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Chapter 1

Heather

I clocked off at 2:30pm but the day wasn’t done yet, I was on driveway duty. Rain poured steadily as I supervised bus and car pick-up, ushering children into waiting vehicles and exchanging quick words with parents. By the time the last child was gone, my clothes were soaked through, clinging uncomfortably to my skin.

There was no time to go home and change. I stopped at the store as I was, damp and tired, grabbing a couple of ready-made lasagnas, something easy for dinner, and a few other essentials. The fluorescent lights and dry air conditioning only made me more aware of how wet I was. I kept my head down, moving quickly through the aisles, keeping an arm folded over my nipples showing through my white blouse.

The checkout guy was a young redhead I see quite often. He was a freckle-faced boy of 18 or 19 with big blue eyes that were focused on my nipples as he scanned my items and packed my grocery bags.

I knew the boy and knew he was of age because his brother did my lawns and pool maintenance. I wasn’t sure whether the brothers shared their thoughts on girls or not, but it seemed they both preferred to look at my chest rather than meet my eyes. With the other boy it was usually when he’d catch me in a bikini.

Or was that more a case of me deliberately going outside in a bikini top when he was doing my lawns?

I confessed to myself I liked the brother looking, and this one staring at my nipples was having a warming effect that I certainly appreciated.

Finally at home I dropped my groceries, peeled off my cold wet clothes and wrapped myself in a soft bathrobe. After pouring a glass of red, I sank into the lounge with a sigh, feet up, letting the quiet of the house settle around me. The first sip of wine felt like a small reward after a long, draining day.

My phone rang. It was my mother.

We spoke about my father’s upcoming 60th birthday; plans for a gathering of around fifty people. I had been tasked with finding a venue. “I’ve checked out a few wineries online but want to visit them in person over the weekend Mum. If the weather improves, that is. All these flooded roads are a bit of a worry and the rain isn’t easing up.”

The conversation drifted into general catch-ups, Mum’s latest health worries, bits of family news, everyday life. After hanging up I checked my messages. There was one from my husband Brady. He’d be late, as he was meeting the team at their local bar for drinks for a retiring colleague.

I typed back, asking if he needed a lift home. His reply came quickly: he’d be getting a ride with Kyle.

I felt it immediately; a small, unwelcome flutter of nerves and something closer to embarrassment. Kyle Davis. Even thinking his name made me uncomfortable.

I told myself firmly that it was nothing, a superficial attraction. He was good-looking, that was all. Rugged, fit, confident. Any woman would notice that, right? His deep, easy voice, the way he smiled, the striking green of his eyes.

I shook my head annoyed with myself and took another sip of wine.

“Ridiculous,” I muttered under my breath.

Pushing the thoughts aside I stood and headed for the kitchen. The lasagna needed to go into the oven and I was starving. It had been a long day and I hadn’t eaten nearly enough.

Dinner, a quiet evening, and an early night, that’s what I needed.


Chapter 2

Brady couldn’t help himself noticing how short a woman’s skirt was, or if there was any kind of view down her clothing. He was happily married, certainly not the kind of man to ever cheat on his wife. But there’s no harm in looking, right?

The Irish pub was dimly lit, all green leather booths and polished mahogany, the kind of place that felt warm even on a miserable, rain-soaked evening. It was packed with clusters of office workers spilling in from nearby buildings.

Ties were loosened, jackets slung over chairs, laughter rising above the hum of conversation and clinking glasses.

Brady sat slightly off to the edge of his group, nursing a scotch and dry. His gaze wandered around the bar without much thought. He checked out any females walking by and would tilt his head this way and that to get a better look at those with short skirts or a button on a blouse undone.

“Everything right there mate?” Kyle’s voice cut in, light but pointed. He leant back in his chair, watching Brady with an amused expression. “You seem… distracted.”

Brady smirked faintly and lifted his glass. “Just taking it all in. Big crowd tonight.”

Kyle raised an eyebrow. “Right. Taking it all in.” He shook his head with a grin. “And here I thought you had someone waiting at home.”

“Yeah, yeah,” Brady said, waving it off. “No harm in looking round. Doesn’t mean anything. Look but don’t touch yeah? You’re allowed after you’ve been married the mandatory five years, which is next weekend for us. I’m just getting a head start, a sneak preview.”

