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Chapter 1

Heather

It was so exciting going out anywhere without panties on. I had been daring to do it for a few weeks but only in longer skirts. It still felt sexy and risqué but it was all in my head, as no one else had any idea I was doing it and there was no risk of them finding out.

Today my husband and I were driving around to a few local wineries looking for a suitable venue for my father’s 60th birthday party in a few weeks’ time. Brady had dared me to wear a short skirt. He was enjoying me being without panties as much as I was.

He leant forward to have another look at me. “Oh fuck yeah baby,” he groaned and had to adjust his package that was firming in his pants.

I pulled at the hem of my skirt but it was too short to cover me. It was straight across my thighs and ultra-mini. The only way to cover myself sitting down was to cross my legs, and that was uncomfortable in the car.

I had my knees together with my legs swayed towards my husband. I have slender thighs and a broad gap so he could see everything and was constantly looking.

Brady had fucked me just before we left home. I felt wet and squishy.

He had another look. “That was good flashing the pool boy baby, but it’d be way better if it was someone older, like a grown man. I really want that now.”

“But why Brady? Why is it so exciting for you to show me off to other men?”

“Because you’re beautiful and I want them to see,” Brady smiled. He had another look between my legs. “You’ve got no idea how hot it’s going to be for some other guy to see up your skirt when you’re with your husband babe. That’s like the ultimate flash, to see a married woman’s pussy.”

I drew a breath. “Oh really? I see.”

“But only if you get off doing it. I mean, since it was your idea, right?” my husband added warmly as he squeezed my knee.

“Yes but I wasn’t planning to show quite this much,” I blushed. “So far it’s only been about how it feels in public, I don’t know if I was planning to ever let anyone actually see.”

Brady nodded. “I don’t think anyone will see if you don’t sit or bend over in front of them. It could just be that they nearly see in public. Maybe save the flashing for home?”

I flushed guiltily. Brady’s co-worker Kyle had seen more than up my skirt last night. I’d let him see me naked with my bathrobe open on purpose. That had been different to flashing our pool guy Arnie, with my dress flicking up on the breeze.

Letting a grown man look at my naked body felt like I was offering him sex. Although I didn’t know what I was thinking to do that. It was unplanned and happened so randomly.

It was the ultimate case of accidentally on purpose. I’d been awoken by the sound of my drunk husband trying to open the door with his friend. I was asleep on the lounge with my robe open down below and one of my breasts was exposed.

I didn’t deliberately open my robe to expose myself; it was accidental. Not covering myself and letting my husband’s work colleague see me like that was absolutely on purpose.

The incident last night was accidentally on purpose. And what happened this morning was accidental too, followed by going a little further on purpose.

I never intended to share with my husband the fact I was experimenting with not wearing any underwear. He had awoken this morning in a friendlier mood than he’d been in lately. I wasn’t expecting him to go squeezing and feeling me through my dress.

Brady had barely touched me in the past year and it’d been that long since he cuddled me in the morning.

“So do you mean let Kyle see up my skirt like this?” I squeaked guiltily.

My husband looked up from my thighs. “I’d be into it if you did it with him baby. He’s always checking you out anyway. I’d love to show you to him.”

My blush fired up and I rolled my eyes. “Why him exactly Brady?”

“Coz he’s got the flashy car and the big mansion on acres and the best suits and shit, but his wife’s a stuck-up little bitch and so not hot. So I’ve got something he doesn’t, now that you’re not wearing panties anymore,” Brady smiled and tilted for another look.

“Hmm I see. So you want to show me to him to boast, do you? You want to tease him by showing him what he can’t have, is that how it works?” I scolded playfully.

“Haha exactly. I’m seriously into the idea of another dude seeing your pussy baby, but especially Kyle to boast what I’ve got and he doesn’t. I’d fucking love it if you wore this skirt round the house when he’s there next week. I’d look away and pretend not to notice him checking you out. It’d be great if he saw your tits as well. You’ve got fantastic tits baby. His wife’s are fake and you can tell. Yours are fucking awesome!”

