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Part 1: Husband Sets Rules

Chapter 1

Ashleigh

There weren’t a lot of options for housing on our income. The rental market was really competitive around here and buying anything with land was out of the question. Buying a house without land was possible though, so that’s what we did. You could buy a tiny home and rent a site for it or buy a houseboat which is what we did.

Of course we had to pay it off, and we were lucky Desmond’s parents lent us the money. But we had somewhere to live and it was a home of our own. I was so happy!

I was 24 and my husband Desmond was 28. We’d only been married three months so I was still a new bride, or that’s how I felt in my new home, which I was still decorating. There’s two levels for living and an open deck on top. The main deck was the lounge and kitchen, down below was our bedroom. We were moored in a gated marina and had lots of permanent neighbours.

Mr Marsden on one side of us was a single guy in his 50s who seemed to have people over all the time. He was like the social director of the community and had been here forever. On the other side of us was my husband’s new best friend, a guy named Wayne, who was a couple of years older than Des in his early 30s.

Wayne was really cool too, he was so laid back and fun. He wasn’t hard to look at either, doing his workouts on his top deck. He was always up there on his treadmill or using his home gym with no shirt on.

Oh my god stop it Ashleigh, you’re married now!

Well yes I was married. But there’s no harm in looking, right? Plus he didn’t seem to mind looking at me, even though I was married and off limits.

I was making my morning coffee still in my nightie and could see him on his computer. I had our curtains open and his always were, so you could see right into his living area from ours and vice versa.

I wore a satin chemise with spaghetti strings and not much covered my boobs. Wayne kept looking over the top of his computer screen. I was enjoying the attention and pretending not to notice him. That made my nipples tight and poke at the pink satin.

Under my window there was a planter box where I’d planted some flowers. I took my small watering can and reached through my window to water them. I bent forward facing the guy and my chemise gaped open enough for him to see my tits properly. That’s only fair isn’t it, since he let me watch him workout topless every day?

I didn’t look up but could feel his eyes on me and remained leaning forward and fussing around in the planter box. I have firm B-cup boobs which I’m proud of. I like wearing tops and dresses to show them off and get nice looks in a bikini top, which I often wear around town with shorts or a skirt.

Wayne stood and reached up for something on a shelf above his computer. He had no shirt on and was still in boxer shorts, which he probably wore to bed. I could see the shape of his cockhead to one side and it looked like he was a little firm. He had a book when he sat back down and I turned away so he didn’t catch me looking.

Oh I was in my element; the neighbours being able to see into my living room and kitchen. And I was so lucky on both sides it was single men. No women. I had given Wayne looks down my nightie a few times now and I’d been in panties one time when our other neighbour Mr Marsden was looking.

Right now I had no panties on but my nightie was long enough to cover me easily. I moved to another planter box and Wayne went into his kitchen where he could see me bent over that one. I was sure he was doing this on purpose but I still hadn’t looked at him and given myself away.

I was tilling the soil and checked to see that my chemise was gaping fully and the guy could see everything. My boobs jiggled and my nipples were erect brushing the silky fabric.

I heard footsteps coming up the stairs. Wayne was peeping from his window now, almost obscured completely. I wasn’t sure if my husband was ever going to say anything about the guy being able to see into our living room.

I blushed excitedly to myself and remained bent forward with my tits completely on display as my husband emerged from the stairs right beside me. “Morning,” I smiled at him without standing up and kept tilling the soil in the planter box as my tits jiggled away.

“Morning babe,” Desmond smiled and leant and kissed my shoulder whilst giving my waist a squeeze. “Hey Wayne,” he called over to our neighbour.

I stood blushing my head off “Oh hi Wayne!”

“Hey Ash,” he smiled back. “Hey Des, you ready to have a look at your car soon, I gotta go out in about half an hour.”

“Oh okay thanks, I’ll get dressed and see you out there in a minute,” Desmond agreed.

Wayne was sipping coffee and leant on his windowsill watching openly now. I kept my gaze averted like I didn’t know what I was doing and bent to finish tilling the soil in the planter box.

Wayne stood not three meters away watching my bare tits jiggle around proudly. Desmond poured coffee and stood in the kitchen drinking it and watching too. He would have had a view of my boob in through the arm hole of my chemise.

I faced his friend so he’d have been able to see both tits down the front of it. The guys couldn’t see each other from the two kitchens as there were no aligning windows directly across.

I stood and wiped my forehead with the back of my wrist. My hand was dirty and a shoulder string had slipped. My chemise was hanging down on that side almost revealing my nipple. 

I smiled at my husband as I approached and went to the sink and rinsed my hands. He squeezed my arms from behind and kissed my bare shoulder. “Damn you look hot in this baby. “It’s a bit revealing though. I think Wayne was perving.”

“Hmm was he? Oops!” I squeaked guiltily and fixed my shoulder string.

“Yeah he got a pretty good look, I reckon,” my husband said kissing the back of my head.

“Uh huh. I need to be more careful then but it’s nice to be able to just relax round our new home and not worry too much.”

“Yeah I know baby, I’ve thought about it and I get that living on a houseboat was always going to have a privacy issue with the neighbours so close. I’m not saying you should worry about it though. I want us to feel at home here and just get used to it.”

I had turned around and cuddled my husband around the neck. He kissed me but needed to get going. Our car broke down yesterday and Wayne was going to look at it with him.

I put on a bikini top and denim shorts and got to it with my house cleaning. I like a clean house. Very clean.

I don’t know what became of Desmond all morning. He turned up covered in grease for lunch and I fed him on the outdoor part of the main deck. I wasn’t going to let him inside looking like that.

He was going on about a broken hydraulic hose or something or other and Mr Marsden helped him fix it. Mr Marsden was the resident boat mechanic and had a workshop.

“No, he’s not charging me anything, he’s doing it as a friend.”

“Wow, that’s good of him. Shall I bake him a thank you cake?” I suggested. We really couldn’t afford any car repairs right now so it was great the man helped Desmond out for free. I decided I’d make him a nice orange cake. I had a recipe for one I’d found in a magazine and was looking forward to trying it. Any chance to use my new kitchen!


Chapter 2

Desmond was having a run of good luck lately. His parents had lent them the cash to buy their houseboat and they’d found the perfect one with a three-year lease on the mooring. He had also gotten a great job from a meeting with Wayne next door.

Wayne was foreman at a warehouse only five minutes’ drive away and had hooked Desmond up driving a forklift. It was shift work including weekends with penalty rates, so it was a good income boost from the job in a supermarket Desmond had before.

And now with a blown power-steering hose that would have cost a thousand to fix, he was helping his other neighbour fix it for free.

The hose was in a weird place and was hard to get to. They had stripped the exhaust and had to remove some other hoses and electrics to get at it, so it was a pretty big job that took all day.

They scrubbed up in the workshop sink and headed home together. Desmond had beers to share. His wife greeted them and was wringing her hands together in front of herself and smiling her head off as she ushered them aboard. She had set up cheese and crackers on the back open deck.

“Please sit down, I’ll bring your beers,” she said.

“Damn, your boat came with a pretty hostess, did it Des? I didn’t get one of those.”

“Hmm well you’ll just have to share. I’ll come over and hostess for you anytime!” Ashleigh called back as she retrieved beers from the fridge.

She served the men and used a bottle opener to flip the caps and forgot what she was doing when she took a little sip of the one she handed to Mr Marsden. She had taken a sip of her husband’s too but she always did that.

“Oops sorry!” she blushed.

Mr Marsden toasted and had a drink. “Nothing to be sorry about love, a taste of pretty girl lips is always a bonus first swig of a beer I find.”

“Hmm okay, well I’ll leave you men to talk. Just call out if you need anything.”

“Hey no, where are you going? Sit with us,” Mr Marsden offered. “I’ve been talking to your husband all day. How are you going love, how are you settling into the marina, everyone being nice to you, welcoming?”

“Oh yes very welcoming! It’s fantastic here, I couldn’t be happier!” Ashleigh gushed and she took a seat and grabbed a cracker.

She wore the tiniest denim shorts and had long slender legs Marsden had been checking out at every opportunity since the young couple moved in. Today’s bikini top was bright orange. It seemed she had a range of colours and wore nothing else that he’d seen so far.

This one, like the others, was a string bikini with full cups that covered her well, hugging the natural shape of her tits very nicely, Marsden thought.

“So anyway Mr Marsden, you’ve had three parties in the two weeks we’ve been here. Surely you could use some help sometimes. I love hostessing parties. I’m a great cook and I’ve done a bar course so I can do drinks. I wouldn’t want any money for it, just as a neighbour helping out?” Ashleigh offered.

Marsden nodded and measured a response. “I’m not sure you’d enjoy or approve of the kind of parties I host love.” He looked to Desmond. “We were talking about it earlier, you might want to ask your husband later.”

Ashleigh glared curiously from her husband to their guest and back again. “Ask you what Des?”

Desmond gulped and took a breath. He grimaced and looked to their guest.

Marsden shrugged. “It’s your call man, she’s your wife, it’s up to you to even go there.”

Ashleigh followed the buck being passed back to her husband. She set her eyes upon him waiting for an explanation.

“Mr Marsden hosts swinger parties baby. There are a bunch of couples and some singles in the marina who are into that sort of thing.”

Ashleigh blinked and looked back and forth between the men. “Swinger parties?” She swallowed. “Do you mean with..? Like with husbands and wives?”

“Yeah love, although there are singles too. Mostly men. The ladies tend to be significantly outnumbered, so any husbands in attendance need to be generous with their wives.”

“Oh wow!” Ashleigh cried, shocked and intrigued. She was not expecting that.

“Haha so you see, not the kind of party a newly married young woman would be interested in hostessing unfortunately,” Marsden chuckled.

Ashleigh grimaced through her blush. “But it’s still a party, isn’t it? There’s still food to prepare and drinks to serve, right?”

“Well yeah of course, but there’d be no way of controlling the men if you were the waitress love. There’d be hands all over you any chance a man got I’m afraid.”

“Hmm, I can look after myself,” Ashleigh pouted. “It’s not fair being excluded,” she added with a cheeky smile.

Marsden swigged his beer. “And that’d be the point exactly love. The men wouldn’t allow you to exclude yourself from the activities.” He shrugged and went on. “Which might not be a problem after a few years. But how long have you been married now?”

“Three months,” Desmond answered and squeezed his wife’s hand.

Ashleigh smiled through her blush back at him. “But we’re not prudes or anything, are we?” she contended, curiously intrigued by the surprising idea for a party. “How does it even work anyway, is it like a big orgy?”

“Well yeah, that can happen and often does in one of the bedrooms. We also play games with kissing or milder forms of sex by touching or even just flashing. Then there might be door keys exchanged and people go home with other people’s partners to spend the night. Or a woman might be competed for with a physical contest between men.”

“Ooh that sounds interesting!” Ashleigh cried.

“Haha yeah, it could be an arm wrestle or see how long you can hold something heavy at arm’s length or something like that; all good-natured fun. And the lady puts herself up as the prize; the winner might get fifteen minutes in the bedroom with her.”

“Oh my god that would be so fun!” Ashleigh squealed. “Oh but what happens if you’re the girl and the winner takes you into the bedroom, what is he allowed to do with you?”

Marsden looked from the young wife to her husband. “Obviously the guy who won would expect to get a load off but it’s often only oral sex or a hand job. It’s always stipulated before the contest and everyone knows the limits.”

Ashleigh and Desmond were looking at each other questioningly.

“I mean, it’s an adult game situation,” Marsden went on. “There’s nothing meaningful happening and it’s not cheating when the husband and wife are there together willingly.”

“I’d do it,” Ashleigh declared. “I mean I wouldn’t actually do it, but I wouldn’t be too scared or stuck up or anything. I don’t see anything wrong with it if the husband and wife agree to play, and it definitely wouldn’t have to mean anything.”

“Definitely,” Desmond agreed with his wife. “I mean we just got married five minutes ago but it would be different for people who have been together for years or something. I can see how it could be a good thing if you needed to add some spice or new excitement to your marriage.”

“That’s right, or if you were a single man who wanted to have a game of sex without any strings or commitments. If someone’s wife wanted the thrill and adventure of it and the husband agreed to allow it,” Marsden suggested.

He took a big breath and expelled. “But like I say, it’s not the kind of party a young couple would be interested in going to, fresh home from their honeymoon. So as much as you’d be more than welcome, I wouldn’t presume to invite you guys. And that’s how you have to see it when there’s a party next door, okay? It’s not that we don’t want you there!”

The new neighbours let talk of swinger parties rest there and carried on chatting over general stuff before it was time for Marsden to head home for dinner.

Ashleigh had let the topic of wives being competed for drop reluctantly. It was still simmering deep down in her belly from the idea that night in bed.

Desmond had been pleased the topic of wife sharing at a swinger party ended because he didn’t know what to say about it. He didn’t want to criticise but also didn’t want to go anywhere near suggesting it‘d be something he’d consider doing.

