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Unbelievable... but it had all started with a pizza, and Emma would
be the first to admit that it wasn't even a very good pizza.
Delivered early yet still cold, she would have sent it back except
for a strange turn of events that had changed her life. 



But that had been over twelve months earlier, and happened to be
the
last thing on her mind as she sat at the station waiting for the
train that would whisk her from her old and restrictive life to a
whole world of new possibilities in the city.


“So many new chances... I hope.”


Emma smiled, nothing overt, no open display of happiness showed on
her face, simply a twitch of the lips. 



I can't wait, she thought as she looked along the busy
platform, 
but it's too busy here of course, the smile teased
again as she studied the men, waiting, some looking at her, some
looking past her, some hurried to make connections, some lingered
with plastic capped disposable coffee cups. 
And not one of them
has any idea, she giggled inside and shifted on the hard seat
to
cross her legs. 
I'm glad I wore a skirt, but I should have
probably forgotten the panties.


The thought was fleeting, she liked to be in control, and too many
people equalled too much uncertainty in her ordered mind.


Far too random, she decided and looked up to the platform
clock. 
Last night was good though. She caught the grin before
it reached her lips, and closing her eyes she savoured the
delicious
memories from her last night in her old home, in her old town...
the
last night of her old life!


***  



She had ended as she had begun... it had seemed fitting at the
time,
and her hand had trembled slightly as she pressed the keypad of her
phone, her anticipation building as the tone buzzed in her ear. 



“The exact same pizza,” she had whispered to herself, “I want
this to be identical.”


A cheery mock Italian accent had answered provoking a grin. She had
set the wheels in motion and the clock had begun to tick. Emma
squeezed her eyes more tightly closed and attempted to cut out the
platform noise from her recollections. She remembered waiting
nervously, her anticipation building by the second, her eyes locked
on the front door. The street lights outside glowed through small
Georgian panes of obscured glass, she waited for the shadow to
appear, the sure sign that the delivery boy was about to push the
small wall mounted buzzer and signal the beginning of her fun.


“What's keeping him?” she muttered as the case clock on the
mantle over the fire chimed the hour. She understood that he could
be
a few minutes late, but she also had an agenda. “Calm down Em.”
she whispered, she had time, she had allowed thirty minutes, more
than enough margin for error.


Eight o'clock, that's okay, she assured herself silently but
still couldn't resist stepping to the curtains, and pinching the
heavy fabric she peeped outside to the darkened street. 
He's got
half an hour. 



“Oh God yes!” she groaned as headlights appeared on the quiet
street. Above, on the roof of the small van sat a glowing neon box,
Giovanni's proudly displayed on the side. “And it begins!” she
added with a giggle and snatched up the bath towel that she had
draped over the back of her favourite armchair.


No matter how many times I do this... my heart still beats like
a
drum, Emma thought as she wrapped the towel around her torso,
gripping the loose end under her arm.


“Tight, but not too tight,” she commented as she tugged the
bottom a little lower, “And I must cover up.”


On bare feet she trotted toward the kitchen, only a short distance
before turning. Blood pounded in her ears, her palms felt clammy as
she wiped them on the towel, her breath stuck in her throat as the
door panes clouded and darkened, 
any moment now, she began to
tremble.


Although expecting it, the door buzzer made her jump, and Emma
swallowed hard before taking a deep breath and calling out in a
clear
voice. 



“Just one minute.”


The doorbell ceased.


Emma padded quietly and confidently to the door, and turning the
key
she opened it a fraction to peer outside.


No more than eighteen I would guess. She instantly assessed
the youth who stood on her doorstep brandishing a box, 
I would
have preferred someone a little bit more mature, but what the
hell!


“Sorry to keep you waiting,” she laughed as she pulled the door
open wider, “You are here sooner than I expected.” And with a coy
smile she nodded down to her towel.


“I'm almost late,” the youth replied, “I'm new to the area, I
still don't know exactly where everywhere is yet.”


