit there dozing.

Around four o’clock the girls returned, fairly laden with shopping bags. Huh. Another expensive trip for Dad.

They came into the kitchen and Mary put the kettle on. Carolyn was desperate to find out what had happened.

“What sort of day have you guys had?”

“Great thanks, Carolyn.”

“How about Joshua? Did you see much of him, or has he stayed engrossed in his books?”

Mary replied.

“Oh no, we saw a lot of Joshua.”

She put great emphasis on the word ‘lot’ which Carolyn didn’t miss.

“So you did what you wanted to do?”

“Indeed, we did.”

It was difficult to tell exactly what our daughter was thinking, but a smile crossed her face.

“Great. Nice to know you didn’t waste your Saturday.”

The coded wording may have seemed strange to Hannah, but she didn’t seem to react as she was rummaging through her new acquisitions.

“Mrs Cartwright, it’s been great of you to put us up for the weekend, I’ve got you a little present.”

“Oh, you didn’t need to do that. It’s been a pleasure having you both.”

Or at least having Joshua I thought.

I also have to say the more I saw of Hannah the more I needed to get my cock in her. My mind went back to those exquisite knickers. I wondered what the underwear she had on at the moment was like. What I wouldn’t give to get her on the kitchen table, right now, in front of my wife and daughter and screw her.

The present turned out to be perfume which was well appreciated.

Hannah grabbed her bags.

“I’ll just take these upstairs and make sure Joshua’s knows when we are going, he gets totally absorbed.”

This’ll be interesting, I thought.

As soon as she was out of the room Carolyn couldn’t hold back.

“Mum, did you really do it with Joshua?”

“Yes, he was shy and didn’t want to at first but with a bit of coaxing he was fine. Did you know he was a virgin?”

“What? Like, what, this was his first time?”

“Apparently so. Certainly seemed it although I must say he learns quickly. I’m sure you would enjoy him too if you wanted to.”

“Mum. I mean, like he’s a nerd. Very sweet but still a nerd. I get why you did him, but it’s different for me.”

“Ok, but I think you might find him less nerdy now. It’ll be interesting to see what Hannah says when she comes down.”

“How do you mean?”

“You’ll see.”

We didn’t have to wait long.

“That is so weird. I’ve just actually had a conversation with Joshua.”

Carolyn’s mouth dropped open.

“A conversation; with Joshua? Like, sentences and things? Verbs? Nouns? But he only knows yes and no.”

“I know. More than kinda weird. He actually asked me if we’d had a good day. Like he was actually interested.”

Carolyn looked at us and we just smiled.

“Well, being in the company of Mum and Dad obviously did him some good.”

“Well,” said Mary, “we try to bring out the best in people.”

Did I detect a special emphasis on ‘bring out’ or was I just projecting?

“Well, long may it continue, thanks Mrs Cartwright if it was something you did. He is a sweetie, but he’s much too serious and introspective. Perhaps your influence will draw him out.”

“Oh, I think it already has,” responded Mary smiling.

We left the subject there, carried on chatting generally and suddenly found Joshua had joined us without a book under his arm.

“Hi guys. Think I’ve done enough for today. What’s happening?”

The girls eyes couldn’t have got any wider and our daughter gave us a long look as if to say - You did this? Unbelievable.

They all soon disappeared upstairs to get ready for the concert and we resumed normal, every day, humdrum life.

They left at about six-thirty saying they expected to be back around midnight and not to wait up. We said we wouldn’t which was perfectly true, because we wanted to get some rest before what we hoped would be a very physical night.
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We heard them come back just before midnight. There was a bit of clattering downstairs as they got themselves something to eat or drink before they came upstairs.

The two girls said goodnight to Joshua and then both doors closed.

We had naughty plans.

We waited half an hour before I slipped out of bed, out of our room, and into Joshua’s.

I was naked. I didn’t have any sexy night attire, and I wasn’t going seducing in PJs.

“You awake Joshua?”

No response.

Soon change that. I sat on the edge of his bed, slipping my hand under the duvet. He was wearing boxer shorts, but they were wide legged so I had no problem slipping a hand in. Mm. He was semi hard. I wondered if he’d been having wet dreams or wanked himself off before going to sleep. I hoped not. I decided he probably hadn’t because his boxers were neither damp nor sticky.

I gently took hold of his penis and as far as possible in the confines of his shorts wanked him.

His cock woke up first. It was soon struggling to find a way out of the boxers to carry on its growth. Joshua was not far behind. He reacted favourably on seeing me there. Or at least his cock did, as I felt it react as his eyes settled on my naked body.

“Like to carry on where we left off this morning?”

“Oh, Mrs Cartwright. Do I.”

“Ok follow me. Dan wants to join in the fun.”

“Excuse me?”

“We young man, are going to show you the joys of a threesome.”

“Oh. Swerve.”

Swerve? Presumably some Americanism. Never mind.

I led him by the hand (could have used his cock; it was standing up for America!) into our bedroom. Dan was sitting up in bed, having removed all the covers, and was gently masturbating.

“Hi Joshua, hope you don’t mind if I join in the fun.”

Joshua gulped.

“No sir, after all, she is your wife.”

“True, but don’t let that stop you doing anything you fancy with her.”

“Sir, like being at university, I’m here to learn.”

I couldn’t believe this kid. What sort of comment was that? Not exactly sexy or complimentary. Not to worry though, I was pretty hot and given what we had planned, would get hotter.

We told Joshua to drop his boxers and get on the bed. I squatted over his legs. I was determined to find out how he tasted before it was too late, so took his cock in both hands and opened my mouth.

In my short time as New Mary I’d watched a bit of porn and seen some girls take massive lengths in their mouths. They have some way of opening their throat, I assume. Not something I could do, so I couldn’t take more than half of Joshua’s cock but made up for it by using my tongue over his helmet.

While I was attending to our young American, Dan had got to work on my pussy and arse with his tongue and fingers.

I was ever mindful of not taking Joshua over the top too soon so, as I felt some change in his body muscles, I stopped.

“Your turn. You remember from this morning I’m sure.”

I sidled up his body, placing my pussy lips over his mouth. He had remembered. His tongue did exactly what it should do. Darting into my vagina as far as he could, lapping at my lips like a dog drinking. I found a hand. I didn’t need to hunt for one; they were gently kneading my tits and nipples. I took it, holding a finger, and placed it on my clit showing him how I wanted it moved. Delicious. Soon he was managing without my help. I was away.

Dan had come up behind me to nibble my ears, with one hand on my unmolested boob and the other gently probing my anus with a finger.

Four hands. I was soon lost in a euphoric cloud of lust. I regretfully needed to move this on. Dan and I had agreed, as Joshua was such a novice, I should control events.

I turned myself round, so I was facing Dan, with my bum inches from Joshua’s face. Would this be a step too far for our beginner?

“Use your tongue in my arse. Pull my cheeks apart; try to stick your tongue in.”

The sweet boy didn’t hesitate. I took Dan’s cock in hand to lick its length, cupping and squeezing his balls. I was doing this right. I could tell from his gasps. I moved a hand down to wank Joshua.

I made sure I stopped in good time. A long way to go yet.

The next phase could see a premature end to the fun if I wasn’t careful, but given the boy had lasted in me for six strokes this morning on his first ever fuck, I felt I could risk it

I slid down his body. Dan made way for me. I hovered over Joshua’s magnificent manhood, held it steady, settling myself on it, sinking the whole length into my vagina. I believe it was reaching deeper even than Heather’s dildo. The feeling was definitely more intense, being living flesh.

“Try to hold on lovely boy. I need lots of this.”

I thought back again to watching Heather fuck Dan and tried to emulate her movement. Not up and down, but slowly sliding back and forth down Joshua’s thighs.

He was doing exceptionally well to hang on. Time to unleash him before he exploded in me.

I raised myself up and laid beside him and started sucking his cock while Dan lay the other side and brought his head close to mine.

I was loving the taste of Josh with Dan being so close. I wondered if this was the time for Dan to try cock. I glanced at Joshua. He was well content with his eyes closed, breathing heavily. I raised my lips from his penis and looked meaningfully at Dan pushing the young man’s member towards him. He took the hint.

 

My head was inches away from Mary’s lips around this huge cock that we had introduced to sex. The smell of sex was all pervading. My cock couldn’t be harder. I was waiting for my darling wife to bring the young man off as we had planned I should swallow his load as it left his cock. A first step, perhaps on my journey to trying gay sex. It didn’t work like that. Mary lifted her head before he started ejaculating and pushed it towards me. The intent was obvious. I didn’t hesitate, the overwhelming indecent feelings coursing through my body totally controlled my actions. I wondered what Joshua’s reaction might be but ignored the thought.

I grasped his engorged cock, slowly moving my hand over its length and opened my mouth, dropping my head to take a few inches of the mammoth penis inside. I knew only too well what I enjoyed being done by a tongue on my cock so set to work doing it to this young man. The sensation was mind blowing. This hard, young, throbbing cock. Inside my mouth. Yes, I was enjoying the sensation. An understatement on a monumental scale. Why? No idea. What the fuck, just enjoy it I told myself. I lifted my mouth off and licked the length, running my tongue around his helmet. I glanced at the other two. Our Afro-American friend was still on cloud nine with his eyes closed. He appeared to be desperately trying to hold on. My wife. What can I say about her expression? Lustful? Debauched? Depraved? Any adjective you can think of for someone totally caught up in the most sexually degenerate encounter of their lives but having found their true self. The place where they were comfortable. The place they wanted - needed - to spend the rest of their waking hours. All of this in that expression.

Joshua was close to exploding. I lifted my mouth away and increased the speed of my hand. Mary’s head joined mine, anticipating the eruption. It came, accompanied by a long drawn out ‘Oh fuck.’ My open mouth took the first spray, then I pointed his cock towards my lascivious wife, who gobbled up the rest. We lent across his now diminishing cock and kissed open mouthed. Josh having ceased his space travel had his eyes open, watching us as his sperm trickled out of both our mouths. Mary, still with her mouth full of his cum, crawled across to him.

 

Joshua watched this open-mouthed, so I thought, why not? I still had a quantity of his cum in my mouth. I crawled across the bed and kissed him hard.

His kissing was on a par with his fucking before instruction. Poor lad. How old was he? Twenty-two? He’d probably never been kissed, not properly anyway.

I withdrew my mouth and swallowed the remaining cum.

“Ok Joshua. You say you are here to learn, so at the moment that’s definitely an F grade for kissing.”

“Oh. I’m sorry Mrs Cartwright you must think me a real geek.”

“Don’t knock yourself Joshua, you picked up the fucking bit quick enough. I don’t think with a bit of practice you’ll have a problem with the kissing either.”

I told him exactly what I wanted him to do. With his tongue and with his hands while his mouth was busy.

“Let’s try again.”

He was a fast learner.

“Much better. Up to C+ already.”

Poor Dan was sitting there like the proverbial spare prick at a wedding, whilst I did my school ma’am act.

Time to get serious again.

I snuggled up to Joshua, which seemed to embarrass him a bit with Dan there.

“How are you feeling? Do you think it’s ready for action again?”

I felt his limp cock and detected slight stirrings.

“I’m not sure. What did you want me to do?”

“Don’t worry, no rush. You just watch us for a bit. See what that does for you.”

“Ok anything you say, Mrs Cartwright.”

“Just shift over a bit, so we’ve got room on the bed.”

Joshua was on the edge of the bed and half turned into the centre to watch us.

Dan lay down in the middle as I straddled him.

“No, hang on Mary. That’s too risky putting you in control. The way I feel I’m likely to cum too early. You lie down, I’ll manage the action.”