Kyle’s smile softened but his tone carried a bit more weight. “Maybe no harm in looking buddy but it’s a slippery slope sometimes, that’s all I’m saying.”

Brady didn’t respond straight away. He took another sip instead, the drink stronger than he’d expected. It was his third and he could feel it now, a slow warmth and a slight dizziness creeping into his brain.

“Relax,” he said eventually, though his voice was quieter. “I’ve got it under control.”

Kyle studied him for a moment then gave a small shrug. “Alrighty. Just don’t forget what you’ve got, yeah? You’re already punching above your weight, mate. Careful you don’t mess that up yeah? I’ve seen it before often enough, guy’s thinking they’re doing no harm looking round and ending up making a mistake.”

As Kyle stood he gave Brady a firm pat on the shoulder before moving off to join another group. Brady’s attention drifted again, this time catching a familiar face across the room. Fiona. She smiled briefly in his direction before turning back to her conversation.

Brady held the glance a moment longer than he should have, then looked away, exhaling slowly. Fiona was a fresh young thing, only nineteen. She’d been seen throwing herself at other lawyers, trying to win favour and advancement within the firm.

Brady turned his glass in his hand, watching the ice shift as he mulled his buddy’s words of warning.


Chapter 3

Heather

I was too warm and comfy in my fluffy bathrobe to bother changing out of it or putting anything on beneath it. After my lasagna and two big glasses of wine, I was feeling very relaxed and particularly warm between the legs.

I watched TV, nothing special, just one of my crime series that I wasn’t getting into tonight. I kept thinking about the way the young guy at the grocery store was looking at my breasts and my hand snuck in through the fold of my robe. I had a bit of a rub and found I was rather moist.

Sex wasn’t great between my husband and I. We were both busy and too stressed most nights. Brady had stopped making an effort and so had I. We went weeks sometimes between love-making sessions. It was probably over a month since our last, now that I thought about it.

I clicked off the TV and opened my laptop and pulled up my favourite sex toy site. I’d been thinking about trying something new. I’d seen an ad for one that swirled and gyrated inside with vibrating beads or something.

I found it. It also had a suction cup that went over your clit and vibrated. It was potentially an all-in-one replacement for the two toys I used at the moment. One was a clit stimulator with a suction cup and the other was a basic dildo to insert.

The one I found was a bit expensive so I decided to wait and shop around more. I shut the laptop and went to my bedroom and got out my toys. I wasn’t expecting my husband home before late and a half hour playtime followed by an early night sounded good to me.

I lay back on the bed with my knees bent up and spread. I checked and decided I didn’t need any lube tonight. I reached beneath the back of my leg with my dildo and the head slipped straight in. I bit down on my lip and stared up at the ceiling, moving it back and forth and working it in nice and deep.

Once I was full of toy cock I clicked on my clit stimulator and positioned it over my clit. That sent a surge of pleasure tingles through my entire body. My eyes rolled back and I resumed fucking myself with the dildo.

I forced it deeper now and was bearing down against it filling me. In my imagination it was a faceless stranger of course. It was any other man, not my husband.

I left that thought there and held the stimulator over my clit and fucked myself with the big dong. I drew an orgasm from my neglected body with the pretend cock. It thumped through me with the tremors weakening my limbs and warming me all the way through.

It was a subdued climax that ended quickly and left me feeling empty and disappointed, though physically sated for the time being.

I put my toys away and went downstairs for a cup of tea and to resume watching my TV show for another hour.


Chapter 4

Brady was led by a tiny warm hand towards a back exit. He was too drunk to think clearly and the girl leading him had a button on her blouse open. He could see her lacy white bra. It was 19-year-old Fiona.

Her skirt was short and he’d seen up it to white lace panties as he sat with her on one of the big green lounges in the bar.

Brady didn’t know what he was doing. The girl pulled him into the back seat of a small car. She was on her back and he crawled in on top of her and between her legs. He was thrusting and grinding and returning her kisses. She fumbled between them down below and suddenly he was out through the fly of his trousers plunging into her heat and wetness.