He got on top of his wife and found her wet and ready. They made love in silence as both were still thinking about the conversation.

The next morning Desmond slept in as he had to start the afternoon shift and would be working through till midnight. He felt Ashleigh get up then dozed off again until he heard her laughter coming from Wayne’s boat next door.

Desmond snuck up the stairs and peeped over the height of the window to see Ashleigh and Wayne on his back deck having breakfast. Ashleigh wore a short skirt and a white bikini top and Wayne was in shorts and a singlet that showed his muscular shoulders.

Desmond sat on the stairs and listened to them talking about other people in the marina and the other boats and how the upkeep of the place was a community thing with everyone chipping in to save on maintenance costs.

“I love this, can we fly it?” Ashleigh asked and Desmond got up to peep and see what she was talking about.

It was a flag attached to a flagpole. Wayne started raising it but the rope tangled and Ashleigh tried to fix it. Wayne raised the flag some more but it caught again and Ashleigh climbed up to the top deck and tried to undo a knot.

At that point Wayne leant in close under her and had a look up her skirt. He stood right below her and checked her out whilst she was talking. He was nodding and grunting in reply.

Ashleigh released the flag to flutter in the breeze whilst Wayne raised it all the way up the pole. Ashleigh was looking up cheering and he looked directly up her skirt and was being quiet.

The flag was a skull and crossbones. It was a total gag and they were laughing about it. Ashleigh looked down and put her hand to her butt like she obviously realised she was flashing the guy. She wore thong panties under her skirt, never bikini bottoms. Desmond knew that.

She released her hold on the back of her skirt and accepted Wayne’s hand as she climbed back down the stair ladder to him. “Enjoy the view did you!” she scolded him and he smacked her butt making her shriek and jump.

“I did enjoy it. I was wondering if they were going to be matching bottoms or panties and I was right,” Wayne teased.

“Hmm pervert! You probably planned that and tied a knot in the string on purpose.”

“Haha sure did, it worked too except you forgot to put the clip round the ropes and now they’re flapping.”

The ropes were indeed flapping. Ashleigh looked up at the clip that secured them to the pole. “Oh!” she said.

“So do you want to get that, since it was your idea?” Wayne dared her.

“Are you going to look up my skirt again if I do?” Ashleigh replied meekly.

“No. I’ll try not to,” Wayne answered evenly and led her to the stair ladder.

Ashleigh climbed and reached to do up the clip. Wayne tilted in and looked up her skirt. She put her hand to her butt and glared but smiled down at him. She smacked his arm when she was back down on the deck. “Pervert!” she scolded.

“Hey how could I resist, you only covered the back when the front’s the best bit,” he chuckled.

Ashleigh glared in mock indignation. The guy was crowding her back against the wall. She was biting her lip and peering up at him. Desmond’s heart was in his throat. His new buddy bent to kiss his wife but she turned her head away.

“Don’t!” she protested and grabbed his wrist as he felt a tit.

It took her a long second to protest again and Desmond’s heart thumped. A wave of tingles flushed all through him.

“Stop it!” Ashleigh scolded and pushed away from the guy, ducking under his arm and escaping to leave him smiling after her.

Desmond came to and slipped down the stairs and onto the bed. He was pretending to be asleep when his wife looked in on him.

She tiptoed into the room and he watched her change her panties. When she left and he could hear her upstairs, he grabbed her panties out of the wash basket and sniffed the strong scent of her on them. It was her scent that always gave him a hard-on and it did now too.

Desmond also noticed that the crotch of his wife’s panties was soaked and he understood that had been for their neighbour, that she was obviously wet and aroused for the guy.

Ashleigh did get wet easily. Desmond had aways known that about his wife. It was a little confronting that it happened for another man just as easily though.

This was something that had Desmond thinking as he lay awake on the bed recalling the conversation from yesterday about Mr Marsden hosting swinger parties.

Was that how it worked? Did people still want to have sex with other people after getting married? Were the promises you made to each other about fidelity and not even thinking about other people in that way unnatural and something you had to deny yourself doing?

Desmond still noticed other chicks. He noticed their legs and boobs and pretty faces. If either of his neighbours had a female visitor getting around in a revealing nightie in the morning, he’d be looking for sure.

It didn’t mean he’d do anything. Which Ashleigh didn’t either; she got away from Wayne pretty quickly when he tried to grab her. And how could you blame the guy for looking up her skirt or trying to grab her when he got the chance, right?

Ashleigh had Desmond’s breakfast ready when he got up. He decided not to say anything about her getting wet for the guy next door but he wanted to talk about the swinger parties again. He was really curious what Ashleigh thought of the whole idea.

“I don’t think there’s anything wrong with it at all,” she said in answer to his flat question. “It sounds really exciting to me when I think about other people doing it. I know it’s different for us coz we just got married. We want to be faithful to each other, don’t we? But the way I see it, that means we actually have to miss out on the fun.”

“Oh right, so are you saying you’d rather we didn’t have to be faithful to each other baby?”

“Um no, that’s the confusing thing,” Ashleigh frowned. “I do want us to be faithful, of course I do. It’s just that there’s a cost to it in reality. Like nothing is for nothing, right? When you get married you have someone who’s going to always be there for you and take care of you, and quite rightly you have to give up ever being with anyone else to have that, and it’s fair.

“I’ve been thinking about this a lot ever since Mr Marsden told us about his parties yesterday, trying to work out why I find the idea so exciting. And I think it’s because it is exciting! Anybody would think so, but it’s also the thing you have to give up if you get married. It’s the cost of the other even better things about having a husband,” Ashleigh said cuddling close.

Desmond met his wife’s kiss. “I agree exactly baby. I think it’s natural to want to play sex games at a party and be free to do whatever you want. But when you get married you choose something else and you can’t have it both ways.” He frowned. “At least I think you can’t have it both ways. Although it sounds like the married people at Mr Marsden’s parties are having it both ways, so maybe you can but not right away after getting married or something.”

“I know! That’s what I was thinking too. I want to ask Mr Marsden about that. He said we obviously wouldn’t want to be involved in swinging coz we just got married. But he didn’t explain how it’s different for people who have been together for longer. I want to ask him what he thinks?”

Desmond sat down to his breakfast. Ashleigh bent over the back of the lounge to straighten and fluff the cushions and he saw her panty thong up her skirt from behind and remembered Wayne getting a look this morning. He didn’t want to challenge that right now. He was curious to understand how he was feeling and didn’t want to stop anything.

“I got a text, our e-bikes are ready to pick up this morning baby. Do you want to go get them?”

“Oh they’re ready? Fantastic! Let’s go get them!”

“Yeah definitely, after breakfast. Wayne said he’d give us a lift as soon as they came in. Do you want to go ask him baby?” Desmond asked his wife, passing the question off as if it was nothing. The guy was up on his top deck working out on his gym.

“Um, do you want me to ask him?” Ashleigh squeaked.

“Yeah sure he’s right there. He said he’d take us. I’ll just go get dressed,” Desmond said disinterestedly.

“Oh okay,” Ashleigh agreed and checked her reflection in the mirrored wall cabinet. She tugged at her skirt but it was ultra short and straight, there was no way of stopping a guy from seeing up it if you gave him half a chance.

She plucked at her bikini top, straightening the cups. They covered her well and allowed the natural movement of her breasts. Desmond could see her nipples had firmed. She was fixing her hair when their eyes connected in the mirror.

She smiled a little guiltily.

“You look great baby, don’t worry.”

She was blushing. “I don’t know why I care, just going to see Wayne.”

“Naa it’s all good. Just because we’re married doesn’t mean you have to stop caring about how you look to other guys. That’s something I’ve been thinking about.”

“Um okay,” Ashleigh smiled and turned and checked her butt in the mirror. “Do you think this is too short with us being married now though Des?”

“No,” Desmond responded simply. “Are you going to wear it on the e-bike?”

“Um, not with these panties, I’m not,” Ashleigh scoffed and lifted the back of her skirt to check her bare butt. “I’ll have to change these for something that covers me better on a bicycle seat. I’d probably flash all the time in a skirt this short and straight.”

Desmond approached his wife from behind and squeezed her shoulders, looking in the mirror with her. She plucked at her bikini top a little more. He stroked down her sides to her hips then upward to cup her tits, making her moan a little and snuggle back against him. “You look fantastic in this too baby. I’m glad you still wear bikini tops round with us being married.”

“Mmm, they’re so simple and comfortable.”

“Yeah, and they show your tits good too, the way you can bunch the cup to just cover your nipples or spread it out to almost cover your whole tit. Do you want to bunch them a bit more to go see Wayne, baby? I don’t mind if you want to and show him what he’s missing not having a hot wife of his own.”

“Um I don’t know, do you really want me to?”

“Yeah show me,” Desmond gulped.

Ashleigh gathered the bottoms of her bikini cups and narrowed the triangle of fabric covering her breasts. “Like that, do you mean?”

“Yeah, little bit more,” Desmond said breathily.

His wife gathered the cups more until they only covered her nipples and the full roundness of her breasts was visible from the sides and between.  “Mmm like that, do you mean?”

“Yeah like that baby. That’s hot. Go and see the guy like that, I’ll wait here.”

Ashleigh’s eyes had glazed over. She left and crossed the narrow boardwalk between the boats. “Hey Ash come up!” Wayne called to her and she climbed the stair ladder to his top deck.

“Hi Wayne, um Des said you could give us a lift to pick up our e-bikes?”

“Shit yeah, are they ready?”

“Yes, this morning apparently.”

“Oh okay cool. Where’s Des?”

“He’s getting dressed.”

“Oh right, good. Come here?”

“Why, what do you mean?” Ashleigh squeaked.

Desmond’s heart thumped.

“No, just come a bit closer, it’s alright I don’t bite. Aw yeah did you change something?”

“No, I’ve been wearing this all morning.”

“No that’s a different top, isn’t it?” Wayne asked huskily now and Desmond swallowed hard. His throat was suddenly dry. He couldn’t see anything and was staring up from the corner of a window trying to.

“Um don’t,” he heard his wife utter, almost under her breath.

“Sorry can’t help it,” Wayne apologised in a whisper too. “You’ve got fantastic tits Ash, you know that right?”

“Um thank you but you’re only allowed to look, not touch,” Ashleigh scolded with a smile in her voice now.

“Okay let me look then. I’ve seen them down your nightie when you’re watering your plants in the mornings. It’s a good show.”

“Hmm really! Is it a good show or is it because you’re a pervert spying on me?”

“Haha bit of both, I reckon. Here come and spot me, yeah?”

“What? What is spotting you?’

“Here, just stand there and be ready to help me get the bar back onto the stand if I’m struggling.”

“Oh okay, I can’t lift that though, it’s going to be too heavy.”

“Yeah I know, don’t worry, it’s just to be safe and help a little bit to balance it if I can’t.”

Desmond could see the weight stand end of the guy’s bench press. He saw the top of Wayne’s head lying on it. Ashleigh approached and stood behind the bar with the guy’s nose right at the hem of her skirt and his eyes under it.

“Oh yeah, those are nice too,” Wayne crooned.

“Shut up, I can see what you’re doing now pervert!”

He was pressing the bar and dumbbells now, up and down smoothly with his muscles flexing and Ashleigh’s eyes on them.

“Oh yeah those are definitely different, they were pink this morning.”

“Shut up or I’m not helping anymore,” Ashleigh scolded but the smile was still in her voice.

Desmond could see up her skirt from behind. Her panties were white lace ones. The ones from earlier had been a light pink.

“I can see your pussy through those Ash, good choice,” Wayne commented easily.

“Well I can see plenty through your shorts too, so it’s only fair I suppose,” Ashleigh shot back but the smile was gone from her voice and there was something else in it now. There was a soft acquiescence that Desmond recognised and it caused a pang in his heart that another man was getting it from his wife.

It was too late now, he’d asked for it and it was happening. Wayne was starting to tire though and his arms shook as Ashleigh did help him steady and seat the bar back in the rack.

She stayed there virtually straddling his face, stroking and fiddling with the bar and weights. She was between a wall and backed against the deck rail. He had reached back to hold the deck rail and kept her there in the corner but she wasn’t protesting yet.

“No seriously, those are cute Ash. Can see the shape of your pussy through them.”

“Thank you but you shouldn’t even be looking like this. I shouldn’t be letting you!”

Wayne kept hold of the deck rail locking her in place and reached back with his other hand and cupped her through her panties. That made her squeak and wriggle her thighs together.

“Um Wayne!”

“Aw fuck you’re so wet,” he crooned.

“Mmm but you shouldn’t be doing that. You’re so bad.”

“Aw yeah, but just let me,” the guy went on and was rubbing into her crotch firmly until she grabbed his wrist and wriggled and squirmed away from his clutches.

“I have to go. I shouldn’t have let you do that,” she said and Desmond hurried downstairs before she saw him there watching.

She came into the bedroom. He was getting dressed. “What did he say baby, is he taking us?”