“Ok.”

“Tell you what. Joshua move round so you lie across the top of the bed. That’s it. Mary put your head on Joshua’s chest, use it as a pillow. Great. Now Joshua help yourself to my wife’s tits while I give her a good fucking.”

Deliberate use of that language by Dan was working as he intended, as out of the corner of my eye I saw the young man’s cock begin to grow.

I stretched out an arm and took hold of it whilst Dan plunged his cock into me. I didn’t need any juicing up. I was producing enough to fill a bath. Whether the next stage would be as successful I wasn’t so sure, but hell was I looking forward to trying it.

Dan got a great rhythm going and with each thrust I coincided my hand sliding down Joshua’s cock.

Soon the young man’s cock was as ready as my love nest. Oh, for Dan to have that speed of recovery. I’d exhaust him in a night.

So. Decision time. Dan couldn’t have got my cunt any wetter. Not sure who would get the short straw and have to sleep in the wet patch, but I didn’t care.

Hoarsely, I whispered to Joshua.

“Come lie beside me.” He continued his A class student act and did as bid.

Dan withdrew from me as I climbed on top of Joshua, my legs wide apart, either side of him.

“Can you find my cunt and put your cock in?”

“Yeah. Reckon so.”

I could have done it, but loved the feel of the tip of his cock, as he hunted for my hole. Once he’d found it he had no problem sliding in, even with his size (I must remember to get him to measure it before he goes, I thought).

“Don’t move yet. Wait for Dan.”

Dan came up behind me, kneeling. I felt his solid cock touching my arse hole. Gently he pushed in.

“Ok boys. Keep still. Let me do the work.”

I could feel both cocks in me. With the extra size of Joshua they felt as if they were touching either side of the wall.

I tested the feeling by slowly sliding up Joshua’s body. My tits stroked his face. I was going into orbit. I moved quicker but kept the thrusts short so as not to lose contact with Dan. My orbit was getting higher.

“Next time bite my nipple,” I needed the pain to take me up further. My rocking became more intense. Big boy grabbed a nipple; as I sank back, he held on. The pain moved me up another notch.

A few more quickening thrusts and I knew I was coming. I threw my head back and screamed. God, the ecstasy. It brought Big Boy to the boil, quickly followed by Dan.

Cum up both holes.

I stood up, their cocks falling out of the holes. I spread my legs wide, supported myself by putting a hand on the wall.

“Come on boys, drink up.” I’d turned so they would each be drinking the other’s cum. Dan led the way, as Joshua hadn’t quite realised what I had meant, but being the Einstein he was, he soon worked it out and followed suit. I had them lapping away like two calves on a cow.

When they had emptied me the three of us collapsed onto the bed totally spent.

“I’d better go back to my room.”

“No way, young man. We all sleep here tonight. If you get the urge for more help yourself.”

I kissed him hard and rolled over, did the same to Dan, and snuggled up to my adorable husband, replete in a sexually satisfied haze.

I was awoken only an hour later by the feel of lips on a nipple and fingers gently caressing between my legs.

Joshua was making the most of his time in bed with us. I wasn’t about to dissuade him. I half turned to him to find his cock, which unsurprisingly was as hard as stone. I slowly massaged it while letting his fingers in me. For the first time he took the initiative and kissed me. Good boy. His inhibitions were disappearing. It wasn’t long before he needed to enter me properly, and I thought I’d let him make all the running. An end of term exam to see how much he had learnt.

Dan was probably awake but lying doggo so as not to interfere, which was perfect.

I reached over to Joshua and pulled him towards me indicating he should mount me. He needed no second invitation and his engorged cock slid easily into my moist cavern.

His strokes were good, long, slow and rhythmic. He gradually increased the pace. I felt the shuddering beginnings of an orgasm to pulse through me. Given the earlier fuck he seemed to have plenty of control and it impressed me at how restrained he was.

Eventually his pace went up, his back arched as he pushed his huge member as deep into me as he could. His balls were against my lips as he fired his load. What a shame Dan was feigning sleep and wasn’t there to suck it back out.

I needn’t have worried. As Big Boy withdrew, he dropped his head to my cunt and began sucking his own cum out. What a young man. He has taken to sex like an MP to lying.

I was in heaven. My only regret was that this was probably my last fuck with him, as the three youngsters were leaving later that morning.

I had a thought.

“God, Big Boy, you are a quick learner. I will miss your cock. Stay friends with Carolyn so you can come back. Better still fuck her, so she can enjoy you too.”

There I go with that deviant streak which is such a turn on. What decent mother encourages her stud to fuck her daughter? Who cares?

I didn’t catch his reply, but didn’t press him to repeat it. We just lay there for a bit kissing and then drifted back to sleep.
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The movement had woken me, but I decided not to get involved for two reasons. First, I thought Joshua deserved a ‘normal’ fuck with my wife after the perversions of earlier, and second, I wanted to make sure I had plenty of ‘ammunition’ available in case the opportunity to fuck Hannah arose. I was doubtful it would, but I was ever hopeful.

Lying with my back to my wife and her young lover and trying to lie still was a monumental task. The noises, the closeness of the bodies, the smell of sex, were all arousing. Then he came in her and bent to suck his own cum. I was envious. Hey, that’s my perk, I thought. In this case I let it go. He had given us a great session during the night. He deserved it.

After a while it all went quiet, and I dozed off again for a bit. When I eventually looked at my watch, it was getting on for eight o’clock.

My frustration of holding back from getting involved in Mary’s last fuck prevented me returning to sleep so I went down to get myself a coffee.

I was pretty much on autopilot, with my mind going over the events of the weekend, from masturbating into Hannah’s knickers, to the double penetration of Mary earlier this morning, so I wasn’t paying heed to what I was doing.

I was still naked from the fun and games and couldn’t be bothered to hunt for any boxers so just threw on a dressing gown which I didn’t even bother to tie up.

The thoughts of the last twenty-four hours were keeping my cock semi-erect, with no outside interference from me.

I opened the kitchen door. Hannah was there, making coffee. With the noise of the machine she hadn’t heard me enter. What a vision. She was just in her bra and knickers. Not the ones Mary had wanked me into, but an equally beautiful set. She heard me close the door and turned.

“Oh, Mr Cartwright, I hope you don’t mind me helping myself to coffee.”

She seemed unfazed that she was standing there in her underwear.

“No problem at all. Perhaps you could give me one.” I was talking about the coffee. Honestly.

“Sure. Will do.”

She carried on with the coffee and I carried on lusting after what was inside those knickers. Given how relaxed she seemed about me seeing her in her lingerie, I thought I’d comment.

“I have to say, that’s gorgeous lingerie you’re wearing. Where did you get it?”

I knew from yesterday’s close inspection, but it was the best I could think of.

“Oh god, yes, I hope you don’t mind me coming down like this. I forgot to bring any night wear, so just slipped these on. Can’t remember where I bought them. I have a weakness for pretty undies.”

“Hah. As it happens, so do I. Quite excites me.”

I thought I’d take a chance with that comment and see where it led. I had also taken a leaf out of Mary’s book and had let my dressing gown fall off my legs. A surreptitious glance told me my half hardened cock was evident.

It was quite a chance I was taking. She might decide, correctly, that I was a dirty old pervert and scream or slap my face, but something in her laid back manner made me think it unlikely.

“So I can see Mr Cartwright. Your robe appears to have fallen open.”

She said this with a glimmer of a smile, so I guessed she wasn’t too nonplussed.

“Oh. Sorry, now my turn to apologise.”

“And perhaps mine to say ‘quite excites me.’”

She giggled.

“Anyway, just thinking, you asked about where I got my bra and panties. There’ll be a label on the bra if you want to have a peek.”

Was she teasing me, leading me on, or just naïve about the effect examining her bra would have?

“Thanks, I will. I’d love to buy a similar set for Mary.”

Which was true.

I got up from the chair and went over to her. She turned her back, and I got hold of the bra strap and found the label. Being close to this young lady, and handling her underwear, was turning me on something rotten.

“Lovely feel to the material,” I lamely said.

“Oh, yeah it is, although the cups feel even silkier. Have a touch.”

Is she for real? I still couldn’t decide if she was winding me up or not. Not that I cared. I reached round her and ran my hands over the bra.

“You’re right. They are silkier.”

“Yeh, I have to admit the feel turns me on.”

Too much.

“Me too,” I said as I grasped those pert tits through the bra and gently squeezed. At the same time I closed on her and pushed myself against her back. No way could she fail to feel my erection.

“Hey, yeah, guess that’s doing things for you, Mr Cartwright.”

Too right. I moved my right hand up a bit and slid it into the bra and felt her breast and nipples. No objection, so I carried on.

God. Those tits. They weren’t large, but they were firm. The last time I would have felt tits on a woman this young would have been on Mary, so well over twenty years ago.

Dare I move down? This was a weird seduction. I wasn’t even sure it was a seduction. I was still wondering if she was naïve, wanted to be fucked or was just enjoying teasing this old pervert. What the hell. Let’s find out.

I took one hand out of her bra and ran it over her firm stomach and over those gorgeous knickers.

“You enjoying the feel too, sir?”

“Oh, yes.”

I was having trouble controlling the timbre of my voice.

“Well, I guess you’re welcome to explore inside.”

I needed no second bidding. My hand went under the waistband, over her mound of hair and started gently rubbing her lips. She was dry. Her head came back and rested on my chest.

“Gee, Mr Cartwright, that’s real neat. Definitely doing things to me.”

Yes, Hannah, it is isn’t it? I could feel the wetness coming.

“I guess I’d better say. I hope you don’t mind, but I don’t wanna be screwed.”

Bollocks. Shit.

“But I tell you what. Do ya want me to relieve you? Happy to hand you off.”

Strange terminology. Bugger me who cares how she says it. A substitute for what I wanted, but I wasn’t going to turn it down.

“That’d be good Hannah.”

I carried on fingering her and using my thumb on her clit hoping she might get turned on enough to let me fuck her.

“Ok. Hey, what about Mrs Cartwright, will she mind?”

I was now moving my groin in a circular motion against Hannah’s arse. My cock couldn’t get any harder, and she seemed to respond to its feel.

“No,” I said breathlessly, “we have a very open marriage.”

As far as I could recall it was the first time I had used that expression, and it brought home to me how far we had come in a short space of time.

“Gee, that’s great. Does it mean you get to fuck who you like?”

My fingers were now deep in her cunt, the other hand was urging her nipple into cherry stone hardness, and I was rubbing my cock up and down her knickers so hard I was in danger of bringing myself off.

“It does, so you giving me a hand job is no problem.”

“Gee, ok, trouble is, I’m rather enjoying what you are doing, I don’t want you to stop.”

“Ok, just turn round and I’ll carry on while you wank me.”

“You Brits. Just love how you say some things.”

She turned round and took hold of my cock and started wanking it. It was obvious she had done this before. For her age I would say she had quite an expert touch. Mind you, what did I know? I had had little experience in the last twenty-three years. I wondered if she stopped her boyfriends at this stage. Could she still be a virgin? Difficult to imagine, but possible I suppose.

When I came I would be pouring my cum over her knickers. Two days. Two loads of cum. Two pairs of knickers. Jeez, I wonder if I could get her to take them off and wank me with them?

I asked.

“Sure. Gee, you really like the feel of the material don’t you?”

I stopped fingering her, and she stepped out of the knickers and wrapped them around my cock. Sublime. She resumed her wanking and my fingers went back in her snatch.

She was at last showing signs of appreciating my ministrations. Her breathing was becoming heavier, and she closed her eyes for a few seconds. We were both lost in our little world. It wasn’t as good as a fuck would have been, but it was a good second. I wonder.