He did what came naturally and fucked the girl. I mean, he wasn’t the first. There were at least three others at work who had fucked her. It was no big deal. And he was too drunk to know any better, he told himself and thrust and ground to a quick climax and came inside the girl.

“Aw fuck Fiona,” he groaned.

She was giggling. “What? Don’t worry, I won’t say anything.”

Brady crawled back out of the car fixing his pants. The girl lay there with her legs bent up and swaying open and closed. The crotch of her white lace panties was gathered aside and her bald pussy was open and dripping in the streetlight.

She was biting a finger, smiling seductively up at Brady.

He gulped. “We’ll talk tomorrow okay? I’ve gotta go.” He left the girl sitting up and fixing her clothing.

His friend Kyle was looking for him to get going. Brady said nothing about what he’d just done during the twenty-minute drive out of the city to his home in the ‘burbs where his wife would be waiting.

Kyle pulled up in front of his house. “You right there buddy?”

Brady was having trouble standing. He’d put away half a dozen strong scotches and had also been taking cold and flu medication.

He waved his friend off but stumbled and fell to his hands and knees on the lawn.

Kyle went to his work colleague’s assistance. He helped Brady up and supported him to his front door. There looked to be a dim light on inside but Brady fumbled for his keys. “Heather text she was going to bed early,” he explained.

Kyle took the keys and opened the door. He helped Brady through and kept him upright on the way to a doorway straight ahead.

Kyle glanced to the side and did a double take. The guy’s wife was asleep on the couch. She was lying on her back in a fluffy pink bathrobe that was partially open showing one of her tits and everything below the waist.

It was only a quick glance. Kyle helped his work colleague along a hallway and let him fall onto a single bed in what must have been a spare bedroom, he figured.

Free of the drunken fool, Kyle crept back along the hallway and couldn’t resist looking at the wife again. She was sprawled on her back with an arm bent up over her face. It was a nice-looking tit that was exposed, a firm D-cup by the looks.

Her robe was completely open below the waist, and she had one leg bent away from the other. She was completely shaved or waxed. Her pussy was pink and open. Kyle was halfway out the door and still looking.

What was the protocol here? This was so wrong. Was her arm over her eyes like that before though? He’d been able to see her face when he’d glanced on his way past before.

Heather breathed. She didn’t dare peep at the guy’s face, she could see from his chest down and knew he was still looking at her. She had heard her husband’s voice and knew Kyle was with him when they were opening the door.

They had awoken her and she lay there exposed and dared not to cover up. Her heart was pounding. She measured her breaths but couldn’t help her chest shuddering a little.

Heather was intensely aware of how open her legs were. She had been playing with her pussy all the while, keeping her orgasm humming away after fucking herself with the dildo a couple of hours ago. She was still wet and her pussy was tingling away excitedly.

She drew a big breath and shifted, stretching her arms upward and thrusting her tits. She had both of them out now, and her legs were bent up and more modestly closed.

Her voyeur had ducked behind the open door but was still peeping from the edge of it. She could see he was squeezing his cock through his pants. Hot tingles surged all through her.

She bit her smile and stretched some more, thrusting her tits and allowing her knees to part again. “Hmm,” she hummed sleepily and opened her eyes.

Kyle was staring blankly, his eyes glazed, his mouth open.

“Oh!” Heather squeaked and sat a little pulling the top of her robe over her tits.

“Sorry I just um…” Kyle gulped and looked down and up from her pussy. “I just um… I brought Brady home,” he explained and sucked in a breath.

“Oh thank you,” Heather blushed and tugged at her robe below too but she was sitting on it and couldn’t cover herself properly.

“Aw fuck, sorry for looking, couldn’t help meself,” Kyle apologised but was tilting for another look beneath Heather’s bent up legs as she stretched at the edge of her robe. He could still see her cunt with her legs bent to one side.

Heather bit down harder on her smile and watched his face. His eyes lifted from the back of her legs and met hers, making her blush fire up, then he looked down at her again.

She waited and let him look. She felt unable to move somehow.

He glanced into her eyes again then looked back down and tilted his head even more. She felt around the hem of her bunched up robe and could feel how much she was showing. She stroked the back of her thigh and butt, almost touching her vulva with her long nails.