“Um yes,” Ashleigh replied, her face was flushed and she was panting a little.

She changed her panties for a pair of full bikini briefs and stared at Desmond in the mirror.

“Are you alright baby?”

“Yes I’m fine. Let’s go and get these bikes. I can’t wait to go for a ride.”


Chapter 3

Ashleigh

I needed something between my legs, even if it was a bicycle seat. I didn’t understand what was going on with my husband exactly. It was like he didn’t know either. He had just sent me to his friend with my boobs nearly showing.

He must have known what was going to happen and it seemed like he wanted it to.

On the other hand, I didn’t want to talk too much about this so I didn’t say anything to challenge what was happening. I sat in the back seat of Wayne’s car behind Des. My skirt was too short and tight across my thighs to stop Wayne from seeing my third pair of panties for the day.

He looked from them to meet my husband’s eyes and challenge him to say something. Des glanced at my panties then back at the guy. Wayne smirked. “Pink ones again. Nice.”

I rolled my eyes and blushed and looked out the window. Des had another look at my panties and gulped as he met his friend’s eyes again.

“Did Marsden tell you about his swinger parties?” Wayne asked us both.

“Yes!” I answered immediately. “Do you know about them?”

“Sure, I go all the time. It’s awesome,” Wayne said and had another look at my panties. “Do you guys want to come to the next one?”

I met my husband’s eyes and held them. “We don’t know, we’re thinking about it,” he said and my blush fired up.

“Fuck yeah, it’d be great if you came,” Wayne said to me and looked at my panties again. “Man you should bring her, you’d have the hottest chick there easy!” he enthused, glancing to Des and back at my panties.

I chewed my lip. My knees trembled together and I attempted to stretch down the sides of my denim skirt.

“Some of the women only let you finger them and lick them out. It doesn’t have to be full sex,” Wayne went on.

“Oh right, so that wouldn’t be as full on,” Des suggested, looking to me again.

I breathed. “Yes but what would the woman have to do in return? I bet I can guess.”

Wayne smiled back over his shoulder. “Why, don’t you like giving head?”

I glared defiantly. “I like it just fine doing it for my husband.”

“And how would that work. Do you just say how far you’re willing to go?” Des asked, still looking at me and offering me a chance to stop him.

I wasn’t ready to stop him yet. I was so curious about this.

“Yeah that’s right, just let Marsden know what you do and don’t want to happen and he’s in charge. No one fucks with Marsden and every guy there would beat the shit out of a guy fucking it up for the rest of us. If a chick says no touching below the waist then that’s what happens. No question.”

“Oh right, cool. Good to know,” Des gulped and took a breath. “That sounds better, doesn’t it baby?”

I nodded. “I hate missing out on parties. I want to do the food and drinks for everyone. I don’t care if I have to let guys play with me a little bit to fit in with the atmosphere. Or do oral or something if I had to,” I added holding my husband’s eyes making him blush fully.

We arrived at the bike shop. Wayne stopped the car and turned to me in his seat. “You’re on afternoons now, aren’t you man?”

“Yeah, the next four shifts then I’m off for two then I’ve got night shifts for a week.”

“Oh right, so too bad you’re not home tonight. We could have got together and talked about this some more. I know all about everyone at the parties if you’re worried about what types you get there.”

“I’m worried about what types. I only know you and Mr Marsden,” I shared my concern.

“Yeah exactly. There’s about ten other guys but usually it’s about six to eight at any party, plus about four or five women.”

“Oh right, so well outnumbered too then?” I grimaced.

“Yeah I know. The women usually take it up to like three times each so the guys all get a couple off during the night, if you know what I mean. And everyone’s included, so no one misses out. You’d be able to get with other women too man.”

“Oh right, yeah I don’t really care about that,” Des said looking to me again. “It wouldn’t be about me so much as Ashleigh.”

My blush fired up again. I bit my very excited smile.

“Yeah it’s interesting how that works,” Wayne went on informing us. “You often get husbands who just want to see their wives getting it. Then you get single guys who want to get onto the married women and the wives who want to be competed for. It kind of works for everyone in different ways.”

“I like the idea of being competed for. I like that very much!” I admitted.

My husband nodded and drew a breath. “I like the idea of having to see who wins.”

Now my blush went nuclear.

“Fuck yeah, I’ll be the one who wins if you’re the prize Ash,” Wayne groaned. “Just fucking watch.”

I giggled and rubbed down my legs, scrunching my shoulders and pushing my boobs together.

“That’s a different top too, isn’t it?’ Wayne asked.

“No, it’s just the way I’m wearing it,” I said holding my husband’s eyes and challenging him to say something now.

I plucked at my bikini cups, tugging them to just cover my nipples.

“Oh fuck yeah that’s nice,” Wayne groaned.

Des audibly breathed. “Do you guys want to hang out together tonight while I’m at work? You could talk more about the other guys who go to the parties.”

I looked at my husband. Wayne did too. “I’m allowed to hang out with your wife when you’re not there?” he grinned.

“Yeah man, but just to hang out and talk. You’re not allowed to try anything,” Des went on. “Right baby?”

“Uh huh, I could cook dinner and we’ll save you some for when you get home and we can tell you everything we talked about,” I agreed, looking to both men.

“Fuck yeah, will you wear something cute?” Wayne smiled like a cheshire cat.

I rolled my eyes. “I’ll try and find something.”

“But no touching, right?” Wayne checked with Des.

Des shook his head. “We’re not sure what we want to happen yet. If you cross the line you might fuck it up for yourself and us too.”

“Hey fuck yeah, I get that,” Wayne assured, raising his hands in surrender. “Now I know the rules I won’t be trying nuthin.” He looked from my bikini top to my panties. “Da-amn!”

I giggled and got out of the car. “Alright, come over at seven and you have to wear something nice too. It’s smart casual dress code in my dining room!”


Chapter 4

Desmond was reeling. It was like a tornado of new and exciting ideas swirling and sucking him up into a vortex.

The e-bikes were ready. They had bought them as part of the move to the marina and had been awaiting delivery. They were charged up ready to go straight off the showroom floor. There were a lot of e-bikes and scooters around the area and the roads were marked to allow for safe travel around the place.

The old shop worker guy had a good look over Ashleigh whilst getting organised and showing her how to operate the bike. She still had her bikini cups gathered and they didn’t cover much more than her nipples. He was getting a good close-up look at her tits as well as peeps up her skirt whilst adjusting the seat height for her.

Desmond and Ashleigh were exchanging looks in acknowledgement of what was going on. “He was enjoying that,” Desmond commented once outside before they headed off on their ride.

Ashleigh leant close. “I was enjoying it too, weren’t you?” she teased.

Desmond rode off after his wife and they took a dedicated track around the shoreline. There was a broad open surf beach packed with holiday makers with no shortage of pretty girls on bikes or jogging.

Desmond watched the eyes of every man they passed and noticed any attention given to Ashleigh’s legs or jiggling tits. The vortex of emotion felt in regard to other men enjoying his wife was creating a vacuum that needed to be filled with more and more. Every flash of hungry eyes upon his wife created a surge of excitement for him.

They stopped for lunch at a seaside café and used up nearly all of their batteries riding around the afternoon. There hadn’t been much opportunity to talk but after showering and getting ready to go to work Desmond lay on the bed on his side and watched Ashleigh modelling clothing choices for her dinner date tonight.

She settled on a short floral print frock that wasn’t too dressy. It was fitted and had no shoulders or sleeves. Once zipped up the back her boobs were effectively cupped and pushed up a little.

“Should I take off the bra?” she asked, looking down at her cleavage. Her bra was visible but looked fine being white and blending with the light-coloured frock. She unzipped the dress a little then unclipped and took her bra off. Then she zipped up again.

She had another look, leaning forward at the mirror. “Do you want him to see my boobs like this Des? You can see everything without the bra or just cleavage with it.”

“I want him to see everything baby. I want to know he’s here with you and can see your tits bare while I’m at work tonight. Maybe don’t wear panties either?”

“What really? I wasn’t going to wear them but only I’d know that. He certainly wouldn’t.” Ashleigh knelt on the bed. “And you’ll know too now of course.”

“Yeah I’ll know alright. I’ll know my new wife is having her first dinner date with another man while I’m at work and she’s not wearing any underwear.”

“Mmm hmm, and I’m going to be dripping the whole time he’s here Des. Just the way he looks at me makes me wet.”

“Yeah, so my wife gets wet for the guy next door, does she? Wet and ready for his cock?” Desmond taunted into a kiss. He was getting sucked up high into the vortex of excitement for wife-sharing orgy parties where random other men would compete for rights to cum in his new bride’s mouth.

Ashleigh was still his bride. This was their first home together. She wore the white fishnet stockings she had worn under her wedding dress.

“You can be wet for the guy but he’s not allowed to fuck you tonight baby. We need to think about that some more yet. You can let your dress ride up and let him see up it though,” Desmond said and felt under his wife’s dress to find her pussy slick. “Oh shit you’re wet already baby.”

“Uh huh, that’s just from thinking about him and choosing what to wear.” Ashleigh whispered breathily close to his ear. “I’d love for Wayne to be inside me right now Des. He’ll be able to fuck me easily tonight if he tries. So he’d better not try!”

“Oh fuck baby, that’s what I want to hear. I want to be stuck at work knowing that.”

“Mmm okay, I’ll text you updates and let you know if anything happens and I’ll tell you everything when you get home, after you’ve fucked me yourself that is.

“If he doesn’t break the rules and bend me over something then my husband had better!”

***


Part 2: First Time Shared

Chapter 1

Ashleigh

I think I was nervous deep down but on the surface I was too turned on to worry about it. I had seen my husband off on his afternoon shift at work and was cooking dinner for his friend.

I had taken off the dress I was going to wear so as not to get anything on it whilst I cooked. I stood in my white fishnet stockings and a light cotton bath robe and a pair of slippers. I only needed to swap the slippers for heels and robe for my short fitted dress. I would remain as is otherwise.

My nipples would show down my dress and if Wayne was to put his hand up it he’d soon feel how wet I was for him. My pussy was tingling wildly and I could feel how squishy it was.

I was so ready for sex tonight. I’d been thinking about it a lot and had come to the conclusion that I wasn’t going to resist if Wayne tried anything with me. If he touched me I was going to let him and if he tried to have sex with me I was going to submit to that too.

For Wayne it would be breaking the rules my husband gave him and might mean he never gets to touch me again. For Desmond it would be a matter of accepting that he put me in this position dating his friend. And perhaps he shouldn’t have expected me to resist being taken to bed.

That was my mindset as I opened the door to Wayne that night, right on time at seven o’clock. He was dressed in nice jeans and a collared shirt. I melted even more at the feel of him through the shirt when we hugged hello. His body was so firm and strong.

He had a bottle of wine. I took it from him and his hand trailed along my arm and around my waist as I turned away. He held my waist with one hand and remained close as I showed him to a seat at my dining table; my first ever dining table. Since becoming a wife three months ago I was now a homemaker in our beautiful houseboat.

We dined by the open doors to the deck and looked out at the marina traffic. I doted over my guest and served him the lamb roast I’d prepared, saving a plate for my husband when he got home from work later that night. 

Wayne had enjoyed a few peeps down my dress so far but as I leant over further to serve his sweets he craned his neck for a better look at my erect nipples that had cleared the fitted cup on my dress.

“Nice,” he said and stroked up the back of my thigh to the hem of my dress. That sent tingles rushing to my pussy again.

I stopped and waited for him to do what he wanted. I was bent over the table in front of him with the trifle scoop in my hand. I held the guy’s gaze and waited whilst he stroked up and down the back of my leg.

He stroked down to my knee then slowly back up again, all the way up over the lacy garter of my stocking and further upward until he was nearly touching me. “I’m dying to know if you’ve got panties on under here,” he smiled.  

I took a breath. “Um but you’re not allowed to touch me, remember?” It was all I was going to say, and I was only saying it once.

He kept stroking around the elastic of my garter and touching my soft skin above whilst I served our creamy trifle.

I stopped and waited again whilst he was still touching me lightly. He watched my face and I leant with my hands on the table, the serving spoon still clutched in one of them. I stared straight ahead as tingles swirled in my belly when the guy teased upward in little fingertip circles.

He switched to the other upper-thigh and squeezed without touching my pussy.

“Uh huh, huh,” I panted and my tits shuddered in the fitted bodice of my dress.

The guy kept squeezing then tickled some more whilst craning his neck to look down the top of my dress again. He hooked a finger into the bodice and pulled it out to have a better look. “This isn’t touching if I only touch your dress, right?”

I rolled my eyes. The guy chuckled and stopped everything and smacked my butt. I went back around the table and sat forward deliberately so he could see my tits. I just wanted my husband to come home and fuck me if his friend wasn’t going to.

“So tell me more about these other men at the parties. You said there are five older ones about Mr Marsden’s age. Are they all fat and ugly or fit like him?”