“Would you suck me Hannah?”

“Yeh. I guess. But you gotta lick me first. I’m not usually this hot.”

I sat her in a chair, spread her legs wide and knelt down between them. I gently pulled her lips apart so I could sink my tongue as far as possible into her cunt.

She was a slow starter, but she now dampened up at an ever quickening rate. I tried to drink the nectar, but it was coming like a torrent. I let it wash over my face and kept working with my tongue, with a thumb massaging her clit. I continued this for a while when her body shuddered; she let out a piercing scream, her legs came up in the air and she started squirting her juices as if from a fire hose. When Sally had squirted the other day, it was the first time I’d ever witnessed it for real, and I thought hers was explosive. Compared to Hannah’s it was a damp trickle.

Hannah’s seemed to go on and on.

I stayed on my knees rejoicing in being covered in her juices when the door opened.

“Hannah, are you all right, I heard you scream I… oh fuck, shit. Right. Oh, fuck.”

There stood Carolyn, dressed in a baggy tee shirt, her father still under a shower of feminine juices between the naked legs of her friend. I expected her to slam the door and disappear. She didn’t.

“Sorry, I should have realised. Hannah was gone so long making the coffee. Didn’t occur to me you might be, er, like, er, doing this.”

“Sorry darling, I know you said you didn’t want to see us doing this sort of thing.”

I went to get up.

“No. Christ look, like, if you haven’t finished, carry on. Have you finished?”

“Gee, Lyn I think I have, but your Dad isn’t. Oh, Gee what am I saying? It’s your Father.”

“Don’t worry Hannah, they told me what they were up to. It’s just a shock seeing it. You better fix Dad before he gets too soft.”

She came into the kitchen lent against a cupboard with folded her arms.

“Come on, then guys, let’s see what it does for me.”

What her being there was doing to me was keeping me solid.

Not sure how perverted this was on a scale of one to ten, given she was my daughter. As she stood there with the tee shirt clinging to her breasts, her nipples were evident and the shirt stopped just short of her pubes. The sight was definitely increasing my lust for anything sexual that might happen now.

“You OK with that Hannah?”

“Oh, gee Mr Cartwright, I’m Ok with anything.”

“Anything? You did say before you didn’t want to go the whole way.”

“Hey, that’s cute. ‘The whole way.’ Is that spelt with or without a W? Hey, never mind. Yeah, gee, I know I said that, but I thought I was maybe getting into the middle of marriage problems, but I guess not, so yeah, I’m cool with it.”

I’m sure you all know there are times when you feel as randy as hell and think you can’t feel any randier then something happens to prove you wrong. Well, that’s where I was. I had this tightness in my stomach. I wanted this so much. The fact my daughter was watching shifted it up to the top floor. No matter how perverted, I had to do it.

I cleared the kitchen table and got Hannah lying on it. I pushed her legs apart and guided my cock towards her.

A sudden thought.

“Do I need a condom?

“Oh, gee, yeah, I guess.”

“Good job I brought one down then.”

I looked up and there was Mary dressed in a loose bathrobe holding out the packet.

“Glad I came down when I did. Would have been a shame to miss this.”

Words failed me. Christ, they’ll be selling tickets next, but it kept my libido off the scale.

I took the rubber and slipped it on.

I didn’t ask Hannah if she minded about Mary’s presence, we’d had enough interruptions, I need to get into her, and how.

She was soaking from the earlier episode but still tight. Further depraved thoughts. A young tight cunt to fill and cum in.

Mary went and stood beside our daughter but rather than just watch she undid her robe, opened her legs slightly and started fingering herself.

That was the last time either of them entered my thoughts for quite a while.

Hannah had been so difficult to read. Right from me entering the kitchen I couldn’t tell if she was just naïve or sex mad. I was now certain it was the latter.

Given she was lying on the table I was leading the action but she still managed to move her back and hips enough to make my thrusts vary in intensity for both of us. I began to feel a loss of control so I stopped, removed my cock and turned her over so she had one foot in the ground and the other leg at an angle on the table exposing her cunt.

“Oh beautiful. Can I kiss you there Hannah?”

To Hannah’s surprise the request was from Mary.

“Oh, gee, yeah. Please do.”

It gave me a welcome respite to get myself back under control. I would have loved this to go on forever but knew the next time my cock went in her I would boil over.

As Mary got down on her knees to start sucking Hannah, I glanced over at Carolyn to see her fingering herself with one hand and the other was up her tee shirt tweaking a nipple. Her face revealed she was well into the sexual atmosphere of the room.

If it had been any other woman, I would have gone over and let my fingers join hers. But this was my daughter. So? She was being turned on by watching her mother and father fuck her friend. She was standing in front of her father frigging herself, knowing she was an attractive woman, I let my eyes gaze at her pubes and lips.

The conflict was enormous. I would probably regret it, but I resisted as I knew I should.

Mary had worked Hannah up again. The girl obviously had a serious weakness for oral sex, and with another high-pitched scream she started flooding the kitchen again.

Mary enjoyed her juices as I had and then moved out of the way. Hannah was still quivering from the orgasm as I rammed into her. The time for slow sex was over. I thrust into her as fast as my hips would allow. Her squeaks and screams were continuous, and then I was there.

One last thrust and I held her body as my cock twitched and pumped the semen into the condom.

I subsided as did my cock. I pulled out and was about to remove the condom when Hannah turned round.

“Let me.”

I did. As she pulled it off, I hoped she was going to drink it but she went to throw it away.

“No, Hannah, here.”

She took it over to Mary who upended the rubber and swallowed its contents like it was one of those ice bars we used to have as kids.

What a way to start a Sunday.
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I woke up to a scream from downstairs. I looked around. Joshua was still sleeping like a baby next to me. Unsurprising considering what he’d been up to recently. No sign of Dan so I surmised he and Hannah were getting it on somewhere. Great. It had worried me he wouldn’t get to fuck her. I know he’d had some action with me and Joshua but hardly the same thing.

I’m not sure what made me do it, but as I threw on my bathrobe to go down to see what was happening, I opened the drawer next to the bed and pulled out a packet of condoms.

I couldn’t decide whether I thought Hannah was likely to be on the pill, but even if she was, she might insist on protection and knowing Dan was merely a man I don’t suppose he would have given it any thought.

I arrived at the kitchen door just in time to hear Dan ask if he needed to use one.

It surprised me to see Carolyn there, making herself comfortable, watching. Were we going to get her involved? The thought of mother and daughter fucking together really excited me.

I stood next to Carolyn as Dan fucked this young lady. I so love to see his cock disappear into another woman and today was even more special given she was young and black.

I couldn’t just stand there, I opened my bathrobe and started fingering myself.

Carolyn caught the movement and looked at me. She seemed unsure about whether she should follow suit. I leant over and whispered.

“Let yourself go.” She did and was soon fingering herself. Tentatively at first but then gradually the sexual drive took over and she was fingering herself as hard as I was.

I loved my brief interlude licking Hannah’s cunt. Wow, did she cum. Spraying her juices everywhere. Such an orgasm. Something so special. Wish I could squirt like that as I’m sure Dan did.

After my husband had emptied his load and Hannah had taken his condom off, I couldn’t just let that gorgeous sticky load go to waste. After its taste the next best thing about it was the surprise on the girls’ faces when I swallowed the contents.

When we each returned to sanity, the girls went back up to shower and dress and Dan and I set about cleaning up after Hannah’s explosions and then sort out some breakfast.

I had to ask.

“How was she?”

“Tight, really tight, but she seemed to know what she was doing.”

Dan then described how the encounter had started and we both agreed it was a little odd but the result had been mind blowing.

I wondered when my big boy would surface. In the event all three of them materialised about the same time.

Conversation was muted. Whether it was because everybody was exhausted or embarrassed I don’t know, but we didn’t press the conversation just asked how the concert had been (good apparently), and when they planned on leaving (early afternoon). It wasn’t breakfast we were having more of a brunch, Dan’s sexual encounter having occupied a good proportion of the morning.

I decided to see if they would talk about the sex.

“So. Would anyone care to comment about our hospitality?”

I did two air quote marks making the point I was referring to the sex.

I think our two guests were a little embarrassed but Carolyn wasn’t.

“Yes, I would. This weekend has got to have been, like, the weirdest weekend anyone could imagine. If I went back to Uni and was asked about what we did and I said ‘Well, Mum screwed the boy I had taken home, then Mum and Dad had a threesome with him, then Dad gave my girlfriend oral sex and then he fucked her while mum and I watched’ do you think anyone would believe me? In fact, I might try it. It’s off the scale of experiences, especially given the Mum and Dad I’d left behind when I went up to Uni. You two guys wouldn’t believe it. Mum was so anti sex it’s untrue. She was the prude of the street.”

“Oh, come on. I wasn’t that bad, was I?”

Husband and daughter answered with a joint yes.

“Talk about off the scale the other way now. But I’ve got to say, I much prefer the new versions, and yeah I enjoyed this morning and, yeah, when I come back next time I’m happy to get involved. In fact, I can’t wait.”

Dan and I glanced at each other. Great news.

“Well, from my viewpoint Mr and Mrs Cartwright I think I’m going back as a different person. I guess I was becoming over obsessed with my studies and you have certainly broadened my education.”

“You are a great student, Joshua. What did I give you at the start? An F wasn’t it? I think you are close to straight A’s now.”

Big smiles all round.

“Gee, well my turn. I was looking forward to the concert but not sure how I would enjoy the rest. You might not think it, but I get very nervous meeting new people. That’s why I was a bit odd earlier, Sir. It embarrassed me, you catching me in my bra and panties. I sort of waffled. Glad I did though. Those two squirts were the first for quite a while.”

So, we had three young people who had enjoyed our sexual lifestyle. Not that we needed it, but it further confirmed in our minds what we were doing was right.

Now all we had to do was decide what our next adventure would be. I had my ideas but events intervened.

 

The rest of Sunday passed in a euphoric fog of satisfied lust.

We said goodbye to our daughter and her friends reluctantly. Can you imagine what it would have been like if they had stayed for a week? Or even just another night? I’m convinced all five of us would have ended up in the same bed. A mind blowing thought. Promises were exchanged; they would visit again, as one always promises. We hoped it would be true, but were happy to live with the memories if it wasn’t.

We collapsed in the afternoon and sitting on the sofa with Mary’s head in my lap we alternately dozed, watched rubbish on the TV or idly chatted about the weekend.

Unsurprisingly Mary was enjoying reliving Joshua’s cock entering her especially with me up her arse. Apparently the two cocks working her at once induced a very special feeling.

I couldn’t pick a favourite. Too many high points. I’d loved going into Hannah’s tight cunt, but some lesser moments had left their mark too. Coming in her knickers was one and feeling her bra at her invitation was another. My underwear fetish. Getting more prevalent which surprised me given the other obscene things we were getting up to. Not that Mary objected. We both agreed anything and everything was acceptable.

Mary had commented earlier that the more depraved the action the more she was turned on. I totally concurred.

We talked for a bit about Caroline. I told Mary about my feelings when I saw her there playing with herself and Mary told me how she had encouraged our daughter to play.

We discussed how perverted and depraved we regarded this given we were talking about our own nineteen-year-old daughter and concluded that, providing she was comfortable with it, if she wanted to join in that was fine but under no circumstances would we even touch her. It should stop there. 

But it got me pondering. How far down the road to depravity would I be willing to go? How far would I be content to see Mary go? Lying there musing about it with Mary gentling fondling my cock and my hand down her jumper fingering her nipple the answer was: there was no bottom. Thoughts whirled round. Could I contemplate doing what I was fantasising about?