Kyle looked towards where he’d left her husband then back at her. Heather drew a breath and waited for him to come and take her. It’s what she was thinking. Was he going to ravage her there virtually nude on her lounge whilst her husband was passed out drunk?

Right then she was ready to let him.

Heather let slip where she was pinching her robe closed up top and it fell open again. She rested back with her arms by her sides and her tits exposed. She straightened her legs and lay flat on her back.

Kyle squeezed his cock in his pants. He was erect. He swallowed hard and drew a breath. “You’re beautiful Heather. You’ve got an amazing body.”

“Thank you. I’ve never done anything like this before,” Heather breathed.

There was movement up the hall. Heather covered herself and Kyle craned his neck to see Brady stagger across to the toilet. “Looks like he’s come to.”

Heather got up to see. The toilet door was open and they heard the sound of Brady urinating. He was grunting and muttering to himself.

“I’d better go,” Kyle said.

“Okay. Sorry about that just now,” Heather grimaced. “I don’t know what I was thinking.”

“Hey don’t be sorry, that was fucking fantastic,” Kyle smiled and tilted to look at Heather again. She was holding her robe closed but the waist tie was dangling.

The toilet flushed. Brady came out and looked at Kyle backing out the door. Kyle waved and kept going. Heather closed the door after him and turned to face her husband.

“What’s he still doing here?” Brady grumped.

“He’s not still here. He was on his way out the door and we said hi,” Heather replied and deliberately opened her robe before wrapping it around properly and doing up the tie.

Brady gawked and blinked but had to rush back to the toilet in time to throw up.

Kyle was still outside at that point, sitting in his car with the motor running. He couldn’t believe what he had just been treated to. If he wasn’t married himself he’d have jumped the woman. He’d thought about it often enough seeing Heather fully clothed when dropping Brady off or picking him up.

Kyle lived another fifteen minutes away and drove right by on his way to and from work. Brady filled his fuel tank once a week, it was a good arrangement. Even better when he got a smile from the lovely Heather.

The light went off in the house. Kyle drove home dreading having to face his own wife. They did not get on at all. He had no doubt she had affairs all the time, currently with her personal trainer. She had a hold on Kyle though and knew it. Everything was in her family name. Her father owned the company Kyle worked for and paid him well, affording his nice car, clothing and social life on the side.

He pulled into his garage and snuck into the house. His wife was asleep on the couch showing panties up a short nightie. He smiled to himself. Twice in one night, not bad!

Kyle snuck past and up the stairs to the bathroom. He had a shower and stroked his cock thinking about Heather. He closed his eyes and saw her on her lounge flat on her back with her tits bare and her slit in need of licking.

“Nya fuck yeah!” he snarled and spurted ropes of cum into the air to be washed away by the running shower.

This was going to be interesting next week. He was to be working at Brady’s house. They had a truckload of documents to sort through and planned to save the travel time back and forth from the city for a few days.

Kyle was renting a truck and delivering the documents at the weekend. Monday morning he’d be knocking on Heather’s door ready to spend the day in her living room.


Chapter 5

Brady awoke to a thumping head. His mind cleared and immediately went to what had happened last night with his work colleague. Fiona. He had been sitting minding his own business when she came and sat next to him with her stocking tops showing up her skirt and the tantalising flash of white lace panties.

She had followed him to the toilets and when he came out she dragged him to the back door of the bar and out to where she’d parked her car like she’d planned it all along. He remembered bragging that he could get her promoted to the role of paralegal by demanding she be moved to his team.

Had he only bragged or did he promise her? The details of the conversation were fuzzy.

The fact that Brady had fucked the girl weighed heavily on him. He knew he was disloyal in checking out other women but he never seriously imagined cheating on his wife.

He went across to the bathroom and drank thirstily from the tap, wiped his mouth on his arm and looked at himself in the mirror. He was a cheating arsehole.

“Oh hello, he’s finally up,” Heather sang teasingly from the doorway. She was wearing a huge smile.

“Hey baby. Yeah I had a few too many last night. Sorry.”

“That’s fine. How are you, can I get you some breakkie?”

“Aw would you love? That’d be great, I forgot to eat last night, which probably didn’t help.”

Heather kept smiling. “Have a shower and clean yourself up. Fifteen minutes,” she said and left him.