“Haha no, he’s the only one of them in good shape. The other old guys are all either fat or skinny. Same with the middle-aged ones in their forties and late thirties. Six of them are all unfit, except for one, Adrian, he works out a bit. The other three our age are all in good shape though, so there’s a real mixture,” Wayne explained whilst eating trifle and looking at my tits.

“Fuck those are nice Ash, you’re giving me a hard on sitting forward like that.

I smiled defiantly. “You deserve it after stroking my legs and teasing me.”

Wayne sat back and stretched. I could see the bulge upright in his jeans. “See!” he said.

I raised my brows and glared defiantly as I continued eating my dessert.

“The rules are that I’m not allowed to touch you, but are you allowed to touch me?” he asked.

I frowned in thought then with a rush of cheekiness I got up on my knees on my chair and reached over. I squeezed him through his jeans. “Uh fuck,” he snarled and thrust. I kept squeezing and moving my hand back and forth with the tease quickly backfiring.

My husband’s friend grabbed my other hand and kept me stretched across the table. I continued squeezing and rubbing up and down the length of his bulge. My tits were spilling out the top of my dress and his eyes were on them. My dress had slipped and my tits spilled all the way out with my nipples on the table.

“Yeah keep going Ash, that’s fantastic.”

I didn’t know if I was allowed to do this but he was right that Des only said he couldn’t touch me. Plus I’d been teasing the guy all evening and a few other mornings before this, so it was cruel not to let him finish now.

“Do you want to come round here so I can do this better?” I asked.

“Oh fuck yeah!” the guy groaned and was up and around my side of the table in a flash.

I sat up and my tits fell back into my dress but only just. I resumed rubbing and squeezing the guy through his jeans whilst he stood with his hands on his hips staring intently down at what I was doing.

I started undoing his buttons and his cock sprung out stretching a pair of red jocks. My mouth was watering and I gulped at the dryness of my throat. “I can’t suck you Wayne. I’m going to touch it but I’m not comfortable putting it in my mouth unless my husband says I can.”

“Aw yeah just touch it!” the guy begged.

I smiled and scratched down the underside with my painted nails. He whimpered and thrust forward more. I hooked a nail under the waistband of his jocks and stretched them out and down to reveal a swollen cockhead and pulsing shaft.

Oh my god I wanted to suck it but I really shouldn’t, I knew that.

I left it poking out and tugged his jeans and jocks down his muscular thighs. I thought of Desmond at work and wondered if he was imagining me doing this. My phone was right there on the table.

“Just a minute,” I told Wayne and he whimpered again, frowning down at me desperately as I turned away to type a text: Hi husband, I’m about to relieve the tension for your friend by giving him a quick hand job. He’s not touching me as promised xx

“Sorry about that, now where was I?” I smiled teasingly and stroked down the sides of the excited penis pointing at me and being thrust by a very desperate man now. Mmm, the way I like a man to be!

I examined closely and breathed on the head of his cock whilst stroking back and forth with my fingertips of both hands. I took hold with one hand and squeezed and the guy groaned and whimpered again.

I started pulling him off back and forth, back and forth. As I watched closely a drop of precum oozed and dangled. I stopped stroking and squeezed hard and extended my tongue and let the drop settle on it. Then I collected it upward with my tongue and very gently closed my lips against the broad eyelet and sucked the little ooze of precum out.

“Mmm yummy but I’m not allowed to suck you,” I reminded him. I could see the reply text from Des said, ‘fuck yes baby’.

I licked the taste of the guy around my mouth and started stroking him more fully. I went faster and slower and faster and slower and was flaying my soft fingers over the head making him jerk and spasm and try to thrust through my fist.

The head of his cock was wet with his precum now so there were no more drops for me. I had an idea though, still without him touching me and without actually putting him in my mouth.

He was getting close. I could see it in his eyes and how deeply he was frowning. “Aw fuck Ash this is going to shoot everywhere in a minute.”

“Uh huh I know,” I said and grabbed my empty wine glass and held it ready.

“Aw fuck!”

“Uh huh, I want it,” I taunted.

“Uh fuck! Fuck! Nya fuck yeah!” Wayne snarled and his cum started spurting into the wine glass.

I held the glass carefully positioned to capture every drop. It was a huge load, thick and creamy. I squeezed the guy off jerking and spasming and crushing my shoulder to hold himself up. I wiped the last big droplet on the rim of the glass and took the glass away.

I couldn’t help myself at that point and kissed the eyelet then opened and sucked the head into my mouth and moaned my pleasure. The guy gripped the top of my head and thrust and I let him do that to finish off properly. “Uh fuck,” he groaned and his cock throbbed inside my mouth and the taste of his cum leaked into my throat and made me swallow.

“Mmm hmm,” I moaned and frowned as I did a little bob of my head back and forth a few times and took him from my mouth to gulp and catch my breath. “Mmm naughty!” I scolded at him snarling down at me.

I left his cock drooping there and he didn’t cover it over as he pulled his pants back up a little. I looked from the guy’s spent penis to the half inch of warm semen filling the bottom of my wine glass. I was swirling it to collect the slurps clinging to the sides and make the one pool of it.

I peered up at the guy.

“Go on Ash, you know you want to.”

I rolled my eyes smiling. “And what if I don’t want to?”

The guy smirked. “What, after all that effort to produce it for you, you’re going to let it go to waste?”

“Hmm, I’m sure I’ve heard that somewhere before.”

Wayne chuckled. “It’s true though right? After all that effort?”

“Hmm I guess,” I conceded and looked at the gooey fluid. “Why does this even matter so much to a guy? I mean I know it does, but why?” I took a little sip and grimaced at the strong taste.

“Aw fuck yeah,” the man groaned excitedly as he stroked my hair back and out of the way for him to see.

I tipped up the glass and drank his semen in one big gulp then a smaller one. I tipped up the glass and poured the last drop onto my tongue and licked around the inside of the rim as my pussy tingled like crazy.

The guy’s cock flexed horizontally and levered at my shoulder. I closed my eyes and took it back into my mouth and bobbed my head and sucked and bobbed and sucked. He thrust and groaned his pleasure as it throbbed and resumed spurting into my throat again.

I peered submissively up at the guy. He was stroking my hair and smiling down at me. I took his penis from my mouth and held it up against his stomach whilst I kissed my way down and nuzzled his balls.

They were nice and big and the scent and taste of the cum from them filled my senses and thrilled me. I cupped them and kissed them, still peering up. “Is that better now?”

“Fuck yeah Ash, that was amazing, thank you.”

I drew a big breath. “Mmm you’re welcome but that was very naughty. I hope I’m not going to be in trouble with my husband.”


Chapter 2

It had been the longest slowest night at work for Desmond. He got out of there and hurried home anxious about the prospect of finding his new wife in bed with their neighbour. He had absolutely set it up for that to happen. But he didn’t know if he wanted it to or not.

Marina parking was in a designated area with a short walk to the boardwalk around the moorings. Desmond approached his houseboat and everything was so quiet he could hear his heart thumping in his chest.

He saw the lights on in his boat and off in Wayne’s. He crept up and peered in through a window to see his friend kissing his wife passionately. Ashleigh was sitting on the lounge and Wayne was leaning down to her. Then he stood and she got up with him and onto her knees as they were still kissing.

He felt a tit and her hand went to his wrist and held it. Her dress was fitted lower like it had slipped and her tits were out the top of it. Wayne stood and backed away and Ashleigh stayed with him continuing to kiss him as he backed towards the door.

Desmond could see from behind that her dress was unzipped and she was clutching at her waist to hold it up. She spun and backed against Wayne and he felt both of her tits, giving them a good massage whilst they kissed back over her shoulder.

Desmond slunk back into the shadows and watched them. The fact Ashleigh was still wearing the dress he’d seen her pick out for the night meant they probably hadn’t been to bed at least.

The guy felt down to her belly under her dress. He felt right down and was obviously touching her pussy. He shifted around a little to be beside her looking at her tits. Her hold on her dress was slipping and it dropped from her fingers.

It slipped from her fingers completely and dropped to her ankles.

Desmond’s wife of only three months was standing backed against a post in nothing but her wedding day white fishnet stockings. The guy crowding her back against the post looking at her body was fingering her. His hand covered her mons and moved up and down.

Ashleigh was slinking down the post and her thighs parted until her body clenched and convulsed making her bare tits shudder; one of them was against Wayne’s face as he latched on and sucked her nipple.

Ashleigh clung to his head and held his wrist with her other hand whilst wiggling and squirming on his fingers.

Wayne kissed her again then broke off and leant back to look at her nude body. She covered her pussy with her hand but he claimed her hand and moved it away. She gripped his hair and held on whilst he tilted down and examined her pussy.

He dropped to a knee and tilted in and pressed his face to her down there. He was moving his head like he was licking her then he stopped and tilted back to look inside whilst peeling her pussy lips open with his thumbs.

Desmond watched with his cock erect in his pants. He wanted the guy to fuck his wife right there against the post.

Wayne lifted one of her legs and put it over his shoulder. He kept her spread and ate her out sideways. Desmond could see the guy’s nose slicing back and forth through his wife’s pussy as he licked, then his bearded chin was pressed into her cunt whilst he latched on and sucked over her clit.

He must have been swirling his tongue just right because Ashleigh bucked as she orgasmed again.

The guy stood wiping his mouth on the back of his wrist. He was holding his cock upright in his jeans and looking Ashleigh up and down. She was leaning with her hands behind her back and holding the post for support. Her thighs were apart, her pussy split open and her tits heaving.

Desmond would let his new friend fuck his wife if that’s what was going to happen. It seemed it was up to Wayne to decide. Ashleigh looked as if she’d submitted and was there for the taking.

Wayne walked around behind her and she turned her head this way and that following him. He looked her over from the other side and she let him; whatever he wanted was definitely on offer.

He lifted her chin with a bent finger and took her lips again. Whilst kissing her he felt her tits and she thrust for the contact, keeping her hands behind her back.

He broke off the kiss and left her staring after him as he walked out the door and stepped over their deck rail, across the boardwalk and over the deck rail to his houseboat. He disappeared inside and went downstairs to his bedroom.

Desmond watched until he was gone then watched his wife holding her dress up over her breasts looking around the lounge room like she had just awoken and needed to get her bearings on where she was and what she was doing.

She reached back around and zipped her dress, coming to quickly and picking up empty glasses and wine bottles. Desmond waited until she’d tidied up and gone downstairs before going inside.

He was making coffee when she cuddled behind him smelling pretty and feeling all warm and snuggly in her nightie.

“Hey baby, how did it go, did you end up having a good night with Wayne?”

“Uh huh, he just left. He didn’t still want to be here when you got home because I need to tell you all about what happened.”

“Oh yeah, things happened then. Did he fuck you?” Desmond asked, unable to contain the lilt of excitement in his voice.

Ashleigh bit her smile and her brows flickered. “Um no he didn’t. Are you disappointed?”

Desmond expelled a breath and gulped. He shook his head. “No, but if it had happened I’d be okay with it. I just wanted you to know that.”

“Mmm well I want to tell you everything but not here. Sit down and have your dinner then take me to bed and fuck me and I’ll tell you everything.”

Desmond did exactly that. He sat and was served a nice hot roast dinner with wine. He had a quick shower and crawled into bed and on top of his wife. She spread her legs and guided him in. She was so wet already. She had been waiting with her hand between her legs under the satin sheet she’d put on the bed.

She still wore her white fishnet stockings and had them wrapped around Desmond’s butt as he humped and ground her hot open pussy and listened to her talk about stroking his friend off into a wine glass and drinking his cum. Then she sucked the guy off and cuddled and kissed until it was time for him to go home.

“And then he fingered me to one orgasm and licked me to another one Des. I was so bad letting him but I couldn’t help it.”

“Yeah it’s okay baby. I wish he’d have fucked you as well,” Desmond said whilst continuing to thrust into his wife’s gooey pussy. He had already ejaculated but was still firm and was enjoying an after-fuck to come down from the high.

He soothed his wife’s worries about everything that happened that night and cuddled her to sleep.

When he awoke the next morning she had just arrived home with the grocery shopping. They put it away and had a late breakfast together, smiling at each other without saying a word about last night yet.

“Let’s go for another bike ride,” Ashleigh suggested. “We’ll talk when we get back.”

They rode the five-kilometre bike track back around the Broadwater foreshore to the ocean beach, the centre of the tourist strip. There they chained their bikes and walked a couple more kilometres along the beach to the far headland and back again, holding hands and chatting about everything that happened last night with Wayne.

They needed to talk to Mr Marsden again. They both wanted his advice before deciding to go any further.

“I want to ask that lady, June, who Mr Marsden said was like his co-host for the party nights. I want to ask if I can help her prepare the food and I want to ask from a woman’s perspective what it’s like after you’ve had sex with a man other than your husband. I want to know what her first experience was like and how her husband reacted.”

“That’s a good idea baby. What’s her husband’s name, Harry or Henry or something? I might ask him how he felt.”

“Yes, his name’s Harry and he seems really nice. It’s hard to imagine them as swingers, isn’t it?”