I rolled my eyes and blushed again. I liked being complimented though. It’d been so long since my husband had anything complimentary to say about the way I looked, or since he even took any notice and tried to look himself.

Something had definitely changed in the last 24 hours. I was positive he couldn’t have seen me exposing myself to his work colleague though. That wasn’t it.

I had no underwear on but my top was heavy cotton and didn’t show anything. My boobs are a firm D-cup and in a fitted blouse like I was wearing, you wouldn’t notice I was braless.

I undid a button and scrunched my shoulders. Brady craned for a look with me. My top gaped clear of my nipples. “Oh yeah that’s better baby, is it a dude we’re meeting at this first winery?”

I nodded. “They were both men I was speaking with.”

“Right.” Brady had another look down my top. He shrugged. “Just sayin’.”

I rolled my eyes away and blushed excitedly. “What are you saying though? Do you want me to flash to get a good deal or something?”

“Yeah why not?” Brady grinned. “Dare you!”

“Oh you dare me, do you? And how am I supposed to do it exactly?” I was scrunching my shoulders again. We looked at my tits together.

“Just do that baby. Wait till he’s standing next to you and let him look over your shoulder while you scrunch your shoulders. That’s perfect. He’ll see everything and I’ll bet if you ask for a discount you’ll get one.”

We had arrived and turned into the winery’s driveway. We followed it around and parked at the office. There were a dozen other cars and people browsing racks of wine and taste testing.

The manager I’d spoken with by phone was a man of fifty or so. His eyes were on my cleavage as he showed us around. I was nervous and too giggly. I felt so naked up my skirt. Brady left me with the man and went and did some wine tasting.

The man was friendly and raving about his facilities as his eyes dived down my cleavage at every opportunity. Once he stood beside me with a hand on my back whilst we were looking from a stage at the empty marquee ready for decorating. I had my hands together in front of myself, clutching my purse. My arms were straight and I dared myself and deliberately scrunched my shoulders making my blouse gape.

The man kept talking but his eyes were down there of course. He could see my tits completely.

“So if we wanted to decorate ourselves, we’d have access from nine in the morning?” I asked, deliberately looking around and not at him there at my shoulder.

“Uh yes… umm, yes nine o’clock,” he muttered. “Or earlier if you’d like?”

“It’d probably just be me,” I said and peered back at the guy.

His gaze lifted from down my top and he gulped.

“Would I be able to get any help if it was just me?” I tried sweetly.

The man nodded. “Certainly Heather, I’d be available to help out myself if you were here on your own.”

I kept my shoulders scrunched and looked down my blouse then back up at the man. I blushed wildly as he looked down my top again. I kept my shoulders scrunched and let him look at my tits. He looked back up and checked around but we were alone in the marquee.

I drew a big breath. “Could you do it for under fifty a head?” I asked. I didn’t know what I was doing. Oh my god, this so was not me. I’m not a negotiator, let alone one throwing herself at a man.

He checked furtively around again and looked back down my blouse. I looked with him and met his eyes when he looked back up. “I can do forty-eight and help you set up. Are you going to wear a top like this?” he asked.

I nodded and bit down on my lip. I undid the next button and held my top open more. I was so out of it. My brain had turned to mush but I was able to do this without over- thinking it. It was like the night before when Kyle saw me exposed on the lounge. It seemed I was a natural when it came to exposing myself to men other than my husband.

The winery manager checked around again and took me by the hand. He led me into an empty kitchen. I stumbled along after him. Once through the door he pulled me to him and kissed me. He bent me back and took my lips passionately whilst I clung to his jacket lapels.

He was rubbing up my body with his free hand and covered one of my tits and felt it. I clutched his arm but didn’t try to pull his hand away. I was shocked and swooning into the kiss.

He felt from that tit and put his hand inside my blouse to feel the other one bare. He massaged it and felt my nipple.

“Are you in here Heather?” my husband called out.

