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Part 1: Some Girls Do


Laura
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My train pulled away from the station. I was alone in the carriage. I got up on my knees on a bench seat at the window. 

I knew this was wrong but I couldn’t help myself. I held the eyes of a man sitting on a double seat on the platform. He was an older man, a complete stranger who had just gotten off the train, maybe late 50s, changing trains for another line I guessed. He was smiling lightly, probably some polite father or grandfather, probably church-going.

I lifted my top and showed him my breasts, thrusting my chest at the window.

His mouth hung open and his eyes widened and glazed over. He turned his head to follow as the train continued moving off.

I held my top up until I’d lost sight of the man then lowered it, turned and sat back on the seat. There was no way I would have done that had I not been alone.

The train was always empty at this time of the morning. It was just after 8am. There were commuters heading into town to go to work then the train usually came back empty.

Leighton Holme was the town where my husband Peter and I lived. 

It was a half hour from home, well, my childhood home. Leighton Holme was our home now. Pete and I moved there to take over the mission from one of the group elders who had retired and moved on. We were lucky to get a posting so close to home, which meant I could jump on the train any day and go visit my parents.

My parents were group elders themselves but had never taken a posting. They lived on the original property which is just a farm with a bunch of old ex-hippies living there. They call us a cult but we’re not. No one preaches anything other than love and nature. We don’t even have a guru. 

The council is made up of the elders of twelve original family groups. Actually there are eleven now that Mrs Wheaton passed away. Of the eleven remaining there are six couples, four widows and one widower. They formed the group back in 1984 and all have been married 40-plus years. Not one single divorce or separation of any kind. There’s a mix of religions and atheists. The common belief is love and nature.

At group each morning you have to meditate on whatever you believe is the creator of nature, then you exercise, then eat from nature. Healthy soul, healthy mind, healthy body. Blah, blah, blah. I was so pleased to miss group this morning. I always talk Pete into letting me catch the early train when I visit our parents so I can get out of it. He’s the pastor and has to be there. I’m just the pastor’s wife haha. I’ve done group every morning since I was born and absolutely love skipping it.

I straightened my top. We were pulling into another station and some passengers had come from the main seating area of the carriage to where I was sitting in the open area near the doors. I hoped they hadn’t seen me flash the old man. I had checked and couldn’t see them. I got a nod and return smile from the woman of the couple so figured I was safe.

I don’t know why I do things like that. I always do it when I get a chance on the train. When I’m going home to visit, where people are all open and freely sexual, where there are no hang-ups about sex.

I think we’re the normal ones and everyone in town is weird. Although Pete does not agree... strictly! And the group elders frown upon being openly sexual in the outside world, because people don’t understand and will take advantage, thinking it’s something dirty.

I’m not being dirty when I flash my boobs for some old man when no one else is around to see. You can tell by the way men stare at your chest they’d enjoy having a little look. That one back there had spent the whole three stops here on the train together staring at my chest and legs. I wouldn’t have shown him if I didn’t think he wanted me to. I just had to wait until he had disembarked the train because it wouldn’t have been safe if he was still in here alone with me.

We’re free and encouraged to be openly sexual at home. I don’t agree that we shouldn’t do that in the outside world. I just have to do it when Pete’s not around because he’s worried about his reputation in the community. We’re supposed to be all about spreading the word, getting people to come to group, getting them to respect and live with nature. Plus Pete has studied at university and is big on the gospel. And not that he pushes that too much, but he’s a registered celebrant and does lots of marriages. Can’t have my wife prancing around with next to nothing on, he’s always telling me.

I had a giggle to myself. Oh well, I’m visiting home today so I can just be me!

The train slowed and pulled into the next station. The woman and her partner got off and another woman and a man got on. They weren’t together. The woman remained standing near the door and the man stayed in the entry area too, sitting across from me. He was about my age, 24. I acknowledged his glance with a smile but looked away quickly because of how handsome he was and how my skin was suddenly all tingly.

I had on a short crop top under a loose open shirt. My nipples are tiny and were aroused, poking at my top. The guy was looking from them to where I had my shoulder bag on my lap. I had it covering me down there because of how short and straight my skirt was and the fact I had nothing on under it.

I had panties in my bag for when I got home. I only ever wore them around my parents and at group with Pete. Otherwise I liked the feeling of freedom in nature. Although I do actually shave down there, so not entirely natural haha. But then again Mum has always shaved everywhere, so she taught me!

I was fine with my bag on my lap. This man in his dirty work boots with his square jaw and unshaven face couldn’t see anything. His baby-blue eyes were making me blush. I had to try not to smile though.

The train slowed again and pulled into the next station. He got up and left. Whew! I smiled at him walking on the platform as the train pulled away again. I wanted to lift my top but the woman was walking behind him.

I took a big breath and expelled. I looked down and checked under my bag to find I was all squishy between the legs. Mine was the next stop so I quickly checked around and pulled on my panties.
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“I still don’t get why I can’t just live here and catch the train to town and back each day, Dad. Why do I have to live with Pete?”