“It was hard to imagine anyone as swingers when Mr Marsden first told me about his parties when we were fixing the car the other day, but I get it now. It was so intense at work last night knowing you were with Wayne but it was way more positive than negative. The fact you had no panties on and you could see your tits down your dress was like these pics in my head all night and I imagined him losing it and getting onto you.”

“Mmm, well he did get me to stroke him off,” Ashleigh cooed. “And to drink his cum.”

“Aw yeah, I would love to have seen you do that baby. I love that you did it; that you’ve swallowed a load from the guy.”

“Uh huh, a very big load and then another little one when I was sucking him right afterwards and thought I was just finishing him off. He got so hard again though and I let him finish a second time and sucked as it was spurting to make sure he was satisfied that time.”

“Yeah, so my new bride has had another man’s cock in her mouth and she’s swallowed his cum,” Desmond groaned.

“Uh huh, and I’m sure he was remembering that when he was smiling over at me this morning at breakfast. Knowing he’s conquered me and that he can probably get me again whenever he feels like it and you’re at work,” Ashleigh breathed into a kiss.

They were back at the bikes cuddling.

“Do you want to invite him over again tonight baby, maybe let him fuck you this time? I mean after we talk to Mr Marsden and see if those two oldies are around?”


Chapter 3

Ashleigh

Mr Marsden was sitting on his deck when we got home. He always seems to be in the afternoons. We took drinks out to our deck and smiled over. “Hey, come join me!” he offered and we went back around and across the boardwalk to join him.

“So how are the bikes going? I’m thinking about getting one for myself if I’m not too old.”

“No of course you’re not too old. You could come riding with us! Or I’m going to be using mine to duck to the shop instead of driving. It’s going to be great as long as the weather is nice,” I enthused.

I had taken the couch opposite so Mr Marsden could see up my skirt. I needed a change of panties because the ones I had on were stuck to me from the talk about sex with my husband then getting squished as I sat on the bicycle seat in a skirt that didn’t cover my butt.

Mr Marsden was looking at my panties whilst we chatted about the bikes and the men got to talking about our car after they’d fixed it the other day. I drifted out of the conversation and was fiddling with my bikini top, adjusting it as I had the cups bunched to barely cover my nipples. I wore my yellow one, which barely covered me anyway and is a little bit see-through.

“That’s a cute top love. She looks good in it,” Mr Marsden grinned from me to Des.

“Yeah she does. She gets a lot of looks riding the bike,” Des replied.

“I’ll bet she does. Might have to get a bike so I can come along for the ride and see. That’d be reason enough right there.”

I smiled through my blush. “Okay fine, I’ll wear this top if you come with us.”

“And the skirt?” Mr Marsden challenged and tilted his head for another look at me. “It must be a good view for the men you pass.”

“She seems to be able to cover up when she wants to. It’s only when both knees are up at the crossover of the pedals. If one’s down her skirt covers her panties,” Des explained.

It was true, we’d talked about it, and I’d been deliberately showing men we passed and being more modest with women or children of course. Men always looked.

Mr Marsden was nodding and still looking. “We’ve been thinking about the swinger parties,” Des stated and met Mr Marsden’s eyes as he looked up from between my legs.

“I was hoping you might,” Mr Marsden grinned. “I was thinking after our conversation that I’d been a bit negative and perhaps shouldn’t have been. The fact you kids have only been married a few months shouldn’t necessarily make any difference if you wanted to try swinging.”

I jumped up gleefully and went around the small table to plop down beside the older man. He had lifted his big strong arm and I grabbed it and cuddled myself with it. “Please tell us more about it Mr Marsden, we’re so curious?”

The man hugged me to his side, squeezing my ribs with is huge mechanic’s paw. There was grease under his nails and I could feel his callouses against my sensitive skin. He thumbed back and forth across the underside of one of my tits. I swished my long hair back over my shoulder and thrust for him.

“So you kids want to know more about wife sharing, do you?” He looked to Des who was watching intently.

“Let’s call it what it is then, shall we. We refer to it as swinger parties but the focus is definitely on the women being shared with other men. Often the husbands only want to watch.”

He squeezed my boob properly. “Oh these are nice. I’ve been getting good flashes down your nightie when you water your plants in the mornings love. It’s the best show in town.”

I drew a big breath. “Mmm I can feel you watching me Mr Marsden. I’ve got some other nighties to try it with yet. You and Wayne are allowed to watch me, my husband said.”

I smiled across at Des. His eyes were glazed and focused on the hand on my tit. Mr Marsden kept feeling me with one hand and searched for the string behind my neck. I gathered my hair and held it aside for him. He pulled the knot and took the strings down to uncover my tits.

I sucked in a big breath and thrust for him to feel me bare. “Oh these are nice,” he crooned again and massaged the globe and tweaked my nipple. He squeezed and kept my nipple isolated and rubbed up and down over it with his rough thumb.

I arched my back and thrust my chest as much as I could. My mouth was open and my eyes were wide and rolled down to watch.

I started panting little breaths as bolts of electricity shot from my nipple to my pussy. “Uh huh, huh it makes me so wet when a man does that,” I uttered and grabbed the man’s other hand and put it between my legs.

I left it there and put my hands aside to let him touch me. He felt the crotch of my panties and I quickly pushed them down from my hips and peeled them down my legs. Des helped me and took them from my feet.

I rested back in Mr Marsden’s cuddle with my butt on the edge of the couch and my thighs open. I clutched the hem of my skirt and held it up to my belly for him.

“Oh yes very nice,” the man crooned some more and rubbed into my pussy whilst resuming the rubbing up and down of his thumb over my nipple. “She’s certainly ready for it son. Your little bride here is extremely wet right now.”

Mr Marsden inserted a thick finger into me. Des checked around furtively but we were secluded from the neighbour on the other side and it was too far for anyone on a passing boat to see clearly.

“Do you want me to fuck her for you son? You want to know what it’s like, yeah?”

My husband gulped and nodded. I held his eyes.

“Alright love, hop up here then,” Mr Marsden said and stopped fingering me to undo his pants and open them. He wore loose-fitting shorts and no underpants. His penis was short and thick and looked hard already.

He guided me up onto his lap with my back to him and I flared my pelvis to help him align his penis and it opened me. I sunk down onto it whimpering.

I kept my hips flared and rested back against his hairy chest. He resumed massaging my tit, the other one this time thankfully. He thumbed up and down over the nipple making me roll my pelvis and squish back and forth with is cock all the way inside me.

“So I guess there are a few reasons young couples aren’t as likely to indulge in wife sharing as older couples,” Mr Marsden continued to educate us as if this was all perfectly normal.

“The first one is for religious reasons, with your marriage vows being so new and fresh and this is obviously going against them. I mean this is a sin in most cultures and definitely in ours.”

“Uh huh, but we’re not that religious, are we?” I pleaded to my husband who sat there gawking at the thick penis squishing in and out of me.

Des gulped and shook his head. “I don’t get how something this amazing could be so wrong.”

Mr Marsden chuckled. “Then there’s the possession thing, right son? She’s yours and you don’t want to share her, but it’s not because you’re selfish, it’s about procreation and the survival of the species. And in particular your genes, your bloodline, not the next mans.

“You’re concerned that if you let some other man shoot his sperm up into your wife’s little belly right here that he’ll make a baby in her instead of you.”

“Aw fuck,” Des groaned and rubbed his mouth.

Mr Marsden grinned. “But that’s not a problem if your wife’s on the pill or has another form of contraception?”

I gulped and panted. “Uh huh, I have an IUD, I won’t get pregnant.”

“Uh, that’s good love, I’m getting close here. How about you?”

“Uh huh, huh, I’m close too, you’re so big in me Mr Marsden.”

“Oh yeah let’s get you going then sweetie,” the man said and stopped thrusting to hold firmly up me. He swished back and forth across my exposed clit with his finger whilst continuing to do it to my nipple with his thumb.

The electric sensation built and built and exploded through me. “Uh huh, huh,” I moaned out loud and convulsed on the old guy’s lap. My pussy stuck to his thick stump of a cock and throbbed on it.

He gripped my side with his other hand and watched down over my body as my tits shuddered and wobbled with each orgasmic quake that exploded through me.

“Oh that’s tight son. Your little wifey here is crushing my old cock. The other men here my age are going to love the feel of her if you decide to share.”

“Uh huh, huh,” I panted and dug my nails into the man’s arm and thigh as I resumed rolling my pelvis and flicked back and forth on him. “Mmm, are you going to cum in me, I can feel how hard you still are?”

“Yeah sweetie, I’m right on the edge, been holding back to let you get off first.”

“Uh huh,” I moaned at my husband and squirmed hard back and forth to wank the old guy off with my pussy. “Mmm I’m going to get it doing this Des, I know I am,” I taunted and squished back and forth harder and harder and suddenly the old guy bucked and I stopped and kept still.

“Nya fuck!” he roared and bucked again, wobbling my tits and making me bite my smile as I felt him throb.

I stared down at him inside me, I was already split wide open but I parted my labia more with my fingers and my husband and I watched the thick penis inside me pulse along with the huge old balls that were clenched up tight in the base.

“Uh yeah love, there we go. Are you sure you’re safe from getting pregnant?”

“Uh huh, I should be fine, don’t worry Mr Marsden, I love it when men cum in me.”

“Uh fuck yeah, there you go son, that’s your young bride effectively fucked by her first other man.”

Des gulped. “It was amazing. I still feel good about it.”

“Mmm me too, I love having him inside me,” I enthused to my husband. “I want it to be Wayne next. I want him to take me to bed and have me like that. I want to feel him on top of me.”

“Yeah young Wayne would be a good candidate son. He’s a strong fellow and fully virile at that age. He’d take her hard and demanding missionary in bed.”

“Uh huh, I want it missionary,” I uttered as I continued squirming back and forth and semen oozed from around the softening cock inside me.

I scooped up the semen and sucked it off my fingers. The cock oozed out of me and I captured it and slid down off the man’s lap onto my knees on the floor and sucked it into my mouth. I moaned my pleasure.

“Yeah there’s a girl,” Mr Marsden crooned whilst stroking my hair and holding it aside to watch.

I peered up at him with his cock in my mouth, giving it a strong suck.

“Uh yeah,” he snarled down at me.

I bobbed a few times and sucked hard again. I bobbed and bobbed and felt him firming a little. I squeezed my eyes shut and bobbed and bobbed and bobbed and moaned throatily as the cock in my mouth flexed and throbbed with a few more spurts of cum.

“Oh son, what do we have here. She’s a little beauty isn’t she?”

“Yeah and she loves sucking cock,” my husband said and gulped hard. “You can get her to do it for you anytime you want. You will, won’t you baby?”

“Uh huh, anytime my neighbours want me they can have me, but you still have to take me to the swinger party, I mean the wife sharing party,” I giggled and bit Mr Marsden’s cock head playfully.

He helped me up and I retied my bikini top. There was cum trickling down my inner thigh and I used my panties to sop it up. I sat with them bunched between my legs and had a big drink of lemonade Mr Marsden got for me.

We talked more about having an open marriage where you still have sex with other people. I still wanted to ask some of the older ladies about it but it was too late, it had just happened and I’d been fucked by another man now anyway.

“Well if you’re going to let young Wayne take her to bed tonight I’m going to recommend you stop for a bit after that and take in what’s happened. Just for a few days to think about it and let it sink in,” Mr Marsden advised.

“I’ve seen it before where a couple decides to come to a party and they’re right into it and it goes on for a few days after with the wife not making it home, getting passed round the single men houseboats. Then you wake up one morning and go home to find her husband has packed his bags. Or packed hers!

“It can happen that it’s all fine while you’re in the whirlwind for that first few days, then you wake up cold and filled with regret one morning.

“So I’m just going to say it right now young man, by all means let your buddy have a fuck of your wife tonight, since you’re in the vortex already. But pull her out of it after and wait for the storm to settle. Then take stock of where it’s left you!”


Chapter 4

Desmond took his wife home to their bed and got on top and slammed into her. They stared into each other’s eyes as they fucked; or as she submitted and allowed him to claim her back.

He clawed the bed base with his toes and remained taut and quivering as he emptied his balls as deep inside Ashleigh as he could. Deep inside her stretched open pussy, adding his genetic material to the old neighbours.

He thought about what the guy had said about procreation and making sure the baby in your wife’s belly is of your bloodline.

He finished throbbing and slumped on top of her. “How effective is an IUD baby, is it a hundred percent?”

“Um, it’s more than ninety-nine percent,” Ashleigh giggled. “Did that worry you, what Mr Marsden said about someone else getting me pregnant?”

“Yeah I dunno, maybe a little bit. Although it makes it even more intense too. Just knowing you’re full of old Marsden’s sperm right now.”