“Give me a moment to get my purse.” she replied and turning she
trotted swiftly to the kitchen. 
If he's bold he will have stepped
inside by now, she thought, not that it matters. “Now it's
time.” she whispered, and clutching her purse she strode back into
the hall, to find the delivery boy still hovering on the step. 
Shy
and uncomfortable she chuckled inside and lifted her arm a
fraction, feeling the towel loosen almost imperceptibly as she
walked. 



“How much is it again?” she questioned and drew a twenty note,
knowing full well the price and the change required.


The boy shuffled forward, and carefully unfolded a printed
ticket.


“I'm sorry,” Emma apologised, “This is the smallest I've got, I
don't have any change.” and held the note in her left hand as she
reached forward and gripped the box in her right.


“No problem,” the youth began to nod, “I've got plenty of
cha....”


That was the exact moment that Emma chose to lift her arm, she was
practised, seasoned... 
I'm a professional, she would often
chuckle, as she grasped the pizza she released her grip on the
towel,
her movements having the desired effect as the thick towel slipped
rapidly to the floor, leaving her with the box in one hand, money
in
the other, and mock horror plastered over her face as she saw his
eyes instantly drawn to her naked body.


“Oh my God I'm so sorry!” she spluttered in obvious anguish as
she dropped to her knees and grabbed the towel in her left hand,
lifting it to cover her chest.


The delivery boy had flushed to deep scarlet and Emma felt the
wonderful buzz that always accompanied her exhibitionism, 
you got
a really good look didn't you baby! She fought to keep the grin
from her lips as he averted his eyes and muttered nervously. “No,
I'm sorry.”


“I just got out of the shower,” she began to explain, “I'm not
in the habit of answering the door wearing just a towel.”


“No, honestly, it's okay.” he swallowed hard and pulled a fold of
bank notes from his pocket, she had obviously embarrassed him and
he
appeared keen to give her the change due.


“Sorry,” Emma laughed, “I almost forgot this,” and turning to
place the pizza on the hall table to free her right hand she
clutched
the dangling towel tighter to her chest and offered the money with
her left. 
That's it baby, take another look. She suppressed a
groan as she caught his eyes glance at the breast that broke free
of
the covering towel as she reached forward. How many times she had
practised the action stood in front of the mirror she had lost
count.
But she knew that after grasping the towel with her right hand, as
she reached forward with the left just the slightest of adjustments
of her right hand would bring her full breast 
accidentally
back into view. 
And my nipples are like rocks! It didn't come
as a great surprise. Over the previous year she had learned that
the
identity of her voyeur actually meant little to her, it was more
the
excitement of being seen, than who saw!


“Oh hell, I'm really making a fool of myself!” Emma laughed
nervously and made a show of hitching the towel higher, “I really
do apologise!”


“Please don't worry about it.” The youth glanced back over his
shoulder, possibly seeking escape, before counting out the change,
“Accidents happen.”
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Accidents happen. So perfect, she laughed inside. The tracks
sent up a rhythmical hum as the train sped south, bound for the
city,
speeding her towards her new job and plush new apartment. 
It
really was a perfect ending. As she had closed the door Emma
began to giggle, he had seen all of her, and it had been accepted
as
accidental. 



“Just like the very first time.” she had told herself as she
dropped the unopened pizza box onto the kitchen table. That time
the
delivery had been early, and she had been late, very late. Racing
home from work she had calculated the time available, no more than
an
hour, she had realised. One hour to shower and change, one hour to
finalise her packing and set the house in order before departure...
it had left no time to cook, not that there was a great deal to
cook.
She had emptied the fridge of everything perishable, and had no
intention of returning after two weeks in Spain to find life forms
brand new to science feasting on rotting pie and pasta. “If I order
a pizza now,” she had told herself, “By the time I've finished my
shower and got myself ready it should be here.”