We were in bed early and a loving cuddle was all that transpired; we needed to recharge batteries again. Sleep came quickly and easily and so began another week.
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On the Tuesday following our depraved weekend the phone rang.

“Hi Mum, how are you?”

“Carolyn! Lovely to hear from you. We’re both great. I hope you are, and your two lovely friends. Was everyone still Ok with the weekend? No morning after regrets?”

“Ha, no Mum, all good. Greatest thing is no one can understand what’s happened to Josh. You should hear all his fellow students.”

“Oh, great. Such a nice boy. It will be the making of him.”

“I think you’re right. Anyway, Mum, the reason for the call, can I pop home and see you and Dad? I’ve got something I need to talk to you about.”

“Oh. Er, yes, of course. Is there a problem?”

“No, not really, well, er, yes I suppose there is, but don’t worry, I’m not pregnant or anything or wanting to leave Uni, it’s just something I think you need to be made aware of.”

“Oh dear, that sounds ominous.”

“No, really Mum, don’t worry about it, I just need to see you to tell you.”

“OK, when?”

“I’ve got a free day the day after tomorrow so could I come tomorrow afternoon, and then we can talk in the evening and I can come back the following day?”

“OK, my love, we have nothing fixed.”

“Brill. See you about five tomorrow. Bye.”

“Bye. Carolyn.”

Well, what’s that all about? I wondered. Time would tell.

 

Carolyn arrived on time and we had a chat about this and that waiting for Dan to get home. We all settled down with a glass of wine and awaited Carolyn’s news.

“OK. Now first, Dad, can you promise me you won’t lose your temper over what I’ve got to say?”

“That’s difficult to agree to, isn’t it? If I don’t know what it is.”

“OK, let me rephrase it. Will you promise not to do anything hasty after I tell you?”

This sounded serious.

“Yes. OK. I think I can promise that.”

“Right. Seeing you two last weekend and what everyone got up to makes this so much easier. Mum, I’m sure you realise your old self was not the easiest person to talk to about sex and things.”

“Oh, darling, yes, I’m sure you’re right.”

“Well, like, if it had been easier I would probably have told you this at the time, but about five years ago, after my fourteenth birthday, when we had one of those weekends at Granny’s celebrating her birthday, right, well,” Carolyn took a deep breath, “Uncle Peter sexually assaulted me.”

Stunned silence. I looked at Dan. The colour had drained from his face.

“What? How? Sorry, are you… can you tell us? What did the fucker do?”

“He didn’t rape me or anything, nothing so serious but, the first thing was he groped my tits and then later he stuck his hand up my skirt. When they arrived, he gave me a hug but one of his hands went over my breast and he sort of squeezed his body against me so it was hard against me and I couldn’t pull away, and I could feel his prick enlarging. Then the following day, we were in the lounge and I was standing next to the sofa where he was sitting, trying to get the TV remote to work and I felt his hand on my leg under my skirt. I could move away then so did. If I hadn’t I think he might have gone further.”

“The fucking bastard. I’ll bloody kill him.”

“Dad, you promised. Calm down. I mean it’s not that serious, enough boys in my class at school tried the same thing, and it didn’t upset me much, I just made sure I stayed away from him. I only told you, cos, like, with your new lifestyle and stuff, I wasn’t sure what you might be doing so just thought you ought to know.”

“That’s not the point, is it? Boys your age is one thing, an adult man something else entirely. You say you think he would have gone further?”

“I don’t know, the first time, feeling my tit, I don’t think so, there were others around so probably not. When he stuck his hand up my skirt, I think he might if I hadn’t moved. What shocked me was he did it while Auntie Zoe was in the room.”

“What! Fuck, she didn’t stop him? Did she see him do it?”

“I can’t believe she didn’t know what he did, she was sitting right next to him on the sofa.”

“Bleeding hell. The pair of them. Shit. I wonder if they’ve done it with any other kids? It’s one thing coming on to you Mary, it’s a different thing entirely trying it on with a child.”

 

I’m not one of these politically correct guys who thinks even the slightest touch of a grown woman constitutes sexual assault, and there were plenty of times before I went out with Mary I might have gone a little far without permission. I’m no saint, but when I did I took the slap or whatever as punishment. But a grown man groping a fourteen-year-old was another matter altogether. I was seething. I couldn’t get my head round it. Yes, we all knew he was a pillock who somehow earned a fortune. We knew he leered at anything in a skirt. But this. THIS! This was something else.

“Before you completely blow a gasket Dan, think this through. We hate the pair of them already and we’re working towards, well you know what, this just rather adds to the justification in my mind.”

“Sorry Mum, you’ve lost me. What are you working towards?”

“Ah. Hang on a minute. Let me just get your Father on board with this. It might save him being on a murder charge. Look, Dan, I loved our ideas and all the preparation we did the other weekend, but it concerned me a bit we were overstepping a mark, given what we were planning, just because he was a little rat for coming on to me. Well, now, I think it’s totally justified and am most definitely up for teaching them a lesson they won’t forget. How about it?”

“I dunno. I just want to go round and kick his balls through his throat. I’ll need to sleep on it.”

“Mum, what do mean about teaching him a lesson?”

“Well, I’m not sure if you know or spotted it at all, but every time we met them that cockroach came on to me. Touching me up, making a pest of himself. I never did anything about it other than trying to avoid being near him and I stopped your Father confronting him as I didn’t want a scene, but since my ‘conversion’ I don’t care about our relationship and we hatched a little plan to get even.”

“Brill. Do tell.”

So we did. We outlined what we had in mind and told Carolyn about our weekend at her Grandmother’s birthday.

“Great. I hope it works.”

“So do we my love, so do we.”

I had to clear something in my mind.

“Carolyn, are you sure this hasn’t left you with any long-term problems?”

“Like what, Dad?”

“I don’t know really, not wanting sex or staying clear of men?”

Carolyn roared. “No Dad. I only mentioned it because I now felt I could and wanted you to know what a shit he is. And no Mum, I didn’t realise he did it to you too. If I had, I might have had the courage to speak up earlier. Anyway, lets change the subject. What sexy plans have you got for this weekend?”

I was relieved Peter’s assault on our daughter had had no adverse effects on her, but I dreaded to think what could have happened. Zoe condoning it, or at the very least letting him perpetrate the assault eliminated any doubts I had about going ahead with our plan.

The morning brought more clarity.

As I’ve said, I’m not by nature an aggressive person. I think the last time I got into a physical fight I was probably eight years old, so whilst knocking six bells out of him was an attractive idea it wasn’t practical. Besides which, it would probably end up with me in court for grievous bodily harm. So Mary’s solution, in the cold light of day, was very attractive. With the bonus of satisfying my fantasy about Zoe. 

We spent considerable time refining the plan. Now all we needed was the opportunity to put it into operation. 
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We had a gap in our ‘What new perversion can we try this week’ diary as poor Dan was exceedingly busy at work so I had to think of something to fill the time.

I decided I might as well bite the bullet and have it out with my Mother. Did she have cause to be as she was or was she just a bigoted woman? A deep breath and I picked up the phone. Yes, she ‘supposed’ she had time to see me. We fixed a day for later in the week.

My parents live fifty miles away. An ideal distance really. Too far for them to be continually popping round but close enough to get to quickly in case of need.

I hadn’t seen Mother since her birthday weekend and I’d kept New Mary boxed up then, apart from letting her out for a tease of Peter, so it would be interesting to see how Mum would react. I wouldn’t be telling her what we were getting up to. I didn’t want to kill her with a heart attack (or did I? Er, probably not), but I planned to make it clear I now had an altogether different attitude to sex. Not sure how I would do that, but yes, I was going to. I think. Wow. Strange, isn’t it? All the blatant sexual things I’d done recently, in public and in private, without batting an eyelid, but confronting my Mother was a whole different box of sardines.

First consideration was how should I dress. I wanted that to be my flag, my standard bearer. Here I am. The New Mary. What do you think?

In the end I was schizophrenic. I’d be New Mary underneath and Old Mary on top. Cowardly approach, I know. Wearing sexy lingerie made me feel good. I marvelled at how pieces of satin next to my skin gave me such confidence. So it was a light blue bra and matching knickers and suspender belt and a pair of light tan stockings for the New Mary, and a white blouse with a high ruffled neck and a thigh length full summer style dress for Old Mary.

Mm. Not bad. I felt good and looked prim. In fact, I might try this outfit on one of our excursions. ‘The Primary School Teacher’ look. I was a shoe in for Miss Brodie - in her prime!

I easily resisted the temptation to expose myself on the journey. My nerves over the upcoming confrontation were too great to contemplate it. 

 

“Hello Mum. Lovely to see you. How are you?”

“Lovely, thank you dear. I’m amazed you can find the time to come and see your Mum. Come in.”

So, we chatted for a bit about usual family stuff, husband, kids, holidays planned and so on. Then she gave me the opening I needed.

“You are looking so much better than when I saw you at Christmas. I remarked on it to Zoe when you were all here for my birthday. Have you changed your diet or something?”

Oh yes, Mum, I’m now consuming so much more protein, I thought, but didn’t say.

“Something, yes Mum, Dan and I have reinvigorated our sex lives.”

There, I’ve said it. Stand by. In this day and age I know such a remark would hardly raise an eyebrow at most dinner parties, unless attended by Old Mary or sister Zoe. In Mother’s house it was like dropping a thermonuclear device on Buckingham Palace.

First there was the deathly silence as the explosion draws in all known matter. Then there was the spluttering as the mushroom cloud takes form and finally there was the outpouring of radioactivity known as my Mother’s tongue.

“Mary! How dare you! You know I don’t approve of that language. How dare you use it in my house? What exactly do you mean? Are you trying for another baby? I would have thought it a bit late.”

I nearly spat my coffee out at the reference to a baby, but in Mother’s eye, why else would one have sex?

“No Mum, we are not ‘trying’ for another baby. We are just enjoying having sex.”

Most Mothers don’t like their children using four-letter words. With mine you had to add this three letter one.

“Disgusting. Have you no shame talking openly about THAT?”

“Really, Mum, I don’t understand why you find it so disgusting. You and Dad do it, don’t you? Don’t you find any pleasure in it?”

“Do it? We most certainly do not do it. Not now. Obviously I allowed your father to do it when we wanted a family, but there was no need after Zoe was born.”

Oh. Wait. Hold the presses. Did I hear right? Dad was denied sex after Zoe was born? Jeez. No wonder he’s so quiet and reserved.

“Mum are you saying you haven’t let Dad….”

I couldn’t bring myself to say fuck. I would have been straight out of the front door, without it being opened.

“… have intercourse with you since Zoe was born?”

“How dare you! How you can sit there and talk about such matters I don’t know. You never used to. It’s your husband’s fault. What disgusting ideas has he put into your head? Is Zoe aware of this change?”

No, but her husband thinks he has an inkling, I thought. I was not going to tell her what we had learnt about the pair of them from Carolyn. She wouldn’t have believed me anyway.

“Don’t avoid the question. Are you saying you haven’t let Dad have sex with you for some forty years?”

“It’s got nothing to do with you. How dare you ask such a question? I brought you up to be…”

I couldn’t take it any longer.

“You brought me up to be a prude, to think like you are talking now, that sex is dirty, not to be talked about, let alone practised. Well, Mother, I’ve got news for you. Dan and I do talk about sex and do practice sex. In lots of different ways. Ways you are better not knowing about. We enjoy sex. We have sex often.”

I couldn’t resist using the S word as many times as possible.