“Mmm hmm, definitely. And he wasn’t very deep inside me when he was cumming because of the angle from behind but you just thrust his sperm in nice and deep having me so soon after,” Ashleigh breathed into her husband’s ear. “Mmm, I can still taste him and I’m all warm and tingly in my belly from him. Now I can’t wait for you to go to work so Wayne can take me to bed and fuck me nice and deep too. I want him to have me as soon as he gets here Des, then I’ll make him dinner and he can take me to bed properly after that.”

“Aw fuck baby, you really want it, don’t you?”

“Uh huh, I feel so horny with us doing this, and I really don’t feel like a slut or anything. I know it’s not something we ever imagined doing together before we got married but it doesn’t feel wrong to me. I don’t know why but it just doesn’t!”

“No it doesn’t to me either Ash. I don’t want anyone else to get you pregnant but I want every guy at the swinger party to fuck you. I mean not all the first night, but I want them to know they can and that my wife’s available for sex. I love listening to Wayne trying to get onto you. I even hide and listen sometimes and it makes me so hard.

“I wouldn’t mind if there were other men here at the marina who were doing that too. Dropping by while I’m at work and trying their luck. Maybe you’re in the mood for it and invite them in and suddenly they’re all over you.”

“Uh huh, I could be like a girlfriend for lots of other men,” Ashleigh enthused. “I don’t care about the parties except I want to hostess them. Otherwise I’d be fine if the single men here knew they could drop by and say hello anytime. If they knew they could bring me flowers or chocolates or wine and I’d at least give them a blowjob, or a hand job into a wine glass if nothing else!” she giggled.

Desmond nodded and drew a breath. “I think we should do what Mr Marsden said and stop and think about it after Wayne tonight though baby. I’m still in the whirlwind now, I don’t know about you?”

“Yes I am too. I can’t think about anything else at the moment, it’s so thrilling to do this. I’ve never had a lover as nicely built as Wayne before though, so I want to experience that at least before we stop. I can’t wait to feel him on top of me Des.”

“Yeah I know, I get that. I can see he works out and is probably what every chick dreams about. I keep picturing what Mr Marsden was saying about him being fit and virile and fucking ravaging you hard and demanding or whatever. I can imagine him going nuts and fucking you so hard, baby. You’d be helpless underneath him and he’d crush you to him and pound the fuck out of you like you see on pornos sometimes.”

“Oh my god I hope so!” Ashleigh cried. “That’s what I imagine too and that’s why I want him to take me to bed for it this time.”

“Yeah well I’d better get ready for work now so you can pick out something to wear for the guy again. Did you text him to come over?”

“Uh huh, he said he’d watch for you to leave for work. I might just wear my skirt and bikini top at first then I want to have a shower and be all soft and pretty in a nightie for when he takes me to bed later. He can take me to his bed and I’ll set my alarm and be home before you get back from work, hopefully he’ll be exhausted and sound asleep by then.”

“Yeah and you’ll be full of his sperm as well as Mr Marsden’s. My new bride the marina cum dolly,” Desmond smiled into a kiss and left his wife to go shower and get dressed for work.

He thought about what Ashleigh had said, that they never dreamt about doing anything like this before they got married, but that wasn’t quite true. Desmond had fantasised about other guys with Ashleigh before.

He had never really thought about it happening other than when she went out drinking and dancing with girlfriends sometimes, where he’d be waiting all night for the text to hear that she got home safe and he’d be imagining her being hit on by some guy at the club and going home with him.

And not that Desmond had any reason to worry about his then girlfriend’s loyalty, but she’s always pulled a lot of looks and he could well imagine what it’d be like in a club situation in a short dress with her boobs spilling out the top.

Those nights were always stressful for Desmond but he always ended up jerking off to relieve the tension. The image in his mind would be a big muscle dude pounding Ashleigh in an alleyway or the back seat of a car. Like that was something he wanted to happen.

So maybe this was his wish coming true. And the only thing to be surprised about was Ashleigh being as into the idea as he was.

Desmond shaved and dressed and picked up his evening snack box from the kitchen counter and got a cuddle and kiss from his very submissive wife. She was so soft and pliable in his arms. She was a total fucking rag doll.

On his way out the door he looked up and saw two gorilla arms slung over the deck rail of the houseboat next door. Attached was a head resting back that turned and smiled down at him.

“Have a good shift buddy!”

Desmond gulped and did a half wave back at the guy already standing and stretching. He was looking down into the living room where Desmond had left his beautiful wife.

***


Part 3: Exhibitionist Showtime

Chapter 1

Ashleigh

As soon as my husband was out of sight walking along the marina boardwalk toward our car, the guy from next door was stepping over the deck rail and coming to get me.

Wayne approached from behind and lifted up my bikini top. I arched my chest and showed him what he wanted. He sucked on my neck and I clung to his waist and ground back on his cock. As he felt my bare breasts, I could feel how excited he was.

“Mmm you feel so hard already, do you want to put that inside me?”

“I want to,” Wayne said. “I want to fuck you but do we need rubbers? I’ve got some in my bathroom.”

I blushed shyly. “Um, would you prefer to cum inside me?” I squirmed back hard. “Des and I talked about it before and we don’t mind if you’d like to do it.” I peered back. “I mean, you’d enjoy leaving it to me to have to worry a tiny bit, wouldn’t you? I know I would.”

The guy groaned against my neck. “Uh fuck yeah, have to worry huh, about falling preggers?”

“Uh huh, I have protection but nothing is ever a hundred percent. There wouldn’t be a big chance though.”

“Oh yeah, and this is okay by Des?” Wayne asked. “You’re supposed to be his wife, his new bride as he calls you haha.”

My blush deepened. “He’d prefer you did me without a condom too.”

“Yeah?” Wayne continued as he massaged my tits. “And not even pull out or anything?”

“Nope. You don’t have to pull out. Not unless you want to and to make me drink it for you again,” I moaned. “You can have me however you want today.”

“Oh fuck yeah,” Wayne groaned and thrust his cock against my butt, making me wiggle back on the head trying to squish my pussy lips over it.

Oh I was so in my element. Who knew I was about to become a cum dolly for a bunch of men when I was walking down the aisle three months ago. I loved my husband so much for wanting to do this!

Wayne was still groping my breasts and kissing my neck and shoulder. He guided me back onto the lounge and pushed down his shorts and jocks. I opened my legs and he knelt between them and lay down on me.

“Uh huh, take me,” I uttered. “Please Wayne, I want you inside me.”

“Fuck yeah baby, here it is,” he growled and thrust between my thighs. I stared up at the ceiling whilst I felt jiggling and probing with little pokes and thrusts. He was too urgent and missing so I reached down and guided him. I captured the thick shaft and when I got the head into position he surged again and penetrated me this time.

He forced his cock in deep.

“Uh huh,” I moaned, still staring up at the ceiling. “Ahh,” I cried as our neighbour surged and buried his cock into me balls deep. “Ah that’s huge! Ahh, ahh, ahh,” I squealed as the guy on top of me slammed his body against mine, spearing me mercilessly.

“Ahh, ahh, huh,” I moaned and panted. My squeals were being forced out with each surge of a lovely big cock inside me.

“Oww, wait,” I moaned. “Uhh, huh, ahh!” I cried out as the guy jammed it in hard and held still. “Ow!” I squealed but Wayne remained pressed all the way up me. “Oh my god you’re so huge!” I breathed.

The guy’s entire body was pumped up and tense as his cock pulsated inside me. I waited, keeping still whilst I was being inseminated.

I relaxed my legs wider and stroked the guy’s muscular back, thrilled to be feeling it with him on top of me. The huge cock inside me continued throbbing.

“Uh huh, like that,” I moaned softly. I was fully relaxed and kept my legs spread, taking a full servicing from the guy.

When he had finished ejaculating he slumped heavily onto me and I held him, cradling him between my thighs and stroking his sweaty back.

“Sorry baby I couldn’t stop. That felt so fucking good.”

“Uh huh that’s fine, I loved it,” I uttered.

Wayne gulped. “Did I hurt you?”

“A little bit, but it’s fine. It was just way deeper than I’m used to and you obviously really needed it. I don’t mind if you need to be forceful and take me like that sometimes if you’re going to be having sex with me.”

Wayne lifted from me. His cock oozed out to swing down between his thighs as he got up on his knees.

I felt my pussy. I was slick of course but not so gooey. I giggled. “At least I won’t have to worry about dripping from you, Wayne. That felt like you were all the way up in here.” I touched below my bellybutton where I could still feel the pressure from him.

“It felt like you came really huge too?”

“Yeah, that was my first fuck with someone our age in months. Plus with you being almost a bride, it was pretty intense.”

My blush fired up. “Yes I am still a bride and I like that you thought about that. It’s so exciting to be serviced by someone other than my husband this soon after getting married. I want you to take me to bed for a few hours after dinner as well if you can do it again.”

Wayne chuckled. “Yeah, I’ll be able to do it again after dinner. I’ll be able to do you again.”

“Uh huh, that’s what I meant. Do me again.”

Wayne nuzzled my face, kissing my cheek and moving to my lips. I opened for him as he pressed more firmly. He pressured for entry and extended his tongue in deep. I submitted and let him take control.

He lowered on top of me again and plundered my mouth as his cock rested against my pussy. He rolled his pelvis and slipped back inside me. He held my head and kissed me hard and long whilst slow fucking me this time.

“Uh huh, huh,” I moaned into his mouth. “Uh huh, like that. You’re going to make me cum.”

“Is that too deep now?”

“No, that’s fine now. Deep is fine now. Uh huh, huh, you’re so huge in me Wayne. It’s amazing and I love it,” I muttered, grinding on the guy’s cock, rolling my pelvis and fucking myself on it.

I buried my face against his shoulder and held on tight. He kept up a steady pace with long penetrating strokes. “Uh huh, huh!” I cried as my orgasm hit, and I ground and gyrated on the huge cock inside me.

Wayne thrust hard and held firmly up me but soon began to move, faster again, surging in and out until he groaned and curled his hips. He held still once more and his entire body tensed up and shuddered as his cock resumed pulsing inside me.

I orgasmed and he took my lips again. “There you go Ash, that’s the rest of that load and I’ll have another one for you in a couple of hours, after a feed.”


Chapter 2

Desmond had walked away from his wife with his heart in his throat and worry starting to creep into his thoughts. He drove to work imagining his wife was already being fucked by the guy from next door.

He could feel how submissive Ashleigh was in the hug goodbye and didn’t imagine it was going to take Wayne very long to get his cock into her.

Desmond was sure it was already happening and when a text beeped on his phone he wasn’t surprised to see it was from Ashleigh. Desmond had only just started at work. It had been all of half an hour since he left home.

The text said his new bride had been fucked and cum inside by another man; ‘deep and a little painful’ and her ‘belly full of Wayne’s sperm’ was the wording.

So it was done for the first time now. Surely that would be the hardest bit, Desmond reasoned. When he was with Ashleigh and saw the effect she had on other men, he felt excited and wanted her taken hold of. Then when he’d been spying on her with Wayne and watched her being kissed and felt up and fingered, he had been hard in his pants.

The fact his new wife had sucked another man off and swallowed his cum was deeply embarrassing to Desmond but it thrilled him to feel that way, to feel belittled. His exclusive rights to his wife were denied.

Another man had taken his pleasure and fucked her lips and watched her pretty face whilst she swallowed his semen. The guy’s dick probably twitched and his balls tingled whilst talking to Desmond with his wife beside him. Knowing that although he was married to her, she was still available for sex.

Now it had gone next level. His wife was available to fuck and fill with your genetic material. Another man was trying to make a baby in her belly, touching her deep inside and depositing his seed into her.

This was the thing for Desmond though; the dread that followed the intense desire for it to happen. It was the rollercoaster that up until now had been a steady climb then a short downhill surge then another steady climb to the pinnacle. And now he had hurtled to the depths of this frighteningly compelling pain/pleasure mix, it was the weirdest kind of euphoria.

Desmond drove the forklift on autopilot moving pallets of materials and picked and packed customer orders around the warehouse, loading and unloading trucks with his teeth clenched. Every five minutes he stopped to check his phone for another text.

He couldn’t bring himself to add to the love heart he’d sent in reply to the previous text for his freshly fucked bride.

He was on his dinner break when her next message arrived: I love you too Des. We’re going to Wayne’s place now and he’s going to take me to bed but I still love you and only you xx


Chapter 3

Ashleigh followed Wayne out the door and across the boardwalk to his houseboat. He opened the door and turned back to her and took her hands, tugging her towards him straight into a cuddle.

Ashleigh tilted upward to kiss her husband’s friend’s lips. He deepened the kiss and sent her heart off pounding again. “Mmm this is so bad letting you take me to bed Wayne.”

He nodded then bent Ashleigh back and took her lips more firmly and passionately. She touched his waist and he put a hand behind her head and held her bent backwards whilst continuing to kiss her deeply and swirl his tongue around hers.

As he kissed her he stroked up her front with his other hand. She lifted her arm out the way and he felt her tit.

The kiss ended and Wayne kept feeling his neighbour’s wife. “Is this alright?” he breathed and she nodded, then pulled back from the kiss to look down at what he was doing. He was playing with her nipple.