Brady had a shower and shave in their master bedroom ensuite. He always crashed in the spare room after drinking because of how badly he snored when he was drunk.

Memory of coming home and being helped into the house by Kyle started sparking in his brain. He thought through the drive home and the flashes of memory became patchy. He’d told Kyle he was headed for the spare room but Kyle already knew that.

Brady remembered throwing up then seeing Kyle still there after that. Then Heather turned to face Brady and opened her robe showing she was nude beneath it. He remembered thinking Heather was dressed like that with Kyle still here, but he’d had to rush back to the toilet and throw up again. Then he staggered back to bed and passed out.

His wife was naked beneath a short bath robe whilst entertaining his work colleague.

Well, not exactly entertaining him, but Kyle must have been there for a while. Brady remembered trying to get up off the bed and arguing with himself that he could wait till morning for a piss. He was going to hold on but eventually decided he couldn’t.

When he went to the loo it would have been at least ten to fifteen minutes after Kyle helped him inside. So he must have stayed chatting with Heather.

Brady thought about that for a minute. Heather had remarked how attractive Kyle was, to women in general. How would she have felt being caught in a bathrobe when he called in last night? Did she look excited? Maybe she was guilty of disloyalty too?

He wasn’t going to say anything, he decided. Except he hadn’t mentioned his work colleague would be there for a few days next week working in their living room.

It’d be interesting to see Heather’s reaction to that news in a minute.

“Hey baby, this is great, I’m absolutely starving,” Brady said, giving his wife a squeeze from behind and kissing the back of her head.

She claimed his hands on her hips and snuggled back. He could feel her soft skin through her dress. There was nothing else under there. He cuddled her and his hand went to her belly. He felt all the way down to her mons with is pinkie finger and found no sign of any underwear.

Heather was wearing a light summer dress to above mid-thigh. Brady noticed the movement of her tits beneath it too. She had no bra on. He gave her butt a pinch as he released her. She squirmed away and covered her butt with her hands.

She asked about the work drinks last night whilst doing dishes. Brady shovelled down the eggs and sausages and fried tomato whilst sharing the bits about last night that were not about him being a cheating arse.

He was watching the hem of Heather’s skirt and the back of her thighs, imagining how far it was up to her bald pussy and getting a boner thinking about it. Was it because she hadn’t finished getting dressed yet, he wondered.

“So baby, you felt naked beneath your dress just now. Are you?” he eventually had to ask flat out.

Heather turned and leant back against the sink. She was smiling but blushing too. “I’ve been doing this for weeks, ever since I started waxing completely down below. You just haven’t noticed.”

“Oh fuck, do you mean all the time?”

“Um yes, in the evenings and on weekends. I’ve been out like this a few times but not to work of course.” She stretched down her hem. “And obviously not in anything this short.”

Brady looked down at her legs and back up again. “That’s hot.” He noticed there was fresh bread on the counter. “So you’ve been to the shop this morning like that?”

Heather nodded and bit her lip. “It was breezy out, which was a bit of a problem in this.”

“Right. Fuck,” Brady said and looked his wife up and down again.

“It’s an amazing feel being fully waxed down below. I’ve never done it before,” she explained. “It even feels good in a long skirt, to not wear panties. It feels really sexy.”

Brady gulped and nodded. “Then you should do it all the time baby. I’m all for it.” He leant back in his seat and looked out the back door. “Arnie’s there doing the pool. Have you been out there to say hi yet?”

“Yes, I went out and said hi. I’ve washing to hang but I was waiting till he finished,” Heather grimaced guiltily.

Brady liked this. It was making him feel so much better about what happened with Fiona last night. “You should go hang it while he’s there baby, enjoy his eyes on you.”

Heather blushed deeper and narrowed eyes. “So, you’re saying I should?”

Brady sucked in a breath. “Fuck yeah, why not babe? Let’s spice things up a bit. We could use it, don’t you think?”

Heather drew a big breath and nodded. “That’s what I was thinking. It’s why I started doing this and I wanted you to notice Brady.”

“Aw hell baby, I’m noticing now! Why don’t you go out and hang the washing, don’t even worry if you flash? I reckon Arnie’s old enough, right?”

“Yes he’s twenty. I think he already saw up my skirt once this morning. There was a gust of breeze and it lifted and showed my butt when I was walking back inside.”