My father looked back over his shoulder after he took the scones out of the oven. He looked ridiculous in one of Mum’s old aprons.

“You need a break son. You’re 18 years of age. A dose of reality will do you good.”

“I get plenty of real-world shit online.”

“Not the same. Pete taking on the mission in Leighton Holme is perfect. Great opportunity for you to make a start – get out there and experience what you see online and on TV.”

“He doesn’t think so,” I grumped. My big brother didn’t want me bunking in his spare room. He’d told me straight up but was too wimpy to tell Dad.

Dad chuckled. “He’ll live.” Dad knew Pete wouldn’t argue with him. He was doing dishes and eyeballed me back over his shoulder again. “Laura likes the idea of you coming to stay.”

I blushed. Dad chuckled some more. He knew I had it bad for Laura. Who didn’t have it bad for her though?

“Speak of the devil,” Dad said and ogled through the window.

I lined up beside him in time to see Laura entering her parents’ house, across the garden from ours.

“Did she come to get you?” Dad asked chuckling again.

“I don’t know,” I grumped some more. Although the idea of bunking in the spare room at my sister-in-law’s house was exciting. I guessed I could put up with my big brother’s preaching. He’s a bit anal about the group, wants to make sure there’s a next generation with all the elders dropping off these past few years. There are six other missions around the state with next-gen pastors. At least I wasn’t being sent away to one of them, I figured.

Maybe Laura was here to get me? I didn’t know. No one told me. I was supposed to be on the train that left in about two hours and who knew if I’d ever be coming back here to live.

The farm was great. There were a bunch of really old shacks where the elders lived, and where I lived with my dad. Mum passed away a few years ago, so it was just him and me. Pete and Laura had been living in one of the newer prefabricated cabins that next-gen group members could set up when they got married. Some of them had kids. There weren’t many others my age, only my buddies Frank and Tessa. Frank’s the same age as me and Tessa’s a year older. They both still lived with their parents too.

I had my bags packed so there was nothing more to do other than see if anyone was around this morning. I found Tessa at her house and sat on the vacant swing next to her. We chatted about leaving home. She was going away to university next week.

“I don’t even know if I’ll ever want to come back, Sean.”

“Yeah I know. It’s weird, hey?”

“I can’t imagine living in a big city, but I’d love to stay living on the coast and be able to go to the beach whenever I want,” she said, swinging and gazing up at the leaves of the tree above us.

Her dress was folding back and nearly showing under it. She’d been giving me and Frank sex sometimes, but that was just a group nature thing. We were swinging out of sync so she was going up when I was coming back down and I was trying to see. She laughed and pushed at me with her foot.

“Sorry,” I said.

She was giggling. “I told you the other night, that was all.”

“Yeah I know, but I can’t help it. I can’t stop thinking about it when I see you now. Knowing we’re both going away.”

“Ha! Exactly like Mum said then. Letting you have it and then having to fight you off every five minutes!”

“Yeah but it’s only natural,” I argued, tilting to try and see better. We had stopped swinging and were mucking around twirling and pushing at each other with our feet.

I was getting little peeps and finally got a good one and saw my friend’s vagina. “Oh yeah!”

She glared but giggled some more. “Get out of it!” She was looking at where I was hard in my pants though.

“Come on Tess, just a quick one before I have to go?”

She shook her head and rolled her eyes. She was biting a smile though.

“Come on, please?”

She huffed. “Seriously! Right now?”

“Yeah well, just think, it won’t be the same for you either when you leave. You won’t be able to just have sex with the guys at university, will you?”

“Well no, we’re not supposed to,” Tessa agreed. “Unless I get a boyfriend to give it too.”

“Well yeah, but what if you don’t meet any guys you’d want to marry. You might have to spend the whole three years going without sex completely.”

“Hmm maybe, but that doesn’t mean I want to let you again!” my friend scolded.

She had pushed with her foot when she said that last bit and her thighs opened and showed her vagina again. It looked a bit red or something. I was so hard in my pants it wasn’t funny.

“I already let Keith this morning,” she said.

“Oh right. Did he cum inside you again?”

Keith was one of the single adults. He’d been out in the real world and came back.

“No, he pulled out in time. I didn’t think he was going to but he did, just in time.”

“Oh right.” I was craning my neck to try and see again.

Tessa lifted the skirt of her dress a little and showed me. “Will you promise to pull out too if I let you?”

I gulped, nodded. “I promise.”

She huffed a little chuckle at me and shook her head blushing. “Well it can’t hurt to just let you again I suppose. You hopeless boys with your hard-ons. You could just do it for yourselves instead of me being the girl and having to let you stick them in me... Especially you!” she scolded.

“What? I can’t help it.”

“Hmm, well it’s obviously your dad’s fault then if the look of his in his swimmers is anything to go by.”