The winery manager broke off the kiss and left me gripping the sink behind myself to keep from slumping to the floor. He disappeared out another door. I raked at my hair and patted it down.

Brady poked his head in the kitchen door and caught me fixing my buttons. “Hey baby, are you alright?”

“Uh huh I’m fine. Can we go now?”

Once back in the car and headed out to the road, Brady took a few looks at me as I sat there sitting smiling and blushing.

“Did something happen back there with that guy, babe?”

I drew a big breath. “Hmm I showed him my tits and got a really good deal. We don’t need to go to the other one. That venue was perfect.”

“Oh right,” my husband said and looked back and forth from the road a couple more times. “So, you showed him your tits huh?”

I kept smiling without looking back at him. “You told me to.”

Brady leant forward and looked up my skirt. “Did you show him your pussy too?”

I shook my head, still not looking at him.

“Might have gotten an even better deal if you did,” my husband went on a little more seriously.

I breathed. “He’s going to help me set up on the day. Hold the ladder for me while I hang decorations.”

“Oh fuck yeah,” Brady groaned, having another look at my pussy, which was tingling wildly now.

I was rubbing my lips together still swallowing at the taste of the man’s mouth. He tasted like wine. I imagined being fucked by him and the idea excited me. He looked good in his suit. And fifty-something isn’t that old, right?

“Would you fuck the guy babe?” my husband asked flatly. He must have been reading my mind.

I blushed even deeper and looked at him. “What are you even saying Brady?”

“I don’t know, I’ve just been thinking, what if we tried it with other people to spice things up?”

My jaw dropped. I looked blankly at my husband now.

“I mean, other people do it. Swinging and that,” he defended. “What if we tried it?”


Chapter 2

This was the answer to Brady’s slip up last night. He had fucked the young office girl in a drunken haze and was guilty of cheating on his wife. If he could get her to have sex with another man, he’d be off the hook and potentially even free to hook up with young Fiona again; a thought Brady was quite enthusiastic about now that he’d had the girl once.

Fiona wanted a fast track up the ladder at work and he had the power to make that happen since he needed a new paralegal. He imagined having her perform more favours to get the job and even more to keep it. After all, she was the one who dragged him into the back of her car and jumped him. It was her idea.

Yes, this could work brilliantly, Brady considered as he thought it through during the drive home.

Heather was quiet but more than a little responsive every time he reached over and gave her thigh a squeeze. They were driving past the other winery and decided to call in anyway, but the decision to go with the first one wasn’t overturned.

The manager was into guys, it seemed, so Heather would have had no power over him with her unbuttoned blouse. One look at him approaching as they were getting out of the car and she did her button back up.

It was a nice winery nonetheless and they stayed for an early dinner. It was late evening when they got back to the suburbs and Heather wanted to call in at an adult store to look for a new toy she had seen online.

An older guy was serving at the counter with the dildos and vibrators. His name tag read ‘Don’. Heather had shown Brady a picture of the toy she had in mind. She was too shy to ask about it herself.

“We’re looking for one of these,” Brady told Don when he asked if he could help them with anything.

Don expanded the picture on Heather’s phone, squinting and frowning as he examined it. “Ah!” He held up a finger, went back into a storeroom and returned with a carboard box he put on the counter.

The counter held neatly stacked window boxes for display. He took one out and placed it on the counter. It contained a purple dildo with a solid handle with power buttons for off and on. There was an arm extension with a hollowed end that was clearly a clit stimulator. It matched the picture Heather had brought.

Don placed an orange one beside it that was considerably longer and thicker. It was a different brand but similar design.

“They both have the vibrating beads and rotating action,” Don explained.

He took the orange one from the box and clicked it on. The shaft did a hula dance of sorts. Heather’s eyes widened and her cheeks were rosy.

“There you go love, it’s okay to handle it, I’ll make that the demo,” Don smiled and handed it to her.

Brady moved behind his wife and encouraged her forward for the old guy to negotiate with. She was giggly and smiling through her blush as she squeezed and stroked the dong.