She kept her chest thrust forward and her arms back and out of the way. She collected the shoulder of her nightie and lowered it, exposing her tit for him whilst he continued squeezing and tweaking the nipple. She bit her smile up at him and he bent and sucked on her tit.

Wayne was mauling from her exposed tit to the woman’s neck and her open mouth and back to her tit again. She was moaning and clawing at his back.

He felt down over her belly and rubbed the crotch of her panties feeling how wet and squelchy she was, how ready she was to be fucked again.

Ashleigh pushed away from him and took his hand and led downstairs to his bedroom. She backed away from his clutches and sat and scooted back on his bed. He crawled over her kissing her lips again and ripping at his pants and pushing them down.

Wayne unbuttoned his shirt and she pushed it off him and clawed his bare chest. He flexed his pecs for her and her eyes widened with excitement.

He pushed his jocks down and kicked out of them and his jeans. His neighbour’s wife got under his bedclothes, and he got in with her and pressed his naked body against hers. Her pretty satin nightie was still off one shoulder and bunched up around her middle.

Wayne reached down between and fisted his cock. He braced above the woman. She arched her hips up off the bed as he touched the head of his dick to her dripping cunt. He wiped the crown up through her folds, opening them and pausing to rub her clit.

Her belly shuddered and she whimpered and clawed at the bedsheet beneath her. Wayne stared down at what he was doing. He groaned low and inserted the head of his cock into Ashleigh’s slick wetness.

He looked into her eyes and slowly sank into her. “You ready for some more cum baby? My balls have been refilling all through dinner.” He relaxed down onto her and ground his cock against her swollen clit.

“You like my big cock baby, bigger than your husbands is it?”

She nodded. “It’s much bigger and I love it. I love your cock.”

Wayne chuckled. “You want it deep?”

“Uh huh, I want it deep please?” the girl begged.

“Ooh that’s so fucking tight, so fucking wet and slippery!” Wayne lifted one of the neighbour’s bride’s legs and hooked it over his arm. He was grinding firmly against her slippery hole, fully up her.

He pulled back slowly, working her clit with his thumb, then he thrust, jolting her and sending her tits surging up and down.

Ashleigh’s eyes and mind drifted to the ceiling as he did it again, and again. She stared at the ceiling whilst he thumped against her, his huge cock spearing her and painfully bumping her cervix.

The pain quickly merged with the burgeoning warmth and pleasure deeper inside her belly and she undulated up off the mattress and planted herself over the huge cock penetrating her.

Ashleigh ground herself rhythmically, squishing her pussy over the base of her taboo lover’s cock. He held her by the hips and bounced her on his thrusts. Her bare tits were bouncing wildly and the one still covered surged out the top of her nightie too.

He surged forward and covered her, squashing her into the bed and thrilling her with his weight that was too much for her to fight against. He had her pinned down and he fucked her powerfully.

Ashleigh had her legs spread wide for the wrong man. It wasn’t her husband pounding into her. It wasn’t the man she had promised herself to exclusively only three months ago. It was the powerfully built and hung like a horse man from the houseboat next door.

She orgasmed around the thick piece of meat.

Her belly clenched in orgasmic spasms.

He was jammed fully up her cunt when he threw back his head and let out a deep guttural roar. His swollen cock throbbed and gushed heavy spurts of baby juice into her belly.

Wayne took the wayward bride’s mouth again, kissing her passionately. He was still embedded in her emptying his balls. He had his lower body suspended, lifting her butt off the mattress with her legs dangling either side of him.

He chuckled into her mouth. “We need to draw my sperm in nice and deep. Don’t want it dripping back out through the night, yeah?”

He lifted and sat back on his bent legs, keeping the woman’s lower body suspended and placing a hand upon her still convulsing belly. His cock popped out of her, springing upright, and his heavy balls pressed against her opening.

Ashleigh relaxed. She closed her hand part way around his cock and stroked down to the base, cupping and feeling his balls with her soft little fingers.

“It’s nice when a man holds your belly after he cums in you,” she uttered. “It’s so sexy and makes it feel like I’m drawing your sperm all the way deep inside me.”

Wayne grinned. “I’ve got a load of sperm for your pretty mouth as well before you go. Just keep stroking like that.”

Ashleigh smiled and wiggled her brows. “Like this?”

“Yeah, stroke up to the head, rub over it with your wet fingers.”

Ashleigh obeyed, flaying her fingers over the spongy dome and watching the concentration grow on Wayne’s face. He abandoned her belly and stroked himself as well, letting her do the head whilst jerking his shaft.

“Yeah that’s it,” he said and lurched up over her. She lifted and took the head of his cock into her mouth and squeezed her eyes shut as it pulsed with three heavy spurts of cum.

He held her head with one hand and fucked her mouth, finishing himself off completely and watching whilst she licked his cock clean of their juices.

He held the shaft up out of the way whilst Ashleigh scooted lower and kissed and sucked on his balls. He was stroking her hair now and she peered up into his eyes.

The guy was quite a lot taller than her husband as well as heavier and much fitter. He was the perfect male specimen with his huge cock and the big balls she was holding and fondling. It felt so right and natural to be serviced by him instead of her husband.

She experienced a flush of worry that she may have gotten married too soon.

Wayne slumped to the side and lay on his back with his arm over his eyes. Ashleigh lay beside him on his bed softly swallowing at the taste of his semen and licking around her teeth feeling them coated.

She could still feel where he had penetrated her so deeply and her pussy was warm and gooey and beginning to seep from the copious volume of cum he’d pumped into her.

She noticed his breathing was slow and steady. She sat up and looked him over. He was such a beautiful specimen of a man. His arms were huge and the lines of definition through his pecs and abs were chiselled perfection.

His thighs bulged muscles and his penis rested upright on his flat stomach and his balls nestled all soothed and empty now.

Ashleigh was thrilled by the fact that what had been inside his balls was now inside her. He was sated and sleeping blissfully. She was his used cum dolly with the taste of his pleasure filling her senses and the feel of it squishing between her thighs. 

She tiptoed away from the sleeping male and went to perform her duties as the female and clean up after him, or in this case to clean herself up after he’d had use of her.

She text her husband: This is so perfect Des. Wayne has fucked me twice now and came in my mouth again. I left him sleeping and I’m going to have a shower to wash him off before you get home xx


Chapter 4

Desmond zombied his way to the end of his shift and hurried home too late to catch his wife trying to wait up for him. She was asleep on top of the covers with her nightie bunched up and her bare pussy exposed.

She was propped on her pillows half sitting with one leg bent up to the side and her thighs open enough for him to slither naked up between them and kiss her mons.

Ashleigh waxed completely and her pussy was hairless. It was puffy and pink and a little open. Inside was a deeper shade of pink and tasted salty as Desmond licked through it.

Ashleigh moaned sleepily and wound her fingers in his hair. Desmond opened her with his nose and licked into the base of her vagina. Her outer lips had been cool and salty, inside she was hot and juicy.

The juice was saltier than usual and Desmond understood why but he was compelled to continue and lick his new bride to an orgasm before entering her. His cock was hard and poking into the mattress.

Desmond got up on his elbows and used his thumbs to peel his woman’s pussy open. He could see the creamy texture of the juice leaking out of her. The flush of that weirdly painful euphoria filled him as he licked up through and collected it on his tongue and swallowed the powerful taste.

“Uh huh, is that nice?” she cooed softly and he opened his eyes to peer up and meet hers. He still had his tongue inside her and swiped upward and collected more of hers and her lover’s combined juices.

Desmond swallowed again and moved up to lash and swirl his tongue around his wife’s clit. She bit her smile and her eyes rolled back for a second but lowered and focused again.

He swirled and lashed with a pointed tongue but she pushed his head away and slithered down the bed beneath him, capturing his cock and sticking it into her pussy.

Desmond responded and crushed his wife to him and rolled his pelvis and fucked her.

She spread her legs completely and grabbed his butt, digging her nails in.

He thrust and jiggled and squirmed hard against her. She was so open and juicy deep inside, he noticed, and the weird euphoria was stabbed at by a burst of pain.

But he was too far gone to think and slammed home and gushed his release inside of his unfaithful bride.

Or was she unfaithful? He had agreed to her having sex with the fucking superhero gym junkie next door, hadn’t he? It was his idea in the first place. So how could he be thinking of his wife as unfaithful at all, he argued with himself.

He had blown his load and was slumped on top of her with his cock spent but still inside her. He could feel her pussy slowly throbbing and clenching the base.

She was stroking up and down his back with her nails and otherwise was completely relaxed beneath him.

He rolled off and she turned over and pulled him to cuddle behind her. She said nothing and he didn’t either.

He awoke alone in bed the next morning to the sound of her laughter upstairs.

Desmond snuck up the stairs and peeped to see Ashleigh watering her plants in her nightie. It was a particularly revealing one and her tits were showing down the front and from the sides as she bent over with her watering can.

There were three sets of male legs visible from the angle Desmond had through a living room window. They were obviously two guys visiting Wayne and were leaning there on his deck rail watching Ashleigh.

She moved to the next planter box, right in front of them, and bent to water the plants. “Oh fuck yes,” the two visitors groaned in unison and Ashleigh bit her smile and ignored them otherwise.

“Told you man, it’s the best show in town here every morning at watering time,” Wayne enthused.

Ashleigh stood with one shoulder string slipping and hanging down her arm. That side of her nightie drooped to completely expose her tit. She wore her yellow gardening gloves and wiped her cheek on one of them.

The men were groaning approval and she looked at them and went to lift her shoulder string.

“No don’t cover up, leave it like that,” Wayne commanded.

Ashleigh’s blush deepened but she left the string hanging down her arm and watered some hanging plants at shoulder height.

The guys were discussing her being available to fuck. Wayne was talking openly about getting onto her yesterday and she was smiling and shaking her head. It seemed they weren’t even part of the swinger group; they weren’t even from the marina.

Desmond walked into the living room and without even acknowledging the other men, took his wife by the hand and led her into the kitchen and out of sight of them. She was a total rag doll virtually stumbling after him.

He wanted to say something, to tell her it had all been a big mistake but he was erect in the boxer shorts he’d pulled on and she was so warm and pliable and submissive he couldn’t resist pulling her to him and kissing her.

The three men hanging over the rail had their heads upside down watching and cheering.

Desmond dragged his wife out of the house and took her on an e-bike ride around the foreshore. They had both escaped the fog of the crazy sexual funk they were swimming in at the moment.

They had breakfast at a café and walked on the beach holding hands and being in love like they were supposed to be three months married.

All day Desmond tried to decide what he wanted to say but he was so conflicted by the mixture of excitement and angst as he pictured those other two friends of Wayne’s joining in and gang banging his wife.

She had mentioned a few times how exciting she had found it flashing this morning with them there.

They arrived back at home and it was getting on time for Desmond to head off to work. Ashleigh backed against him. They both watched him reach down and under the front of her skirt and rub into her.

She was squelchy and he soon had the crotch of her panties damp and sticking to her. She closed her eyes and imagined Mr Marsden doing this with her again, like he had when she was sitting on his lap, rubbing into her with his huge rough hand and pulling her panty crotch aside and fingering her.

“Damn it baby, these are soaked,” Desmond groaned.

“Mmm I know, I can’t help it Des. I want to go and see Mr Marsden again and let him touch me and play with me.”

“Aw fuck baby, are you going to today?”

“Hmm maybe, do you think I should? He’ll grab me for sure if I do.”

“Aw shit!”

Desmond was erect against his wife’s butt. She was wiggling on him and teasing now.

“Damn it, I have to go to work. I’m going to be late!”

“Mmm do you want anything to happen again today?” Ashleigh asked. “Tell me you do Des, I’m so horny for this!”

“Aw fuck, yeah I guess. It’s going to kill me not knowing again though baby. I can’t believe I’m agreeing to this.”


Chapter 5

Ashleigh

I sent my poor confused husband off to work. I could see he didn’t know what he wanted with any of this and in the moment of clarity I knew this couldn’t last. We couldn’t be married and live here like this.

I needed to make a decision and choose between being a marina slut or a homemaking new bride. There was no way the two were compatible. I couldn’t be both for any longer than the next few hours.

It wasn’t possible to undo anything and it wasn’t going to make any difference if I let Mr Marsden fuck me as well before telling them all I was going to start being married now.

I had a shower to wash away the sand and salt from our bike ride along the beach. I put on a fresh bikini top and pretty thong panties under my skirt. I hadn’t closed my door because it’s like that around here and you don’t need to. But when I came upstairs from my shower Wayne was standing there in my open doorway smiling.

Oh god the guy’s such a hunk. Apart from his pecs and abs and powerful thighs and tight little butt and huge cock and cheeky eyes, he’s got a great smile and dimply cheeks.

I had no hope of resisting as he came toward me and took me around the waist, crushing me to him with a kiss.