“I just can’t understand your attitude. It took me twenty-three years of marriage to see the light, but you can see for yourself how much happier I am. How can that be bad? Why are you like this? Did you have a sexual trauma when you were young? Did someone attack you? If so, I can understand it. If not, I can’t.”

Phew. Bit of a speech from me. Now to sit back and take the vitriol.

Silence. She was staring at me but I couldn’t tell if it was hatred or whether she was deciding to impart some dark secret long buried in her memory.

Her eyes told me she was raging inside.

“If that’s your attitude, you little tart, I don’t want to talk to you any more. No. I didn’t have a trauma. I don’t need a trauma to know sex is evil.”

“Am I really hearing this? In the twenty-first century and you have a Victorian attitude guiding your life. Have you ever asked Dad if he’s happy with not having sex?”

“Of course he is.”

“Is he? Have you actually asked him?”

“No, but I know I’m right.”

“Oh, for fuck’s sake.”

There, I used the word. I waited for her to go apoplectic.

“Right. That’s it. Out of my house. Don’t come back until you can apologise and show me you are being sensible.”

She screamed the last sentence at me.

I guessed the last bit meant not fucking Dan, but I couldn’t bring myself to discuss it further. In some strange way I felt much lighter, as though a load had been lifted. I realised I had been worrying I was blaming my Mother for my attitude when she was hiding some horrendous past event. That wasn’t the case. She was just a stupid, bigoted woman with serious sexual hang-ups. I’d be leaving with a light heart and decided I’d give her something to have a fit about and to discuss with her soul mate, Zoe.

“Ok, Mum if that’s the way you feel, I’ll go.”

I picked up my bag and made for the door. She was not even going to show me out.

“Before I go, I must show you these, pretty aren’t they?”

I’d turned to face her and lifted my skirt to my waist so she could see the skimpy knickers and stockings and suspenders. My harlots hosiery. Then I rubbed a hand over the knickers and between my legs “Dan loves doing this.”

Oh, I shall treasure the look of abject horror on her face for many a year.

 

Back in the car on the drive home I tried to think if I was happy I had just had a family splitting row with my Mum and possibly wouldn’t see her for some considerable while, if ever. I concluded I was.

With what we had planned for Zoe and Peter I suspected my dear Sister would find a way of poisoning me in Mum’s mind anyway, so nothing lost there.

Then my thoughts went to my Dad. I know I wasn’t exactly the sexiest partner to Dan for all those years, but I never refused him. I wondered what Dan would have done if I had. Gone elsewhere? Divorced me? Well, Dad hadn’t done the second, but I wondered if he done the first. I couldn’t see it, but who knew.

I felt somehow I needed to help him; if he wanted help. Thinking cap on. Sally came to mind. She had said she couldn’t thank us enough for what we had done for her and if she could ever do anything for us…
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Since our ‘Weekend from Hell’ - now modified to Heaven - where we had well and truly confused Peter regarding Mary’s attitude to him, we spent many an hour trying to concoct a reason to invite them over that wasn’t too transparent. It had to sound plausible. It had to dangle some carrot to them to convince them that the trip to stay in our ‘doss house’ would be in their interest. We were certain Peter would be easy. He would be desperate to see if he would get in Mary’s knickers. The Dragon was the obstacle.

Since Carolyn telling us about Peter groping her we were committed to teaching them both a lesson

That’s when Fate played its hand.

The phone rang.

“Hello Daniel, Zoe, your sister-in-law here. How are you?”

Several things you need to know about that sentence.

First, she always called me Daniel rather than Dan. In her warped mind a shortened name was only for the plebs. That’s why I enjoyed calling her husband Pete. It must have been a real cause of regret to her she has such a short name and no way of extending it. Except that I shortened it further.

Second, why, oh why, did she have to introduce herself by telling me she was my sister-in-law? She had a distinctive, affected accent, that was unmistakable. In any case, how many Zoe’s was I likely to know?

Third, asking me how I was immediately put me on high alert. If there was one thing certain in this world, it was that Zoe couldn’t give a fig leaf how I was.

“Oh, Hi Zo, well thanks. You?”

“It’s Zoe. Why do you insist on not using my correct name? Yes, I’m well; as if you are interested. Is Mary there?”

“Yes, hold on.”

I called up to Mary that her beloved sister was on the line.

“Fuck, what does she want?”

“No idea, but if you get the chance, use it as an excuse to put Plan PeZo into operation.” (We could be childish at times!).

The conversation was stilted. I stopped trying to guess what was being said, but Mary seemed to get happier as the conversation went on.

“Well, well, talk about a bit of luck,” Mary said as she came off the phone, “She’s only asked if they can come and stay for two nights.”

“Really? Why on earth do they want to do that?”

“Apparently Peter’s company is sponsoring some degree or another at the university and the Vice Chancellor has invited them to break bread, or whatever they call it, at his table one night.”

“And what? They can’t afford a hotel?”

“Ha, ha, hardly. No, apparently she thought it would be ‘rude’ to be so close and not see us.”

“Zoe, worried about being rude? No chance.”

“Yep. Just what I thought, no way is this her idea. I would think Mum has insisted she do it. I doubt that she has told Zoe about our row yet. If I know her, she will be working out the best way of using it to her advantage, and wants a report back from my sister whether I’m showing signs of perversion.”

“Ah, of course. That makes sense. I couldn’t see her caring one way or the other. She will find out about someone’s perversion, that’s for sure. When are they coming? Knowing Zoe, it’s tomorrow.”

“Not quite, it’s next week.”

“Right, and I suppose she’s known about it for months.”

“Probably, but I suspect it stuck in her craw so much she couldn’t bring herself to make the call.”

“Great, so she won’t want to be here, so that should ensure she is her usual obnoxious self, which will make it much easier to do what we plan. Are you still sure you can go through with this? You are the one having to be up close and personal with that plank of a brother-in-law of ours.”

“Oh, that’s the only reason I’m doing it. All the men I’ve had so far I’ve been happy to accommodate. Doing it with someone I loath will be a new experience. It will make it so horny in some strange warped way.”

 

The day had arrived. Show down time for Pervy Pete and his enabling wife. Dan and I had been over our plans again the night before they arrived. Not to finesse them, we knew we would need to modify our ideas as events unfolded, but to make sure we were both committed to what we were about to do, and what the ramifications might be.

If it played out as we hoped we knew it would be the end of our family relationships. There would be no reconciliation, but I’d already burnt the bridges to my Mother and still had no regrets. After the way these two had treated us and our daughter, we couldn’t find any reason to worry if they also ostracised us.

They planned staying two nights. Arriving on the Tuesday afternoon and eating at top table with the Vice Chancellor in the evening. Then visiting the University on the Wednesday, with Peter giving some speech in the afternoon. Back to us for Wednesday evening and a meal. Our surprise would come then.

 

I needed to consider my attire. Something which would give Peter a quick flash to resurrect his confusion and get him in the mood to try something, but not revealing to alert Zoe to her sister’s intentions.

We settled on the jumper from the famous photo shoot and a button through skirt I would only have slightly undone, just to give a hint of stocking top. I know the way Peter leered at me. He would not miss what I was showing. It was inconceivable Zoe would even think of the possibility of me being so wanton as to let her husband have a glimpse of my undies. She still only knew about Old Mary.

Dan and I had been through various scenarios of how we would do this, I had a ruse to get Peter alone, but other than that we would let events unfold. If it worked out, great. If it didn’t we should at least never have to speak to either of them again. A win win situation.

They arrived at four pm. On the dot. I swear they park up round the corner to ensure they arrive on time.

Dan promised he’d get home as early as possible, but I would have to cope on my own for two hours at least.

Zoe came up first. Giving me air kisses and the usual loving sister opening comment.

“I see you still haven’t got round to paving your drive.”

“Why should we? It’s perfectly adequate as it is.”

“But not nearly as decorative as paving like ours, but of course, I forget, you probably can’t afford it.”

That set the tone for the next two days, but given our plans I was more than happy to let it go. As I was with creepy Peter’s greeting.

“Hello Mary, how’s my favourite sister-in-law?”

This he accompanied with a hug which was designed to squash my tits into his chest and a hand rubbed across my back, which he used to feel my bra strap. The difference this time was I didn’t immediately pull away as I usually did. Instead, I subtly rubbed my tits across his chest, and made sure my thighs contacted his. Nothing too overt. I didn’t want him thinking I was coming on to him. I wanted him to wonder if I might be. Interestingly, he hadn’t tried to kiss me full on the lips as he had on our last encounter. Possibly because Zoe was right next to him. Or possibly because he was unsure about me after the weekend at Mother’s.

“I’m great thanks. So lovely to see you both again.”

Liar, liar, pants on fire.

“Come in, let me make you some tea. Still drinking Earl Grey, Zoe?”

“Oh no. Such a common blend. You won’t have it of course, but I now drink organic ceremonial Matcha green tea. It’s much too sophisticated for your taste. I’ve brought my own supply. Just boil the kettle, I’ll make it myself so it’s done correctly.”

Right.

“In that case I wouldn’t want to think I’d ruined your tea for you so the kettle’s over there, you better fill it yourself. I might add the wrong sort of water. You still prefer coffee Peter?” I asked, as I reached up into a cupboard for a new packet.

“Yes, please Mary, let me give you a hand.”

What he actually meant was, ‘can I use it as an excuse to rub my body against yours.’

“Thank you, yes.”

I’d reached up to the top shelf for a new packet, I didn’t need one, but purposely gave him the chance to come up behind me and reach over me, as I knew he would. I felt his groin pushing against my bum as he stretched across for the coffee. Any self-respecting person would have let me move out of the way, but then Peter was anything but a self-respecting person. Oh, dear. I could feel the glimmer (can you feel a glimmer?) of an expanding penis. You don’t know what you are letting yourself in for do you Pete? Again, subtly, I waggled my bottom across his groin. Definite growth. Enough. Let him decide whether he imagined me rubbing against him.

Madam now had her tea. No doubt she would complain about the water being wrong. Our water is notoriously hard, and I know their palatial house is in a soft water area. I was right. She complained. Good strike rate even for Zoe. Three complaints in first twenty minutes. Bodes well. Never mind Mary, I told myself, think of the ultimate goal.

 

When I got home, you could cut the atmosphere with a knife. I suspected there was something other than the atmosphere Mary would have liked to cut.

“Hello Zo, Pete, good to see you.”

Why do we all lie so much in polite company? The shortening of both their names always created tension. One up for me.

“Hi Dan, still keeping your nose to the grindstone then, old boy.”

That’s where I’d like to put your cock, old boy, I was tempted to reply.

The pair of them are so affected, ‘old boy’ indeed. He thinks he’s in some Bertie Wooster fantasy. He and his precious wife will find out what fantasy is tomorrow.

I found Mary in the kitchen and gave her a long lingering kiss.

“It will be a long couple of days.”

“Not too bad actually. They should change soon and be gone to the high priest, or whatever, for their supper. God, do they bang on about it. ‘Have we ever had the honour?’ ‘Very few people do. You have to be very important.’ Blah blah blah. Oh, and he’s already groped me twice in his snide way. I could even feel his erection the second time. Boy, am I looking forward to tomorrow.”

Thankfully, they soon went to prepare for their evening, and left without further insult hurling.

We sat down to a quiet supper, a glass or two of Rioja and a few hours of television. We needed to prepare.

 

Breakfast the following morning followed a script we could have written. It was a monologue from Zoe on the gourmet meal they had consumed the previous evening, how honoured they were to be invited, (and by implication how important they were compared to us nonentities) how so many influential people were there, and on and on.