“Fuck yeah, this is gonna be good practice with Arnie, then I’ve got to tell you something about next week and it could work for that too, if you wanted to keep doing it.”

“Mmm, but what do you mean?” Heather blushed excitedly, leaning close for a cuddle around the hips.

Brady held her and lifted the front of her skirt for a peep. She stopped him lifting it too high but he saw her bald slit. “Oh fuck yeah,” he groaned.

“Mmm, but what do you mean, good practice for next week? What’s happening next week?” Heather pleaded as she giggled and pushed her skirt down.

“We’re going to work from home a couple of days next week baby. Me and Kyle. We’ve got a shit load of physical files to search through. We’re going to trash the loungeroom, I was going to tell you. But it also means you’ll have another grown man in your house on Monday and Tuesday if you want to dare going without panties,” Brady challenged teasingly.

“Oh? Well just as well I have to work, isn’t it?” Heather teased right back. “You guys can trash the place all you want as long as you tidy up when you’re done.”

“Well yeah, but we’ll be working late each day, so I guess it depends what you get changed into after work when you’re getting us dinner, doesn’t it?”

“Oh, getting you dinner? I’m waiting on you, am I? You and Kyle?”

“Haha yeah, sans panties by the sound of it. But he’s married, so he’s safer than Arnie out there.”

Heather didn’t respond. She was still smiling and blushing deeper.

Brady tried for another peep under her skirt but was denied. He chuckled. “So, what do you think, will you try this with Kyle next week too babe, go panty-less in something short or will you have to wear a long skirt?”

Heather pushed away. “Hmm we’ll see,” she teased back over her shoulder on the way to the laundry.

Brady watched from the kitchen window. She started pegging clothes as the breeze toyed with her skirt almost flashing her butt to the young pool guy scooping leaves. They were chatting and he was tilting his head, angling for a look whilst Heather’s back was turned.

It looked as if Heather deliberately kept her back to him in case the wind got under her skirt.

It finally did and lifted it properly whilst she had her hands full reaching up to peg a towel. Brady wasn’t sure how much the young guy saw. The fact is, Arnie had gotten a few flashes of Heather’s crotch from behind as her thigh gap allowed it.

He kept getting quick flashes of her pussy but this time her skirt stayed up for a good few seconds and he saw her cunt really well. He was only five metres away and could see it in detail. It looked pink inside and glistened in the light from the sun reflecting off the pool.

Her skirt dropped back into place and as she bent for the next item to hang, the back of it almost lifted high enough for Arnie to see again.

Arnie loved this job. Mostly it was boring doing pools and mowing lawns but some of the customers were hot women or had hot daughters. This woman, Mrs D, was probably his favourite at the moment. His brother had seen her nipples at the shop yesterday and now he was getting flashes of her actual cunt. Whoa.

She went back inside after hanging her washing and flashed a smile over her shoulder at him. Arnie packed up his gear and drove the work van to the end of the street and parked under a tree.

It was a secluded spot. He got his cock out and pulled up a picture of Mrs D in a bikini. It was a pic she allowed him to take and he’d been jerking off to it every night for some time now.

He vibrated his hand over the head of his cock and shot his load into an old towel he used for wiping sweat when he did mowing on hot days. He had to mow Mrs D’s lawn on the weekend, so that was going to be interesting to see if she flashed him again.

Arnie drove past the house imagining that.

Inside, Brady was kissing his wife and fingering her up the front of her skirt. She was wet and searing hot inside. “Oh yeah baby this is great. This is really going to spice up our sex lives, don’t you think?”

“Uh huh, I really need it too Brady. I think I was ready to do something really crazy if this didn’t work, what about you?”

“Aw hell baby, don’t worry about me. Let’s try and make this as exciting as we can for you, yeah? Do you think you could flash Kyle like you just did with the pool boy? It’d be pretty fucking exciting with another grown man, don’t you think?”

“Uh huh, I’d like to try and do it Brady. Is he really going to be working in my loungeroom?”

“Yeah, plus he’s delivering the files on Sunday, so you might see him then too.”

** End of Part 1 **
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What do all Matt Coolomon/S.H.Madonna erotic stories have in common?
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