He gripped my butt and spread me from behind with his fingers. “Um Wayne, I’m waiting for Mr Marsden not you. He’ll be here in a minute!”

“Yeah okay baby, I’ve got to run anyway. Just let me have a look at these titties again yeah?”

He pulled the string behind my neck. I caught my top as it dropped away and revealed my breasts. It slipped to my waist still tied behind my back and I held it whilst Wayne dropped to his knee and massaged and sucked from one boob to the other and stimulated my nipples.

I thrust my chest for him and glared towards the door where Mr Marsden was due any minute. The bolts of electricity shooting from my nipples to my pussy were weakening my legs though and I ended up slumped down on the couch.

Wayne knelt beside me with his cock out and was stroking it and slapping my nipples that he’d left wet and sensitive.

I peered open-mouthed up at him. “Aw fuck these are amazing Ash. That fucking show you put on in the mornings!” he groaned and wanked himself faster.

I gawked up and down from what he was doing completely shocked and amazed and intrigued as to what was going to happen.

He jerked and jerked and his face screwed up and his eyes were focused on my tits. All I could think to do was keep them thrust upward for him.

“Nya fuck!” he snarled and ropes of hot cum lashed my boobs.

I cupped my boobs and rubbed in the cum. He slapped me with his cock and I touched the head trying to capture it with my gooey fingers but he stood and put it away.

“Alrighty, I’ll be back for the rest of that soon,” he said and bent and kissed my open mouth then took off out the door, pushing past Mr Marsden on his way.

Mr Marsden approached and knelt on the floor in front of me. He stroked my hair and pulled me to him. My mouth was still open and he pressed his lips to mine and started kissing me.

He kissed me deeply and passionately, making my head swim even deeper into the swirling waters of confusion. This man was old enough to be my father and it was weird being kissed by him. 

“Um Mr Marsden!” I panted and arched my head back but he kissed my neck instead and sucked and tongue-massaged his way down to my tits still covered in Wayne’s cum.

He licked and sucked my tits and didn’t seem to care they were covered in goo. He had a whiskery face but I liked the feel of it scratching me. A surge of tingles filled my pussy as he stopped licking and smooching and sucked half a tit hard into his mouth.

He was sucking and lashing my nipple with his tongue and my pussy was tingling wildly. Suddenly his fingers were pressed against it and rubbing hard.

“I was watching Wayne in here with you love. Are you okay? You and your husband are still experimenting with this, are you?”

“Um I don’t know, I’m supposed to be with you today but I couldn’t help it, Wayne was so desperate. Were you really watching?”

“Yes, I’d been outside the door there for a while. I saw him come in here and thought I’d better check on you.”

“Uh huh, huh,” I moaned as a rough finger was inserted into me, and I gripped the couch beneath me and arched upward with my legs spread. “Um Mr Marsden?”

“It’s okay love, just let me finger you yeah? It’s okay to have a little play again, isn’t it? I can’t stop thinking about you.”

“Um…” I panted and bit down hard on my lip. “Um I don’t know if I should let you. I shouldn’t have let Wayne either but I really want to.”

“Uh yeah, just go with it then love. Just this once more and I’ll respect you and Des wanting to stop and think, like I know you should.”

“Mmm Mr Marsden, we shouldn’t but… uh huh, hmm that feels so nice.”

“Ooh yeah so tight and so wet.”

“Mmm but just with your fingers okay?” I had enough of my senses about me to worry that the older man would be getting himself all worked up like Wayne did and try and fuck me too. I had only planned to stroke him and suck him off.

“Do you need to cum Mr Marsden? Do you want to do it on me like Wayne did?”

I was thinking that if he did that too it wouldn’t be that bad. If I never even touched them and just let them finger me and cum on me, that wouldn’t be like having actual sex with them again.

“Mmm just do it on me Mr Marsden. Cum on me down there or on my tits.”

He was still sucking from one of my tits to the other and driving me crazy. He had stopped fingering me and was stroking himself against my panty crotch. I could feel his hand and cock pressed against my pussy and the force of his cockhead wiping up and down through my slit.

I stared at the ceiling and waited holding my breath, not sure if I could feel the crotch of my panties peeled aside or not. I felt Mr Marsden’s strong fingers doing something down there.

It must have been his cock head pressed against my pussy because I felt the spurts and how wet I was getting down there again.

Mr Marsden kissed my head. “Aw damn it love. Sorry. I fucking needed that.”

I swallowed. “Um it’s okay. It felt nice,” I said and rolled my pelvis to squish against the feel of his cock still pressed against me.

The man was between my legs squashing me, but I loved the weight of him. I could feel him rubbing up and down through my pussy with his cock. He must have still had his hand around it and was rubbing between my pussy lips with the head.

I was so wet and gooey down there now, and I knew I shouldn’t but I blushed guiltily to myself and squirmed for the right angle for him to probe my vagina.

“Oh love,” he groaned and released his hand from around his cock to sink into me. “Oh love you’re so fucking wet and tight,” he thrust but only to hold still against me as I wriggled on him.

He still wasn’t fucking me but was pressed against me and holding firm as his cock gently flexed inside me.

“Uh huh, huh,” I moaned and stared at the man as my orgasm overpowered guilt and clenched my body. “Uh huh, huh, Mr Marsden!”

“It’s okay love, you just enjoy it. I took a pill earlier so I can stay hard now and I won’t cum again. We can enjoy a nice little cuddle like this, can’t we?”

Mr Marsden pulled back and thrust into me again. He was so much thicker than I was used to, and he was still erect and able to keep slow-fucking me. I was beyond denying this now.

I was doing the wrong thing and would have to beg my husband’s forgiveness; I couldn’t help myself right now.

I clung to the older man’s body and watched his face. He stared down at my tits wobbling about as he continued slow-fucking me.

I suddenly saw Wayne watching through the window. He was staring blankly at what was happening to me. His eyes shifted from where Mr Marsden’s bare butt was thrusting between my legs to meet my eyes.

“Uh love. Uh fuck,” Mr Marsden groaned. His cock was even harder now and his thrusts were getting more forceful.

I stroked down the older man’s back and held his hip, relaxing against his thrusts into me. I watched my other neighbour’s face as I opened my legs wider. Mr Marsden was thumping hard against me now and Wayne stood on the spot and watched.

“Uh huh, huh,” I moaned as my orgasm peaked and clenched my body again.

Mr Marsden kept fucking me through it and his thrusts became more demanding. “Oh fuck yeah love!” he growled.

I was still in orgasm around his thick cock when he powered deep into me and ejaculated again, throbbing and gushing inside me. “Oh yeah love that’s it. There’s a good girl.”

“Uh huh, huh, you’re so huge in me Mr Marsden. I can feel you throbbing.”

The man gulped. “Yeah, couldn’t help it love, your little pussy’s so tight.” He pulled back and thrust into me again. “Aw fuck yeah that’s nice.”

Wayne came inside and Mr Marsden lifted his upper body and looked at him, nodding a welcome. He pulled out of me and Wayne knelt in his place and took hold of my panties and pulled them from beneath as I planted my feet and lifted my butt for him.

“Okay but this has to be the only time. You men can’t fuck me again after this,” I told the both of them.

Wayne removed my panties from beneath my feet and tossed them on the floor. “Okay Ash, after this I’ll behave myself.”

I was up on my elbows watching what he was doing. He had his cock out and wiped it up and down through my gooey pussy and slid into me. He touched my clit with his thumb then massaged it against his cock as he pulled back and inserted again. I was still so sensitive down there and had to grip the couch beneath me and brace against the intense sensation.

“Ooh yeah squeeze me Ash, you feel so fucking good.”

“Mmm I can’t help squeezing when you, uh huh, huh,” I moaned and shuddered as he massaged some more. “Um Wayne! Mr Marsden!”

“Haha what love, what’s up?” the older man chuckled and stroked my hair as Wayne pulled back and thrust into me again. He started rolling his pelvis and fucking me whilst he continued thumbing my exposed clit.

“Uh huh, uh huh, huh,” I moaned and writhed in orgasm again. Wayne kept my legs spread and snarled down at my pussy suctioned to his cock.

I was gone. I was having multiple orgasms sucking on whatever was inside me each time I peaked.

Oh my god I loved it like this. Wayne’s cock was so stiff and thicker than my husband’s. It was nice and long too but wasn’t pressuring too deep when I squirmed down hard and fucked myself on the base, flicking my hips and working my exposed clit.

My husband’s friend was busy trying to latch onto my tits and suck them. He was letting me do all the thrusting and kept still holding nice and firm for me. He had caught a nipple and was holding it in his teeth when my next orgasm hit.

“Uh huh, huh,” I moaned and squirmed down hard, gripping his head to my chest and convulsing on his stiff cock.

Wayne let me ride out that peak then started moving in me, holding me down and thrusting into me. I kept flicking my hips and gyrating on his thrusts. Wayne powered into me and held still with his cock throbbing and his cum gushing into my belly.

“Oh fuck yeah Ash. You’re so fucking hot up in there.”

“Mmm hmm, fill me up Wayne. This is the last time though,” I told the guy on top of me, stroking his head as he had me crushed to his powerful body. “You have to get off me now,” I added kissing his ear.

His cock had stopped throbbing and was softening and receding quickly. It oozed from me as he pulled back a little. A gush of semen came out of my pussy and dripped through my butt onto my couch. “Oh my gosh,” I cried and covered myself.

“Haha yeah, fucking proud of that,” Wayne boasted. “That was another huge load Ash. Your pussy knows how to suck it out of a guy.”

I grabbed a towel from my pile of clean washing on the lounge chair behind me and stuffed it between my legs and under my butt. Fortunately my couch was leather and would wipe dry.

Mr Marsden had snuck away. Wayne pulled his pants up and smirked back over his shoulder on his way out the door. “Sorry about that Ash, couldn’t fucking help myself, but I won’t touch you again unless you say. Promise!”


Epilogue

Ashleigh

“I don’t think we should do this Des. I think it’s been a mistake to do it at all. We haven’t even had a chance to be married yet after three months living with your parents and we’ve only been here a few weeks.”

“Yeah I don’t even know how it happened in the first place baby. It’s fucking crazy when you stop and think about it sometimes,” Des agreed. “Those other two guys didn’t fuck you today, did they? It was just Wayne and Mr Marsden?”

“No I didn’t see them again. But with all the looks from the men here round the marina, I can imagine being gang banged every day while you’re at work. It’d probably only take one of those swinger parties and I wouldn’t be able to say no to anyone we met after that.”

“Yeah me either Ash. I’m just as bad as soon as I see you getting hit on or checked out, my brain goes to mush and I get a hard on for something to happen.

“I don’t see anything wrong with wife-sharing but I don’t think I can handle it. I’m not up to keeping any control, and guys like Wayne are going to pick up on that immediately.

“I think it has to be yes or no, all or nothing for me baby, and I don’t want you being fucked senseless every time I go to work.”

I cuddled close to my husband. “I’m so happy you let it happen this one time though Des. I loved it with Wayne and Mr Marsden. I can be happy that I know how it feels and don’t have to wonder with those parties going on next door all the time.”

“Yeah, is that true baby? You won’t mind missing out on the parties now that we’ve done this?”

“No, I won’t mind now Des. That was enough of an experience and I can easily imagine what would’ve happened if I’d let Wayne talk me into coming over for breakfast with his two friends like he tried to do this morning.”

“Oh fuck. He tried to get you to come over? And you didn’t but you were flashing them?”

I giggled and pushed my husband back onto the couch. His cock was hard and I got it out through the fly of his work trousers and wiggled my tingling wet pussy onto it, sinking down whilst straddling his lap sideways and kissing him as he groaned and thrust.

“Do you know what though Des. Speaking of flashing those bad boys this morning, there’s one thing I’d like to keep doing out of all of this.”

“Oh yeah, and what’s that baby?” my husband groaned and thrust as I squirmed.

“Mmm, well I’ve been thinking about it all evening since I worked out I wasn’t going to let anyone else have me anymore. And I mean I’m not letting Wayne or Mr Marsden grab me or try to kiss me or touch me from now on.”

Ashleigh continued, “But what I’d really like to keep doing and do even more of here on our houseboat where I can only be seen and not touched is to keep putting on a show in my nighties. What do you think?”

“Aw fuck baby. Really? You want to keep letting Wayne and Mr Marsden wait for you to water your plants every morning, do you?”

“Uh huh I do, and there’s something else I’d like to try when they’re having their parties next door and can see right into our living room with our curtains open.”

“Aw fuck baby what? What do you want to do with the whole fucking marina of swinger people watching?”

“Whatever my spying pervert of a husband tells me to do,” I uttered and crushed with my pelvic floor muscles as Des bucked and cried out beneath me. His cock throbbed as all sorts of sex toy performance images flashed through my head.

Now that I’d adjusted my thinking a little I decided I was going to be the marina’s new bride exhibitionist.

With a regular audience of dirty perverts they could arrange seats on the houseboat deck next door a couple of times a week.

**  The end  **
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