I was the lucky one. I had to go to work. Poor Mary had a couple more hours before they left for the university. We were deliberately not fighting back. Like Napoleon’s advance on Moscow, they were getting too deep in enemy territory. We could take the pummelling, knowing our counter attack was coming soon.

They told us they would not want a meal as they were again being fed by the Vice Chancellor and it ‘will be so much superior to anything you can cook Mary.’

Every word confirming our plan was the right thing to do.
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I got home early, so we were both ready for them on their return late that afternoon.

We’d had an hour of Zoe extolling the brilliance of Peter’s speech. To listen to her it was a speech so great it would have made Martin Luther King’s ‘I had a dream’ sound inconsequential.

We’d had enough. We looked at each other. Yep. Time to start.

We steered the conversation away from them with difficulty, but after a gradual, subtle change of course, Mary pulled the trigger.

“I have a major problem on my computer. Dan, can’t sort it out, he says it is too complicated. I will have to pay to get someone in. It’s a shame we don’t know anyone with the right skills to have a look.”

Peter took the bait, like a salmon a fly, not seeing the bear waiting to pounce.

“Let me have a look, Mary. I’m the one who solves all the issues on our IT at work.”

Yeah, right. Probably when they find the fault is it’s not plugged in. Not to worry. I’d had a word with our IT guys and, without going into details of why, asked how to create a simple glitch on our computer that wasn’t readily obvious, so even someone with the brain the size of Boris Johnson’s ego like Peter, might be stumped for a bit.

 

During Zoe’s boring speech regaling us with Saint Peter’s virtues, I’d been a little careless in the way I was sitting. Oops. Silly me. I’d made sure I was opposite Peter, and at an angle to Zoe so she had no view. For some unaccountable reason I kept letting my legs drift apart. I’d then cross them in an exaggerated manner so the view up to my knickers was clear. We’d deliberated on whether I should wear knickers, deciding that, as I was supposedly still Old Mary, I should. Again more confusion for Peter as I’d worn no knickers and racy undies during our previous weekend meet. I wore white, so they were more easily seen up the shadowy confines of my slightly unbuttoned skirt. Peter spotted the view all right. He had trouble dragging his eyes away.

We’d moved my computer into a spare bedroom, so Peter followed me upstairs. Yeah, followed me. I could imagine his eyes boring into my backside.

I sat down in front of the computer and Peter stood next to me, leaning forward, with one hand on the back of the chair. I hunched my shoulders slightly and my sweater did what I expected. It gaped open, giving my pervert of a brother-in-law a fine view down to my bra encased tits.

I detected a change in his breathing, even with just this. He moved closer and his thigh rubbed my arm. I could feel his erection growing. Now was the time to strike. I stopped explaining the non-existent computer problem.

“Peter, I don’t think you are paying attention. Do you fancy me? If so, you should say. I’m not as reserved as you seem to think. Don’t you fancy some fun?”

That stopped him in his tracks.

“Mary? Do you mean it?”

“Peter, I wouldn’t say it if I didn’t. I can’t wait for your attention whenever we meet. Why do you think I gave you that show at Pauline’s and downstairs just now?”

As I said it I thought there was no way he would fall for that. You’d need to be a self-centred idiot to think it had any credence. I’d forgotten Pervy Pete was a self-centred idiot.

“So, are you up for some - adult - fun?” I put as much emphasis as I could on the word adult. He couldn’t miss it.

“But you objected at Pauline’s when I touched you.”

“Of course I did, I don’t want Dan realising how turned on you make me. So how about it? Do you want me?”

“You know I do. But… Now?” he asked incredulously.

“Yes,” I replied, in what I hoped was a ‘little girl lost’ voice, “but what I really want, is to be taken forcibly, you know, sort of raped. Can you do that? Can you be an aggressor? A strong demanding man? Would you act it out for me? I’m sure you can be forceful, not at all like Dan. I need a real man.”

Saying this useless specimen of masculinity was more of a man than my Dan stuck in my throat, but the pillock soaked it up.

He was now practically drooling. I was worried he would shoot his load in his trousers, there and then. Anyone with an ounce of savvy would have realised I was not being truthful, but his ego wouldn’t let him even consider the possibility.

“Of course, but we need to be quiet and quick, before Zoe misses me.”

“Of course,” I lied.

Oh dear, there is no way Zoe will miss this dear brother-in-law.

“Let’s go in our bedroom. As soon as we go in, let’s start acting. How about you pushing me in, then be really domineering?”

More drool. “Yes, easily.”

I couldn’t believe how he was swallowing this. I was so enjoying the moment.

I opened the door to our bedroom and, as instructed, he pushed me in. I stumbled against the dressing table and surreptitiously switched on my iPhone, which we had set up earlier to start videoing. I lurched on to the bed. Peter came behind me and bundled on top of me. Bloody elephant. His hands were everywhere.

“Please. Peter, stop. You mustn’t. Please stop,” I pitifully wailed in my best Hollywood starlet style. (Think Fay Wray, in King Kong).

He grunted something unintelligible, but then most things he uttered were unintelligible. He’d pushed my jumper up, roughly pulled my tits out of my bra and was slobbering all over them. Jeez. I didn’t need to act much to give the impression I wasn’t enjoying this.

“Peter. No. Peter. Please.” My voice was rising.

“Shush, they will hear us downstairs.” I bloody hope so, I thought.

He had got my knickers down, his trousers off and was about to enter me. I gritted my teeth and waited, whimpering still.

“No, no, I don’t want to do it.”

He entered me and started thrusting. If I closed my eyes and ignored it was this pillock of a brother-in-law fucking me, I could have enjoyed it. But no, back to the plan. I wrapped my legs around his back so he couldn’t pull out and let out a blood-curdling scream which could wake the dead. I knew, because we had practised it. Not that it did actually wake the dead, at least I hope it didn’t, but it certainly penetrated into the living room where Dan and Zoe sat.

I awaited developments.

 

I was on tender hooks after Mary had gone upstairs with Pedophile Pete and just hoped things were going as we had expected.

The scream from Mary which could have come from the shower scene in Psycho, reassured me it had. Weird isn’t it? My wife screaming and I’m relieved. Hey, ho.

I needed no prompting to rush upstairs, but needed to ensure Zoe was first through the door.

“What the fuck was that? Come on.”

“No need for profanities Daniel. I expect Mary’s just seen a creepy crawly or something as she had on our walk at Pauline’s.”

How right you are, I thought, but with two legs, not eight. I bundled her out of the lounge and up the stairs and pushed her through the door.

The sight that met us, to the neutral eye, bore all the hallmarks of a man taking advantage of a woman. Mary appeared to be struggling under the heavy lump of Peter. She was throwing herself from side to side, her fists were pummelling his back and her heals battering the top of his thighs and bottom. I realised she was holding him down with her legs and had his arms pinned to his side making it difficult for him to rise.

When Mary had practiced her scream, we thought the decibel level was incredible. It was the equivalent of a mouse squeak to the sound that issued from Zoe’s mouth.

“PETER!”

Mary released her grip on her brother-in-law.

“He raped me,” she sobbed.

“Don’t be stupid. How dare you lead my husband on?”

Exactly what we guessed her reaction would be. He’d have hell to pay when he got home, but she would defend him here. Well, tough shit Zoe, that’s not how it’s going down.

“I didn’t, you silly cow, he raped me. I kept begging him to stop.” There seemed little point in keeping things pleasant.

“Oh, shut up. My Peter would never do such a thing. You always were a slut.”

Compared to Zoe I suppose, if you took an extreme view, perhaps Old Mary was, although hardly to the rest of the world.

Peter was sheepishly putting his trousers back on. Mary was making no attempt to cover herself up, exposing Zoe to the full ‘horror’ of what her husband had done.

“Oh, spare me. Your husband is a prick of the first order. Did you know he molested our daughter when she was fourteen? Now he’s raped me. Dan, phone the police.”

“How many lies are you going to tell? What’s got into you? Daniel will not phone the police. There’s nothing for them to investigate.”

“Oh, isn’t there, goody two shoes? Let’s see.”

Mary walked over to her phone and clicked to replay the video. Zoe’s face was a picture. I have to give credit to Mary. Perhaps she should join that amateur dramatic society. Without my inside knowledge the video looked conclusive. Zoe’s jaw dropped as she watched the footage. Alternating between staring at the screen and launching Exocet missiles with her eyes at her husband, who I guessed, was most definitely now not flavour of the month.

“Zoe, that’s not how it happened. She asked me to pretend I was attacking her. She wanted it that way. She coerced me into doing it.”

With each snivelling word from Peter, Zoe’s face grew blacker. She was taken in by the video. Perhaps Peter had history. Perhaps Peter should stop digging.

“Dan, phone the police.”

I took my phone out of my pocket.

“Wait. Look, lets not be too hasty. I accept on the face of it Peter has behaved badly, but we don’t want to drag the family name through the papers do we?”

“Behaved badly? BEHAVED BADLY?” Mary screamed. “Raping me is just behaving badly? Jeez, you with your prim and proper views, now faced with this, and it’s just, ‘behaving badly,’ Dan phone the police.”

“No, Daniel, please hold on just a minute. Of course it’s bad, but what is done is done. Let’s not ruin everything.”

“Right. That’s what you are thinking already isn’t it? Ruin everything to you is, ruin your lifestyle, ruin your place in society, Oh yes, I can see it, ‘look there’s Zoe, the wife of that animal who raped his sister-in-law’. The shame’s what you don’t want. Dan, phone the police.”

“No, please, wait. You’re right, I don’t want that, but you will be in the public eye too.”

“No I won’t. Rape victims get anonymity.”

“Maybe, but you would need to stand up in court and…”

“You think I would worry after what that bastard of a husband of yours has done to me and my daughter?”

“Let’s calm done and…”

“Calm down? Calm down? You fucking moron. I’ve just been raped and you ask me to calm down? I can image the scene if it was you in my position. Wonder how calm you would be. If you ever get in the position of having a man you hate stick his cock up your vagina, then you can tell me about staying calm and not phoning the police. Dan, call them.” 

I knew where Mary was going with this. Amazing how well our plan was progressing. 

“No, no. Wait. Yes, you are right. I cannot imagine what having a man violate me is like. I’d never put myself in that position. However, perhaps there’s something we can do to make amends. A sum of money? You obviously haven’t got much. What if we gave you five thousand pounds?”

Any niggling doubts I may have had about pushing this to the conclusion we were after vaporised with that question. There was Zoe, wife of a child molester offering us what to her was loose change to save her husband.

“Is that all I’m worth? A measly fucking five thousand quid? You fucking spend more on your fucking tarty clothes a month. Dan, phone the police.”

Even in these circumstances Zoe could not resist a jibe at us. I thought Mary was going to attack her sister physically. My fingers went to the phone pad.

“Daniel, please wait. Perhaps that was a silly offer. How much do you want? Ten thousand? Twenty?”

“Jesus fucking wept, you cow. What is this? A fucking auction? How much to buy big sister’s silence? It’s not fucking going to work. The only thing that would - may - is if I knew you’d suffered the same. So forget it. Dan. Phone.”

“I wish you wouldn’t use such profanities all the time. Just stop a minute. Let me think.”

Was the penny beginning to drop? Her excuse of a husband was still sitting shell-shocked in the corner.

“Zoe, my love…”

“I told you to shut up. And don’t you ‘love’ me. I’m thinking. This is hard for me Mary, harder than you can imagine, but hear me out. I can’t put right what he did to Carolyn…”

“Did you know? Where you there? Did you see him? Carolyn says you were there.”

“Yes, I was and yes I did. I would naturally have stopped him going any further, but I didn’t think it was harmful.”

My turn to start on her.