Another man approached wearing the black polo shirt uniform. His nametag read Barry. He was a plump bearded guy about Brady’s age, around 30.

“Here, try the clit stimulator,” he advised Heather and showed her to wet her finger and touch the end of it.

She did so and squealed in delight.

“Yeah see? You’ll love that. I bought one for my girlfriend and she’s got no use for me anymore,” Barry shared, making everyone laugh. “Seriously, they’re the best thing since sliced bread, so I’m told. We sell so many of these now.”

“Mmm it’s fantastic. It’s exactly what I wanted,” Heather enthused. “What about the purple one though?”

“Yeah, same action and every bit as good but not as substantial as this obviously,” Don suggested. “This is a good eight inches and feel the thickness. You’ll enjoy how full you are by the time you work it all the way in, love.”

“Mmm I don’t know, it’s huge,” Heather whimpered holding the dong to her belly and looking down at it.

“Yeah that’s it love, switch it back on and hold it in place,” the old shop guy instructed.

Heather let him click the ‘on’ button again and she held the gyrating shaft whilst he held the base. He lowered the base and turned it so the extension arm was under the hem of her skirt, then he lifted it again and she flinched and squeaked. “Oh!”

“Haha sorry, got ya did I?”

“Uh huh, that’s touching. Uh huh, huh,” Heather whimpered and wiggled back against Brady who was still behind her squeezing her shoulders.

The old guy looked to him and he gave a tiny nod.

“Yeah, if you can take the extra girth this is the better of the two,” Barry encouraged, and lifted the hem of Heather’s shirt to see where the head of the dong came to. It was just below her belly button.

“Yeah, that’d be a good depth for your wife, man,” he said to Brady. “You don’t have to worry about it spoiling her for you. It’ll stretch her internally but so long as you don’t use it on her every day.”

“No definitely,” Brady concurred.

Heather had released the dong to the older man. She had her hands up and out of the way. “Do you want to feel it against your skin love?” he asked her. He was still holding the base and had the clit stimulation arm under the hem of her skirt.

Heather didn’t answer, her body suddenly convulsed and she gripped the counter and the old guy’s arm and held on for support. Barry had her blouse up over her bare belly as it clenched. Tremors were convulsing around her pussy.

The old guy felt in under the hem of her skirt and snarled. “Oh yeah that’s it love, that’s right on the button yeah?”

“Uh huh, huh, oh my god it feels amazing,” Heather panted.

“Oh man she’s wet, do you want me to slip it into her?” the old guy asked Brady. “Baz, go latch the door,” he told his helper.

Brady gulped. “Do you want it inside baby, do you want to try it?”

“Um I don’t know, do you mean in front of everyone?” Heather blushed.

“Yeah, just under your little skirt here,” the old shop guy assured and he lowered the dong and put it under the hem of her skirt. He moved it upward, still hidden under Heather’s skirt. “Oh yeah you’re wet enough love, shall we?” he smiled.

Heather rolled her eyes. “Mmm okay but, uh huh, huh,” she panted and her eyes opened wide as the head of the dong popped into her.

“Oh yeah there we go,” Don groaned and eased upward, holding pressure on the base of the dong allowing Heather’s pussy to suck it in as it swirled and vibrated.

Her vagina was sucking it. Her inner walls were being stimulated by the vibration of the beads inside the shaft of the dong. As it gyrated, it was screwing itself deeper into her. It was thick and stretching her tight. The head came into contact with her cervix at the same time the cup on the extension arm closed over her clit.

Brady held his wife firmly by the hips. She was gripping his arms and had slumped back against him, totally reliant on him for support to remain standing.

Old Don was busy under her skirt with both hands but wasn’t trying to look under. He was looking at her chest, trying to see down her fitted blouse. Barry was leaning in close to look down it as well.

Heather was slowly gyrating her hips in time with the rotation of the dildo. She was in orgasm and had peaked twice so far, building towards a third explosion. She held Brady’s wrists by her sides so tight that he couldn’t lift his hands.

