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"Take off your dress, angel," he said for the second time and I complied quickly, grabbing the hems of my dress and pulling the thin fabric over my head. 

The only thing I had left was my lace pink bra. The cold gush blew against my skin mercilessly. I shivered in the sudden cold and wrapped my arms around myself, partially to ward off the cold but mostly to hide my breasts. 

He looked at me from the corner of his eyes and grinned. "You're exquisite," he said. 

"Thank you," I blushed, sinking down in the seat in hopes that nobody would notice my stark nakedness. 

"Now take off your bra," he ordered. 

"I can't!" I gasped. 

He turned to me a smirked, then turned on his turn signal, as if he was going to stop the car by the side of the road. 

I hastily reached around my back to unhook my bra strap. The lace bra came off quickly and I was completely naked. 

Due to his slowing down earlier, cars were starting to overtake us and I was acutely aware of people turning towards us to see why we'd slowed down. 

"Hurry up, Rex," I urged, squeezing my eyes shut in a feeble attempt to hide my embarrassment from the world. 

My public exposure had made me incredibly aroused despite how embarrassed I felt. A car honked loudly on the way past, the passengers whistling and catcalling loudly, leaving no doubt in my mind that they'd seen everything. They continued blaring their honks until they were out of sight.

"Oh my god," I exclaimed, my cheeks burning brightly. 

"That was exciting, wasn't it?" he teased, laughing whole-heartedly. 

"I can't believe you made me strip!" I shouted at him over the wind, trying my very best to get myself eaten by the seat to no success. 

"Put your legs onto the dashboard," he instructed, patting the empty dashboard in front of me lightly. "And stop saying you can't do it because you can," he added before I even opened my mouth. "You can and you will."
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Highway Fun
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Daddy had always said I'd get in trouble for hanging around in his office all the time. 

He couldn't have known I would fall in love with someone in his office, especially since they were all so much older than me. To say he wasn't happy when I started going out with his lawyer would be an understatement. He fired Rex on the spot.

Luckily, Rex wasn't too upset about losing daddy's business. He had much bigger customers that could cover for the loss.

After a whirlwind courtship, I agreed to tie the knot with the lawyer more than twice my age.  

We told Daddy the news and he all but had a heart attack. 

"No daughter of mine is going to marry a- a- neg-" his finger shook as he pointed at Rex, his face so red he looked almost comical. 

"Daddy, no!" I interrupted. "Don't be racist, daddy," I scolded, clutching onto Rex's arm as if I was holding onto dear life itself. 

"How could you do this?" he glared openly at Rex. "She's nineteen years old!" 

"I love her, Tom," Rex said, his voice so calm and patient, as if he was explaining the most rational thing in the world. 

"That's bullshit and you know it," he raged, pushing everything off the desk as if his display sheer outrage could make me un-love Rex. 

"It's not bullshit, Daddy. We love each other and we're-" 

"What do you know about love?!" he hollered. 

"Hush, angel," Rex said, quieting me before I had said anything. "Perhaps we should leave and come back at a later time... once you've had a chance to digest this extra information. Farewell, Tom," he nodded, hand grasping my arm to lead me away from my father.  

"He'll come around," Rex promised, reminding me that I was my father's only child.

I gazed at the brand new wedding ring on my finger. It was an exquisite, unbelievably expensive thing, fashioned from platinum with a band of sparkling diamonds encircling it. The summer sunshine danced in the stones and the gemstone's glittering beauty filled me with panic rather than pleasure.

The fear that I had done something utterly insane came and went quickly. I forced a smile on my face as my new husband blew past the "Goodbye!" sign, heading out for the open road. It was hard not to panic. I had a big fight with daddy before running away with Rex. 

I stole a tentative side-glance at Rex, wondering if he was happy that I had chosen to stay with him. He sat at the wheel of the brand new convertible he had purchased specifically for this trip and gave the road ahead of him his undivided attention. Air blew against his hair, pushing the soft brown threads from his forehead. The roots of his hair were starting to grey, but that was the extent of his aging. 

At forty, he still had the body of a twenty-five-year-old football star. His muscles were more refined and much less showy, though, which is something that I loved in a man. I didn't one someone who could pretend to be tough. I wanted someone who was as tough as he looked. Rex was exactly that. 

"What're you looking at, angel?" he chuckled, catching my stare. He risked a quick glance at me before turning back to the road, weaving the powerful black sports car in and out of the highway traffic. 

"Just the handsomest guy I know," I smiled. 

He grinned. "We'll be at the mansion for another few hours. Why don't you try and catch some shut eyes. You won't be having much of that later on," he said with a suggestive wink.

Blood rushed to my cheeks immediately and I shook my head. 

"I don't think I can sleep in here," I confessed, brushing hair out of my eyes. He nodded in understanding. 

"Perhaps we should do something to pass the time then," he suggested. 

I looked at him with a sudden dread. It crept over my heart and touched my body with a paralyzing coldness. Not for the first time since I had uttered the words, "I do!" I wondered if I had agreed to a marriage that was completely out of my comfort zone. 

Be as it may, Rex's success in getting me out of my comfort zones had been the reason I had agreed to marry him in the first place. He brought my body to realms of pleasure that I did not even know existed and I knew I would not be able to find a man like him anywhere else. 

If only he wasn't so certain I would do everything in my power to please him. 

"Have you ever had masturbated in public, angel?" he asked abruptly, his deep bass of a voice carrying each note precisely to my ears despite the gushing wind. 

The look I gave him was all the answer he needed. He grinned, that slightly derisive grin, that lifted one corner of his wide, chiseled mouth and sent his left eyebrow in a mocking black peak, "It's quite an experience, though I admit, I'd much prefer to watch."

My eyes widened and I gulped. "You don't expect me to-"

"Why not?" he interrupted. "I'm driving fast enough for them to only be able to catch a glimpse," he rationalized. "You should live a little, angel," he laughed. 

"Well, I married you, didn't I?" I responded defensively. 

"Yes, you did," he said with an easy smile. "And isn't part of your vows promising to please and obey me?"

I feigned indignation, "I can't believe you've done this."  

"Oh, don't be a prude," he said, resting a firm, warm hand on the inside of my thigh, his eyes still firmly on the road. 

I took a deep breath and twisted my beautiful ring round and round my finger. It felt heavy and strange on my finger, the diamonds glittered and danced. I would be lying if I said I haven't wondered about public masturbation before. 

It felt so taboo. So wrong. So kinky.

"What if we get caught?" I murmured, indecision weighing heavily on me despite feeling a stir of primal need from between my legs. 

He turned to me and looked at me with those same smoldering hypnotic eyes that convinced me to marry him. Then, he said, "Money can do wonders, my dear." 

"You say that as if you've done it before," I said, aghast. 

"On multiple occasions on much more serious matters," he confessed. "But you needn't worry about that, my little angel," he smiled weakly. "Now, why don't you should me what you've got hiding under here..."

His hand reached the apex of my legs and I yelped, pulling back from him and sticking as close to the seat as I could. 

He chuckled, hand still firmly nestled between my legs. It wasn't as if there was anywhere for me to run to. 

"Open your legs wide... that's it..." he urged, feeling my slick heat through the thin lace panties he had chosen for me to wear today. 

I shuddered with desire as he started to stroke my heat through the fabric, my hesitation the only thing keeping me from screaming my ecstasy. His touch sent searing jolts up my spine. Expert fingers rubbed against my engorged clit. 
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