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AVA

I stretched my arms over my head and grabbed the headrest of the passenger seat as my husband Michael sped down the highway. I glance over at Michael, staring at me.  

“Babe, watch the road, not me.” I reprimanded.

“You’re too sexy of a distraction.” He smirked. 

I wore a skimpy sundress that highlighted my legs and made my tits look amazing. Maybe it was too much for the restaurant we were going to.  

“The dress isn’t too revealing?” 

“It’s perfect, Ava,” Michael said. 

“I bought the dress with you in mind. You are always trying to get me to wear sexier outfits.” I said as I shifted in my seat, moving my legs under my ass.   

Michael smiled. “I love it and your new confidence. It’s a great birthday gift, honey.” 

A blush crept onto my cheeks. “I’ve never worn anything this revealing before, but I have to admit, I like how you are looking at me in the dress.” I laughed. 

Michael glanced over as his gaze started at my legs and landed on my tits. “Are you cold?” He asked.

“No, why?” I asked, confused.

“Your nipples are hard.” He smirked.

“Oh, my God. Maybe I need to put on a jacket before we go into the restaurant.” I said, looking for my jacket in the back seat.

“No, babe. You look fucking hot. You don’t need a jacket.” He said. 

“If you say so.” I shrugged. 

Michael remained silent for the next few miles until we arrived at the restaurant. I didn’t miss the bulge in his pants, and I couldn’t help but tease him a bit. 

“Maybe you’ll finally get your birthday wish.” I said, as I patted his bulge. 

Maybe I should have worn a jacket. I felt eyes on me the second I walked into the restaurant. Michael had his hand on my lower back as the hostess led us to our table. They were seated in a half circle booth in the corner of the restaurant. 

“I felt like everyone was staring at us.” I said to my husband once the hostess left. 

“Of course they were staring. Look how hot you are,” He said before kissing my cheek.  

When our waitress returned, Michael ordered our favorite wine, and we both placed our orders. 

“Ava,” he leaned in and whispered in my ear. “Take off your panties and place them in my pocket.” 

I looked around nervously. “Anyone could see me.” 

“Let them look.” He said. 

The table across from us has three business men, sipping brandy. One of them is looking right at me. As if he knew what my husband just asked me to do.  

“Ava.” Michael said with a touch of annoyance in his voice.

I lifted my ass a little and, with one hand, somehow wiggled my panties down my legs. When I looked under the table to pull the panties off my heel, I saw the man across from us wink at me. 

I could feel my entire body heat and turn red. I quickly sat up and shoved my panties in Michael’s pocket. 

“What’s happened?” Michael asked. “You’re blushing.” 

“The men at the table in front of us, one of them, winked at me,” I said. “He saw me take off my panties.” 

Michael glanced at the table and the man who winked at me and raised his glass in salute to Michael. “Fuck, we’re leaving.” He grabbed my hand and pulled me from the booth. He tossed some cash on the table and dragged me out of the restaurant. 

No words were said as we flew down the highway. Until I couldn’t take it anymore. 

“Michael, I’m sorry.” I said. 

I really don’t know what I was apologizing for, but I felt he needed something from me. Michael had always wanted to do these kinds of things in public, but now it felt like it was a mistake to try. 

“Michael,” I said, with tears running down my cheeks. “What happened back there? Did I do something wrong?”  

Michael didn’t say a word the entire way home. Once they pulled into the garage, he pulled me into an embrace across the console. He kissed me with such violent passion. His tongue danced against mine as his hand yanked her dress up. I gasped as his finger slipped inside my soaked pussy. He finger fucks me as his mouth nips and sucks along my neck and down to my breasts. He sucked one nipple through the fabric of my dress. My body began to shake as gasps as his fingers plummet my pussy. Thrusting in hard and fast. My vaginal walls started to convulse around his digits. 

I awkwardly unzip his pants and free his cock. He moaned when my hand went to his cock. I stroked up and down his thick cock, running my thumb over his tip, smearing his pre-cum. 

“Fuck.” He hissed. He pulled away from her body and flew out of the car. Michael opened my door and dragged me from my seat. Within seconds he had me pushed over the hood of his car, my dress around her waist and his cock slamming inside my pussy. 

He thrusted in and out of my cunt over and over again. My body was being pounded painfully into the car, but instead of hating what he was doing, I loved it. Michael had never been this rough with me before. I wanted more of this. I needed more of him like this, a beast. 

“Oh, God, Michael, fuck. I’m cumming.” I moaned as I desperately tried to match his thrusts. 

“FUCK, AVA!” He snarled and as he came. 
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AVA

We remained still and silent for several minutes before he lifted off of me. He helped me straighten my dress and held my hand as we walked inside the house. 

“Michael?” I said once we were in our bedroom. “That was crazy. What came over you?”  

“I’m not sure. I was pissed someone was staring at you, but also.” 

“Also?” I asked, sitting down beside him on the bed. 

“It was hot.”

“You liked that the man could see my pussy?” 

He took a sharp breath and sat beside me. “No, yes. Fuck, I don’t know. I was jealous and angry, but turned on at the same time.”  

“You know, I would never do anything like that without you. Right?” Asking, I laid my head on his shoulder. “I thought you wanted me to be on display.”

“I did. It was hot, but I guess I never expected to actually feel jealous. I have pushed you to do stuff like this for years, but you always refused. When you finally did, it, I was confused.” He shook his head. 

“Are you mad at me?” I asked.  

“No, God no. I know you did it for me and you were so fucking sexy. I loved seeing you like that, but a part of me wondered if you looked so hot for me or for him.” 

“Michael, I don’t even know that man.” I said and wrapped my arms around his waist. 

My husband took a deep breath, “I enjoyed seeing someone else want you and it made me start thinking that I might like to watch you with another man.” 

“What? Really?” I asked. 

“The idea of you getting fucked by another man is fucking hot to me. I don’t know how to explain it, but I want to see you with another man.” He said and looked away.

Sitting there, I tried to make sense of his words. I wanted to be pissed off, or at least that is what I told myself I should feel, but I didn’t. I was turned on. 

“Michael, look at me.” 

My husband turned toward me, his face red, his eyes watery. He was embarrassed and worried. I would be upset. “Okay.” I said and kissed him. 

We kissed slowly, our hands lightly caressing each other, when he finally pulled away and searched my face. “Are you serious?” 

I nodded. “Yes. I never thought this was something I would want, but I loved how men stared at me and I loved how turned on you got. I would like to try.” 

“If this is something we pursue, promise me you will always be honest with me. If you hate it, don’t push through for me. Promise me.” He said, taking my hands in his. 

“I promise, baby.” I said. 

I leaned in and kissed him. We both melted into each other, our lips move over each other slowly. 

“Michael,” I said as I broke our kiss. “Noone
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