“You can open her top if you like man,” he said to Barry. “She’s got fantastic tits, have a look!”

Barry undid her buttons and opened her blouse. “Oh fuck yeah,” he groaned and old Don grunted his appreciation too.

“Have a feel of them,” Brady offered. “She likes having her nipples pinched and pulled on.”

“Uh huh, huh,” Heather moaned as another orgasm peaked through her pussy and deep in her belly. It made her tits shudder for the men. They had her blouse open wide and her tits fully exposed.

The older man was fucking her with the gyrating dong and she was squeezing it out, so he’d force it back up her. The vibrating suction cup clamped to her clit was buzzing and popping off allowing her little button a few seconds of respite. The younger shop man was massaging one of her tits and milking her nipple.

Heather’s eyes rolled back into place during a lull between orgasms and she saw two other old guys with their hands cupped to the locked door trying to see through it.

Another orgasm hit but Heather was too spent to moan aloud. Her body was clenched taut and the tremors thumped through her.

“Uh huh, huh, that’s enough now you guys,” she whimpered and pushed at the old guy’s hands under her skirt.

He extracted the huge dong and took it away but kept a hand under her skirt and rubbed her pussy closed. His fingers slipped in and he inserted up inside of her.

“Mmm hmm,” she moaned smiling and held his wrist.

“Oh yeah that’s nice,” the old guy groaned going in and out.

Brady moved from behind his wife and let the bearded shop guy take his place and feel both of Heather’s tits, massaging them and pulling on her nipples.

The old guy was still going in and out with his fingers. Her tunnel was very slippery and her little button was hard as he vibrated his thumb against it and made her orgasm again. Her slippery tunnel was clamped tight around his fingers.

“Do you want us to fuck her?” the bearded guy asked Brady with a serious expression on his face.

Heather looked to her husband for the answer to that question. At this point it was up to him.

Brady held her eyes. He gulped and shook his head. “Nah, you can’t fuck her. We have to talk about it. This’ll have to do for now, unless we come back again soon.”

All three men were erect in their pants.


Chapter 3

Heather

To me there were two other men’s stiff cocks and their balls were probably filling or full already. I wasn’t really thinking, it was just natural for a female in this situation, having allowed the males to pleasure me. I was concerned for their satisfaction too.

I would have let them fuck me or sucked them off. But I was also married, so it was up to my husband to allow it or not.

He bought me the orange vibrator and promised the two men we’d call back in soon. I was led out through a gathering of four other male customers smiling their heads off and eating me up with their lustful looks.

We weren’t far from home and Brady took me to the bedroom and fucked me for his own release and satisfaction. I lay there and let him. I was spent after half a dozen orgasms.

He lay beside me on the bed afterwards. My blouse was open, my skirt up around my waist, and he was naked except for his socks.

“So baby, should I have let them fuck you? How do you feel now, you’re right I feel differently after cumming.”

I nodded and drew a breath. “I thought you might change your mind and regret it after sex. It’s easy to get carried away with your thoughts beforehand you men, everyone knows that.”

“Yeah I guess. I almost wish we’d done it just to find out though. I notice there was a glory hole in one of the change room booths, did you see it?”

“Oh, so that was a glory hole?” I smiled. I had noticed a hole in the wall of an open fitting room stall.

“Yeah it was. I nearly suggested taking you in but figured it’d be best to talk about that beforehand too. Do you think you’d be into trying that sometime baby?”

I blushed and grimaced guiltily. “I would have sucked those two men off if you allowed it Brady. They made me cum so many times, it would’ve been only fair to give them a release too.”

Brady stroked my hair. “Would you have swallowed?” he asked.

I nodded. “Uh huh.”

“Aw, fuck yeah baby, I’m going to have to take you back there, get you to blow them through their glory hole at least. I definitely wouldn’t mind that, if they couldn’t even see you doing it for them.”

“Mmm, I like the idea of them not being able to see me, just to pleasure some complete stranger through a hole in the wall and to swallow his cum. I’d love to do that Brady. Any time you want to take me back there.”