“Words fail me. So you were complicit in his sexual assault. Turn you on, did it? Watching your oh so precious husband molest a young girl. Is that how you get your kicks?”

“How dare you! How dare you insinuate I’d enjoy such depraved carryings on.”

“Why did you let the wanker do it then?”

“Can you not have a conversation without using such profanities?”

“Not when I’m talking to a perverted couple like you two.”

Calling Zoe perverted was probably the worst insult - in her mind - imaginable.

It shut her up. No reply.

“I suppose you realise he has been touching up Mary ever since you brought him into our lives?”

“Yes. I had no objection.”

This woman was so up herself I wondered if she realised the effect these comments were having on us.

“Does he do it to other women? Other children?”

“Women, yes. I’m not aware of any other children.”

“Jeez. I don’t believe I’m hearing this.”

I picked up the phone again to dial.

“No, no, please. Mary said I didn’t understand what it was like being violated by a man I hated and I don’t. Supposing I allowed that? Would you refrain from reporting Peter?”

Bingo. She’s bitten.

“Reporting him? It’s both of you now. You are complicit in his paedophilia.”

The colour drained totally out of Zoe’s face.

“How would you propose to do that then?”

Zoe gulped, took a deep breath.

“I’d let Daniel do it.”

A tacit admission she hated me. No surprise there, but we let it pass.

“So you want my husband to commit adultery to let you off the hook?”

Zoe hadn’t considered that. Would she worry about our feelings? I very much doubted it.

“Huh. Probably not the first time.”

Hardly the type of remark to make me less determined to go through with this.

“Oh Dan, enough of this comedy show. Phone the police. There’s no way she means what she says. Look at her. How could you even consider fucking her? I can’t imagine the thought getting you hard.”

Wrong there, darling. I was rock like in my trousers.

“Are you saying I’m not attractive to your husband?”

“Exactly. Come on, prove it then. Get your kit off. You offered, remember that. Let’s see you in action.”

I needed to concentrate on something that would shrink my cock. We hadn’t envisaged it playing quite like this and I needed to lose my hard. I didn’t want Zoe believing she had any effect on me.

“What? Here? Now? No, I was thinking of later.”

“Oh, no you don’t. I know you. I’m tired of saying this but, Dan, phone the police.”

“All right. All right.”

She kicked off her shoes and undid her blouse. Utter contempt and defiance on her face.

She turned to Mary.

“If I do this, do you promise not to take the matter any further? Even if Daniel isn’t man enough to get an erection to enter me?”

Holy cow. Is there no limit to this woman’s insults?

Mary and I exchanged a glance desperately hiding the smiles eager to spread across our faces.

“Yes.”

“All right.”

Zoe undid the remaining buttons on her blouse. Unsurprisingly, the bra was plain and as devoid of sexiness as its owner. That helped my penis continue to shrivel. She reached around her back and unzipped her skirt and stepped out. She wore the tights from her day out and those followed next. Her knickers matched the sexless bra.

I glanced at Peter, wondering what was going through his mind. Would he enjoy seeing his wife violated or was he too worried about what would happen when Zoe got him home? 

Either way, I didn’t care.

Zoe had agreed to do this with no prompting from us. She had no comeback. I was about to pay her back for the best part of a quarter of a century of insults and demeaning remarks.

“Dan cannot do much if you keep your bra and knickers on Sister dear.”

It’s a good job Zoe’s eyes were only human. If they’d had superhuman powers, I’d have been frizzled to a heap of ash. She continued staring at me as she reached up her back and unclipped the bra. She let it drop and threw it dismissively at her husband who was too slow to catch it and took it in the face.

I realised how she would play this. She’d feign total indifference, then at the end throw Mary’s hysterics in her face asking what the big deal was. I was certain that was her plan. It made me determined to throw a spanner in the works. No way was I going to make this easy for her.

So there they were. Her tits exposed. They were every bit as magnificent as I’d imagined. Not huge. I don’t do huge. But full, rounded and firm. She was natural, with a solid mass of mousey brown pubic hair. Again, no surprise. No way could I have imagined her shaving.

Without asking she lay on the bed, on her back, with her arms at her side and her legs apart and knees raised. Yep. Missionary. What else? I did for a second consider turning her over and doing her doggie style but thought I’d go with it. For the moment. I soaked in the view and Peter’s discomfort while I undressed. I had got my cock partially under control; it was semi erect. I got on the bed and laid on top of her. She grunted at taking my weight but otherwise remained silent and motionless.

I kneaded her tits and tweaked her nipples. They began to harden. A more uncontrollable act of nature I suspected than positive sexual thoughts from Zoe.

I dropped a hand to her pussy. Dry. No sign of moisture at all. She had her eyes tightly shut, her expression as though she was just about to have to cuddle up to a crocodile.

I licked my fingers and rubbed her lips and clit. I would not be pushing in there unless I got juices flowing. I approached it slowly as though dealing with a virgin. Perhaps I was, she’s so uptight regarding sexual matters. No, surely Peter must have fucked her, at least once. Surely?

I licked my fingers and gently rubbed them over her lips, then moved my head down and did the same with my tongue. I could almost hear the thoughts going through her head. ‘Dirty bastard. How obscene. Licking me there!’

It had the desired effect though. I detected moisture. I carried on licking while I rubbed her clit with my thumb. There was definitely a small trickle of juice now, so I tried to get in her.

I adjusted my position to fuck her. I held my cock and rubbed it against her lips. Her eyes remained shut and not a movement from her body.

I entered her, intently watching her expression. There was the slightest glimmer of a gasp as I tried sinking my whole shaft into her. She was only marginally moist, perhaps I ought to work on her a bit more. What was I thinking? I wasn’t there for her benefit. If it hurt, tough. I thrust hard and she yelped.

“You animal!”

“Not in the same league as your perverted husband Zo.”

I kept thrusting and realised she was getting wetter. Amazing what the body can do without any help from its owner.

She must be hating that; her body was letting her down.

“Zo, you are juicing up, enjoying it are you?”

“Never. Hurry up and get it over with.”

“Not yet you bitch, there’s lots I want to do yet.”

“Well, hurry up and do them. I want this over with.”

I bet you do I thought, but no chance yet.

I could have been fucking a blow-up doll for all the reaction I was getting so it wasn’t difficult for me to avoid coming.

Right, I decided to up the depravity level.

I pulled out and lifted her legs putting them over my shoulders. She was still as lifeless as a cadaver. I lowered my head and licked her pussy again then moved on to her anus. That got a reaction.

“You bastard. What do you think you are doing, you disgusting man? Stop! Immediately.”

I was definitely hitting the spot. For Zoe to utter the word bastard was probably a world first.

“Oh, no Sister dear. You said you’d experience being taken by a man you loathe. Do you think in such circumstances you get to choose what he does? Do you want to withdraw your permission? I’ve got the phone.”

Silence, then a resigned, “Hateful couple. Get on with it then.

I carried on licking around her anus for a few minutes then touched it with my cock. I had no intention of trying to force my way in her back door but she wasn’t to know that.

“No! Don’t you dare.”

“Sister dear. How many times did you here me say that on the video to your beloved husband? Did he pay any heed? No. So why should Dan?”

I hesitated. Mary was right but…. I looked over at her. She winked. She was further winding up her sister.

“I’ll answer for you Zoe, as you seem for once in your life lost for words. He wont because he has a sense of right and wrong, sadly lacking in that lump of human manhood you are married to.” 

I’d made my point and it would take a lot of work to moisten her enough to get up. It was certain Peter had never fucked her arse, so I returned to fucking her pussy.

I varied my thrusting as much as possible, both changing the speed and depth and at last, much to my surprise I detected a small increase in Zoe’s breathing. Nothing major, but she was definitely reacting. Bonus. That small victory was enough to make the excitement inside rise, and I could feel a climax coming.

Should I come in her, or withdraw and splash it over her face? That I imagined should send her over the top and get a reaction, so that’s what I did.

A few more thrusts and it was on its way. I quickly withdrew and brought my cock up to her head and wanked the semen out, spraying it over her hair, her face and her tits. I would have loved to pump it into her mouth, but the thought of putting my cock between her teeth was not a risk I was willing to take.

Her eyes suddenly opened as she realised what was happening.

She screamed as though she was being covered in toxic chemicals. To her, she probably was. Her body convulsed as if she had put her finger in an electrical socket. I thought she would vomit. Great result.

“Ugh! Get away from me!” For the first time since I’d started screwing her she moved under her own volition. She brought her arms up and started pummelling my chest with her fists.

“Get off. Get off. You perverted heathen.”

I took no notice. I gathered some cum from her tits and staring directly into her eyes put them in my mouth and sucked them clean. I thought she was going to be sick. I repeated the action with one hand while groping a tit with the other.

“Compliments where they are due Zoe, you have the most astounding tits. Any time you want them sucked do let me know.”

As I said the words I ran my cum drenched figures over her lips.

“There, have a taste of a real man.”

“Ugh get away from me” she screamed, her fists continuing to thud into my chest.

A reaction. The result we wanted. 

“You revolting, disgusting, depraved male. Ugh. How dare you? Stop it. Stop it.” She tried pushing me away and attempted to wipe the cum off.

I smiled sweetly.

“Take that as the payment for your paedophile husband molesting our daughter.”

She had denigrated her sister for supposedly making a fuss over a spider on our walk but it was nothing compared to her attempts to rid herself of my semen. I crossed the room to Mary who had watched the whole episode intently. I leaned in, kissed her and whispered.

“OK?”

“Perfect,” she whispered back.

I turned my attention to Peter and Zoe. The pervert remained slumped in the corner with a blank, dazed expression. Wondering I would guess as to his punishment. I almost felt sorry for him, having a shrewd idea of what he would go through when they got home. Almost.

“Right, I suggest you pack your things and leave. I don’t want you in my house overnight. If you don’t want to drive home, find yourselves a hotel.”

“If you expect we’d stay here a minute longer than necessary, you are deluded. Peter, pack. Now!” He sheepishly got up and disappeared into their room. Zoe, gathered her clothes and stomped out after him.

We looked at each other and grinned. When a plan comes together, etc, etc. We would wait until they left and then celebrate at last putting these two in their place.

 

They packed fast, and we knew they had gone by their slamming of the front door so hard it shook the whole house. That made us giggle.

We poured ourselves two large glasses of wine and collapsed on the sofa to talk about the evening.

Such emotions; watching my husband fuck my sister. Elation that we were at last paying them back for the years of snide, superior remarks, forcefully proclaiming how rich they were, how perfect, how popular. Yeh right. Now, live with the stigma, Zoe, of knowing people are aware your husband gropes children and if not strictly guilty of rape, is certainly more than happy to dip his cock elsewhere.

Was there a slight twinge of guilt that we had entrapped him? No. I didn’t feel guilty at all. The bastard groped my young daughter. If it had just been his continual coming on to me, then yes, perhaps we went too far in our retaliation, but lets face it, if we wanted to, we could report him for what he had done to Carolyn.

So on reflection, only elation. Yay.

“You know, Dan, I still can’t quite grasp that Zoe was willing to do that. It was so against her nature.”

“I know, but what was the alternative? Peter possibly in prison, the social stigma of being married to a paedophile, all the money he makes stopping, friends deserting her, She was obviously happier to compromise her standards than lose all that.”

“Mm, appears so. Anyway, we humiliated them. I hope you enjoyed fucking her.”

“Oh, I did. All those years of hate, channelled into my cock. Strange really, considering how unresponsive she was. I suppose it was because I loathe her and her husband so much. You know I think she was going to just lie there, then at the end pretend it was no big deal to show you up.”