“Yeah I know, but he’s told me how to always be gentle with girls and let them get used to it.”

“Ha! Used to it! I don’t think so,” my friend scoffed.

She stood and took my hand. She led me off along the forest walkway towards our pond and away from the cabins. I followed with my boner leading the way. She kept looking back at it and rolling her eyes more, though she was definitely still smiling about it. I know I stretch her and it hurts a bit, but I think she really loves it. I’ve noticed she never wears panties anymore, whereas she used to before she finally started letting us guys in the group have sex with her a couple of weeks ago. There’s another single guy back from the real world as well, so that makes four of us with me and Frank.

There was no one at the pond. Tessa led me to a grassy patch near a tree and kept facing away from me as she gathered the skirt of her dress up to her waist and held it bunched there. She leant forward against the tree with her other hand. “Okay just from behind like this.”

“Um.” I gulped. I grabbed my dick out and pulled it through the fly of my pants. “Um do I need to um..?”

Usually she tells me to lick her but she always lies down, so I wasn’t sure about this.

“No it’s okay, I think I’m already wet,” she said and reached between her legs to capture and guide the head of my cock. “Uh huh huh,” she moaned and let go and gripped my hip. “Mmm wait. Just slowly!”

I was inside her. She felt so tight like this but she was really slippery. I thrust a little and she squeaked and kept hold of my hip but she sort of wiggled back against me too.

She looked back over her shoulder at me, her face all red. She looked so pretty. “I don’t know why I want to let you guys do this to me, Sean. It’s a girl’s private place inside her vagina, you know... Uh huh huh that’s so huge. That really stretches.”

I pulled back and slid up into her again. Deeper. Making her squirm and glare back at me.

“Ooh that’s tight. Feels so good Tess.”

“Mmm okay but don’t cum inside me.”

She rested back against me. I was all the way in and just rolled my pelvis, fucking her nice and deep. She kept looking at me over her shoulder, her eyes wide now, her mouth open.

“Your private place is so hot and squishy Tess. Feels so good in here.”

“Uh huh, Mum told me how much you boys need it. She taught me all about letting you have us like this. How nature made us girls with a special hot, wet tunnel inside us.”

“Aw yeah a special tunnel,” I groaned and slammed against her butt. I pulled back and slammed against her again.

“Mmm are you getting close, Sean? Just do it on me okay, not inside!”

“Yeah? On you?” I gulped and panted a little.

“Uh huh, on my butt.”

“Aw fuck!” I slammed against her a couple more times then pulled out to leave her special private tunnel gaping while I spurted her arse with cum. I shot half a dozen thick slurps that creamed her and started dripping down between her cheeks and towards where she was still all red and open. Her fingers appeared from beneath and covered her, closing her vagina just in time. I squeezed off the last of my load and wiped the head of my cock against her butt.

My friend was smiling back over her shoulder, her pretty eyes lifting from where I’d plastered her with goo. “Hmm, happy now?”

I nodded and gulped. I put my dick away. “Sorry about the um..!”

“Hmm I’m sure you are,” she scoffed.

She was still holding her dress bunched around her waist. She stood craning back over her shoulder to see my cum all over her butt. She touched it, smearing with her fingers. She grimaced, blushing again. “I need your shirt in a minute.”

I took off my t-shirt and handed it to her.

She smiled again. “Just a minute.”

She kicked off her sandals and walked into the pond, keeping her dress up high around her waist and stopped when the water came to her upper thighs. She proceeded to wash her butt and the back of her legs while I watched. My cock started firming in my pants again.

“This is the second time today I’ve had to wash cum off my butt. I don’t know how many times I’ve had to wash it off my belly or worry about it inside me since I started letting you guys.”

“Right. Sorry,” I said again.

“No it’s okay, I’m not complaining. It’s up to us girls to deal with it obviously. Either inside or all over us, or in our mouths. It’s just the way it is with you guys needing to cum so often.”

“I know. It feels amazing making you take it Tess. It’s like this rush of power and you have to give in to it and accept the load.”

“Uh huh. Which feels really exciting for me, having chosen to let you force me, if that makes any sense. Deciding yes or no first, as the girl, then being taken by the guy. Feeling how strong and muscly you get when you’re making us keep still and accept your cum. It’s starting to feel exactly like Mum told me it would, now that we’ve grown out of being kids and the silly playing around.”

My friend waded back out of the pond and took my t-shirt from my hand. She wiped her butt and legs with it, then she released the skirt of her dress and tugged it down straight. She handed me back my wet t-shirt.

“So anyway, I hope that was nice for you again Sean. I love how deep you go and how much yours stretches me.” She touched my chest. “I’m going to miss letting you do that to me.” She bit her smile. “Even the last bit when you cum all over me then just put it away like your gooey mess is my problem, not yours.”

She led off back along the forest trail towards home.

“Unless you want to do me again before you go?”
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