There was no doubt in my mind I’d swallow cum from men other than my husband. I was thirsty for it, especially since Brady was having trouble with his sperm count and motility. Which was why we hadn’t conceived yet and weren’t taking precautions.

If it happened it happened as far as we were concerned at the moment. I was only 28 and we were thinking of doing something about it in another four or five years, before we passed our mid-thirties. Let nature take its course till then.

I liked the idea of a mouthful from a virile man and imagined both of the men at the adult shop would have been fully equipped. If their big boners in their pants were anything to go by, I giggled at the thought.

Brady was snoring. Typical, three minutes after sex. I got up and gave my new toy a wash and put it away. I wasn’t so tired so I set up my sewing machine and took the hem up on a couple of my favourite summer dresses.

I went as high as I could with one of them in particular, a breezy thing that billowed out all the time. It was an elastic top with tiny shoulder strings. It had a loose-fitting bodice and a parachute below that. That was my parachute dress in a pretty floral print, mostly blue.

Next I went to work on the neckline of a dress that had a neck-to-waist keyhole. I’d just taken the hem up as far as I could, now I was broadening the keyhole to show more of my breasts.

I trimmed and pinned it once and checked the result, then trimmed another inch off either side and checked again. That was looking better, so I sewed that and made a belt out of the three inches I’d taken from the hem.

Using the belt to hold the waistline up meant the keyhole gaped and showed my breasts quite easily. It also meant the hemline was now high enough to flash my pussy to anyone tilting their head from a sitting position.

Of course these two dresses were only for around the house, flash my pool guy and maybe my husband’s work colleague next week.

This was all happening so quickly and was much more than I ever imagined. I had been feeling tense and frustrated with our sex lives and decided to wax my pussy completely for the first time ever for a change, and to try feeling more sexy just for myself.

I had no intention of showing anyone. I think I was hoping to shock my husband but that was it. Maybe it’d inspire him to action in our bedroom?

The first thing it did was make me fully aware of the weight of my clothing against my mons, of the brush of any light fabric upon my bare skin below. Of course there was nothing when wearing panties, but I noticed in a nightie there would be a little tickle that was entirely foreign and quite exciting.

I was inspired to go to the shop in a long peasant skirt and no panties. I was walking up and down the aisles choosing groceries as the light cotton fabric brushed my newly exposed skin making my pussy tingle.

I’d be walking by other people, and I loved the feel of it when I was walking past a man. His eyes would be on my nipples, which were aroused, and I had no bra on beneath my tight-fitting top.

I wore variations of that outfit shopping and running errands all the time now. I had the peasant skirt and a couple of breezy knee lengths and one to mid-thigh that added the feel of the cool shop air-conditioning against my wet pussy lips.

I wore short t-shirts and tank tops, tight and thin enough to show when my nipples were erect.

I suddenly felt so sexy and was enjoying the looks of men.

Still, I had no intention of doing anything with that. It was about attracting looks to tease myself. Then I’d come home and get out my dong and vibrator and fuck myself.

Oh, and the different feel of fucking myself with a dong whilst waxed bald was interesting. So smooth and slippery, it was very different and very exciting and naughty, like it used to be doing it under the covers, scared one of my parents would poke their head in the bedroom door and catch me.

I did up the belt buckle I’d made and checked my red polkadot keyhole dress from the side, turning this way and that in the mirror seeing how my full breasts were showing. With the belt bunching the dress up a little, the top was loose and the keyhole gaped even when standing up straight.

I could wear this dress for Kyle or Arnie and show them my boobs without having to bend forward or anything. Then with a slight bend at the waist they’d be able to see my pussy from behind.

I was checking that pose in the mirror and saw a drip of my husband’s cum leaking from me. It filled my slit and dangled a little.

Mmm, never mind getting a mouthful of semen from another man, how would it be to get a pussy full, I wondered as a hot tingle flushed through me.

I wondered if I should talk to my doctor about birth control in case anything happened?

** End of part 2 **
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