“Funny you should say that, it’s exactly what I thought and I think she could have done it apart from the threat of the anal fucking and then the facial. Master stroke my dear husband.”

“Thank you, dear wife. I have to say she has got bloody fantastic boobs. Just how I like them.”

“Yeh, she always did have. They developed very young. The boys at school teased her they weren’t real and that she had tennis balls stuffed up her jumper. You can imagine how that went down.”

“Ha, yes I think I can. How about you? How much did you have to grit your teeth to let that imbecile screw you?”

“Well, strangely, a bit like you, I enjoyed it. He wasn’t much of a stud, but the reason we were doing it made it incredibly salacious. The thought even got me damp, which is something I notice my sister failed to achieve for you. I’d do it again. Naughty thing to say Dan, but I really have no qualms about any dick stuffing me.”

“Oh, my degenerate wife. How far you have come, in such a short space of time.”

“Glad you approve! One other thing we were lucky with. They didn’t question that we had videoed it.”

“True, but you know Mary, it didn’t seem to come as a shock to Zoe. I’m sure she knows what he gets up to and was livid he’d got caught.”
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After Mary’s family splitting row with her Mother and our weekend entrapping Zoe and Peter, I felt she needed something totally uninhibited where she could let her sexuality run free. I suggested we do something we had put off. Go dogging. We dug out the information we had and made our plans for that Friday night.

I don’t think either of us slept that soundly. The anticipation of the evening ahead was too exciting. Heightened, I suppose, because we had no idea what the outcome would be.

We had done our research and decided Hampton Woods was the best local spot for us to try getting Mary gang banged by strangers.

We should have slept well, that evening the sex had been superb. The anticipation of watching Mary get fucked had made it hard and primeval. The thought of watching my wife being fucked and sucked by an unknown number of strangers was mind blowing. I had been on a sexual high all week at the thought of it. From Mary’s side she was venting her anger at her Mother through our sex and it was an eye opener.

Watching my sweet Mary get dressed was delicious agony. Lying on the bed as she slowly pulled on her stockings and adjusted and secured the suspenders was enough to get me hard. The black lacy knickers and bra that followed heightened it even further. Then the erotic sight was covered with a blouse and skirt. A pale lemon blouse with a square halter neck. A neck that was easy for a hand to go down and grope her tits. A skirt with a wide hem that was easy to pull up or for men to put their hands up. Or their heads.

From the research we had done it appeared things happened from about nine o’clock onwards. It seemed there could be as many as three or four cars there with women in and anything up to ten or twelve men. Also, it was possible we would be the only car with no doggers. We would soon find out.

We pulled in to the car park at about ten past nine. There was no sign of anyone. The weather was good, so that wasn’t a deterrent. All we could do was sit and wait.

Mary had pulled her skirt up to her waist, and I was gently running my hand up and down her thigh. From her knee, feeling the smooth nylon of her stockings, past the welt to her suspenders. A short detour to run my finger over the suspender snaps. Oh, how I love that feel. On upwards over bare thigh to the edge of her knickers. Then down again to repeat.

She was using her right hand to fondle my cock. She had me unzipped, her hand through my flies, caressing and crushing me alternately.

If no one turned up, we would end up having a glorious fuck, that much was clear.

Fifteen minutes after we arrived, a quarter of an hour that seemed more like two hours, a car drove in and parked some way from us.

We had followed the advice given on the dogging site as to how to show we were there for my wife to be used. We hoped the car arriving didn’t do the same. It didn’t. Instead shortly after it parked a man got out and slowly walked over to us.

“Here we go,” I said, as I gave Mary a pat on her pussy and zipped myself up.

 

I was already well wet with Dan’s fingers massaging my thighs, teasing me. Watching this stranger walking over knowing that I was going to, at the very least, feel his hands over my body and wank him off, turned the tap open a few more turns.

He was in his thirties, not bad looking but hardly handsome. Not that I cared. I was way past worrying about appearances. If I could get sexual satisfaction from having Pervy Pete’s cock deep in my cunt I knew looks mattered not a jot. I lowered the window.

“Hi.”

I didn’t think I needed to ask anything given my skirt was up around my waist. I smiled as I undid my blouse buttons. It was obvious I was ready to play.

Being new to this, I didn’t know if there was some protocol, but sod it, I didn’t care I reached out of the window to fondle his balls through his jeans. He reciprocated by putting his hand down into my bra and scrunching my breast hard. I returned that in spades with his balls. It made him loosen his grip a bit.

As I was unzipping him another car arrived and two younger guys got out. Things we’re looking up.

I got his zip right down and fished around inside his pants. It was no easy task from that angle to get his cock out so he let go of my tit to help extract it. It sprang to attention. Nice size. He came close to the door. I swivelled round so I could wank him more easily. A few strokes of my hand and he was on the verge of coming. I hoped they weren’t all going to be that fast. I moved my head forward, and had barely got my lips round his member, when I felt his hot treacly cum hit the back of my throat. I withdrew his cock, looking up at him. By now the two new guys had arrived with both their cocks out and masturbating. I kept my eyes on guy number one, opened my mouth, pushed his cum to the front so all three could see it, then swallowed. I was feeling more than hot.

A breathless “Fuck, thanks,” and he was gone. Not that I had time to worry about it. The next guy was at the window, leaning in, pushing his hand inside my knickers. I rewarded him with a soaked nest. I took hold of his cock and wanked it. Guy number three also appeared at the window. Cock at the ready, but life was getting awkward. With guy two’s hand in my knicks, trying to wank both, I was not comfortable.

“Hang on, I’m coming out.” Guy two withdrew his hand, and like a proper gentleman, opened the door for me.

As I stood up I removed my blouse, and unclipped my bra. They had easier access to my tits and nipples, and I undid and stepped out of my skirt and knickers too. That was better.

I squatted down in front of them and grabbed a cock in each hand. I started, slowly running my hands up and down their shafts. I alternated between this and taking them in my mouth. Hell, I was enjoying the pair. Another car arrived. Then another. Beautiful. One guy was close to coming, so he got the attention of my mouth. There, another hot eruption. I took the first salvo, then moved my head back deliberately so his sperm started shooting over my face and tits. It felt so perverted. I was in heaven but, before I could think about it much, guy three covered me too. Not having taken any of his semen in my mouth there was so much more of it spraying over me. What a slut. In my hair, over my face and tits again. I cleared it up on my fingers. Both guys still in attendance, watching intently.

“Mm. Delicious. Thanks, guys. If you want to hang around for seconds, do.”

“Do you go the whole way,” asks one.

“Oh yes. If I don’t get cock inside me, I will be an unhappy bunny.”

Jeez, imagine this, Old Mary. See how far your new self has come. In a public car park, sucking off multiple guys, begging them to fuck her.

I can remember hearing other cars arrive but had lost count of how many. Now I took stock. I saw I had another five guys standing behind these two. Guy number one seemed to have disappeared. His loss.

“Guys. I am seriously horny at the moment,” I announced, “I need fucking. Anyone up for that?” Three of the new arrivals muttered yes. The two I’d just sucked off also nodded. “Ok. Only stipulation you need to wear a condom. We have some, if you don’t.”

This request came as no surprise, as they all appeared to come equipped.

“Ok. I’ll warm you up, then help yourself. No fighting though. There’s plenty for everyone.”

Was this really me? Offering my body to multiple strangers? Oh, yes. This WAS me now. The feeling channeling through my body. Even with none of them touching me, I felt as if I was convulsing a thousand times a second. Tremors of lust coursing through me.

I was down on my knees, a cock in each hand, one in my mouth. Two of the others had hold of my tits and were massaging them. Someone had a finger or two going in and out of my cunt.

I can’t tell you the indescribable feelings shuddering through me. I desperately wanted a cock in me, but it was too late. Another finger from another hand found its way into me; that pushed me over the edge. I climaxed there and then. The orgasm uncontrollable. It had a knock on effect. One guy I was wanking immediately came. I collected some in my mouth but most just sprayed over my body. I had to let go of everybody, ending up on all fours gasping for breath. That’s when I felt the cock going in. Shit. No time to recover. Whoever it was, his member was already pounding into me hard. His urgency meeting mine. The aftershocks of my orgasm were still running through me, but this new intrusion into my body had me fast approaching another.

I have no idea how long he was fucking me. I was way, way off on cloud nine. Suddenly he was coming. Such a shame he was wearing a condom. I couldn’t feel his semen. His last thrust was the most powerful yet. He tipped me forward onto my face on the ground. He pulled out, and I was about to get myself back on all fours when another cock took his place. Oh my. This one was bigger. How do I explain the feeling? I can’t. I just wanted it to go on forever.

More thrusting, this guy was going into me so hard he was almost lifting my knees off the ground. Oh god.

“Harder. Fucking harder.” I screamed. I was coming again. While he was in me.

“Don’t fucking stop,” I screamed, “keep fucking me,” as my body convulsed yet again. Somehow he stayed inside me. Then I realised he’d come. He subsided. I subsided. Oh, god. How many’s that? Only two have fucked me so far. Is that right? I felt hands lifting me up. They led me round to the front of the car, laid me out on the bonnet. They opened my legs wide, my juices streaming out of me. The next guy approached. He was in me quickly. Hardly surprising, considering how wet I was. 

He viciously slapped my tits while he thudded into me. I was beginning to see where Sally was coming from. 

I can’t describe this any more. It was beyond words. Had he been fucking me for two minutes or ten? No idea. Then he came. Oh, sweet Jesus. So did I. Again. He pulled out, backed away. The next cock was already at attention close to my tunnel.

“Yes. Yes. Get it in me. FUCK ME!”

I was in a dream. I can’t remember the rest. The next thing I remembered was lying on the back seat of our car. No cocks in me. No one groping my tits. I came down from my high. I remembered the last guy. He did me lying here, in the car. His cock up my bum, fingers in my cunt. Used. They had used me. Screwed. Molested. Groped. Fingered. Sucked. I wanted to do it all again. I needed to do it again. I couldn’t. I was sore, covered in cum. My stockings were ripped to shreds. I felt like a slut. I looked like a slut. I WAS a slut.

I cast around for Dan. He was there, sitting in the front seat. He appeared as exhausted as I felt. I had to ask.

“Dan, how… was I… did I… Oh Dan, was that a step too far?”

“Fuck no. No way. So depraved! I am so fucking hot from watching you. No words to describe you. A slag, a whore, a tramp, a harlot. I love you so much for it. For god’s sake, say you need more.”

“Oh, my darling husband, I’m so sore, but so satisfied. Yes, I need more. I need this forever.”

 

Words cannot describe my feelings. I’m Mary’s husband. I watched her total degradation. I watched as strangers pawed her. I watched as cock after cock entered her. Entered her mouth. Entered her cunt. Entered her arse. I watched as cum shot over her. Over her face. Over her tits. I watched as men slapped her, groped her, fingered her, fucked her, buggered her. I watched, and I was consumed with love. My wife. My slut. My whore. My universe. My Mary

Had we arrived at our destination or had we merely begun our journey? Time would tell.



THE END
Author’s Note

 

Well, that’s it! I hope you have enjoyed Mary’s awakening. If you have, could I ask you to leave me a review? Being a new author reviews help tremendously. Thank you.

 

Dan posed the question at the end, had they reached their destination, or were they merely at the beginning of their journey? The sequel to this book ‘The Fulfilment of Mary’, provides the answer. It’s nearing completion at the time of writing.

If you would like to be informed as to when it’s published just drop me a line at S.Legg@mail.com and I’ll keep you up to date with its progress, and as a thank you I’ll send you an erotic short thriller - The Winner - I have recently completed.

Thanks for your time. 

 

S Legg. 
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