The theory had been sound, except that she hadn't factored in the
delivery arriving early.


Emma could still remember how her cheeks had burned as the hastily
wrapped towel had hit the floor. She had dived to retrieve, and in
her hurry her wet feet, still soaked from the shower had slipped on
polished tiles sending her sprawling. He had been gallant,
obviously
deciding that she needed rescue he had scooped up the towel and
pushed it into her hands, averting his eyes as she gabbled
embarrassed apologies.


Her face had burned from the pure shame of her exposure, but as she
closed the door on his back she had moaned softly and slipping a
hand
down between her thighs she had revelled in the new found sensation
that flooded her body. 



“Flooded everywhere!” She chuckled aloud, and quickly opened her
eyes, hoping that none of her fellow passengers had heard her
lapse.
The wonderful thing about British on a train, everyone ignores.
Bury your face in a newspaper or book, or stick earplugs in...
pretend that the outside world doesn't exist. If they had heard me,
they certainly wouldn't comment. 



And I was flooding, even though I've done it so many more times
since then I still don't think I've ever been as wet as that very
first time.


Emma smiled and closed her eyes again, her thoughts drifting back
to
the previous evening.


She had ignored the pizza, but she had never had any intention of
eating... she had a schedule, and stepping back into the hall she
noted the clock. He had been late, yet her discourse had also eaten
minutes, and if The Olive Gardens restaurant kept better time than
Giovanni's she wouldn't have long to wait.


“Oh yes... early,” she gasped as the door chimed, “Just a
moment.” She called out, and swiftly adjusted the towel.


That time was much better, she acknowledged and shuffled in her
seat,
her arousal tingling. She had followed her set and practised
routine.
He had obliged by stepping into the hall as she grabbed cash from
the
kitchen. He was more mature, he had confidence, he was more sure of
himself. She had welcomed his eyes on her, even before the towel
had
dropped. Like he had x-ray vision, like he could already see me.
Emma
shuddered, he had excited her, and he had been in no hurry to
escape.


His gasp as the towel dropped had raced through her body, her
nipples
had reacted as much to the sound as the experience, darkening
rapidly
they had hardened almost painfully. 



“I'm so sorry.” she had almost croaked, her voice robbed of power
and clarity.


“Damn!” he had exclaimed, “Now that's something that doesn't
happen to me every day!”


“I really am terribly sorry.” Emma found herself genuinely
flushing. Most other delivery men in the past had averted their
gaze,
stammered, reddened. He calmly smiled and continued to stare...
openly.


“If I thought something like that would happen more often, well,
maybe I could get enthusiastic about this dead end job.” he laughed
aloud.


I actually got nervous! In a year of exposure Emma had
replaced nervousness with anticipation. At the beginning she had
bought several pizzas only to panic as the towel drop moment
arrived,
leaving her frustrated and berating her lack of nerve. Now, faced
with such calm confidence she felt her nerves resurface, and
debated
if she could carry through on the second half of her carefully
rehearsed routine.


“I think that you still owe me that!” he had pointed to the money
clutched in her left hand along with the bunched towel.


“I'm so sorry.” she stammered again, and turned to place the box
atop the table, an action that she knew exposed her naked back to
him.


“No need to be sorry,” he had chuckled, “This has been my best
delivery in months.”


Emma had turned to face him in time to witness his eyes shift up
from
her naked ass. I'm sorry began to force its way to her lips but she
bit it down and swallowed. He was enjoying the display, and from
the
aroma that had begun to envelop her, Emma knew that she was
enjoying
just as much.


“I almost forgot about the money.” she laughed quietly, and with
practised fluidity she swapped hands on the towel and felt the
material shift to expose her again.


“You are going to need some change for that.” he chuckled, and
delved into his deep pocket.


His eyes never left me. Emma held her breath for a moment,
savouring the feeling, the rail tracks rumbling, the sound
transferring up through her seat. He just stared at me, my boob, he
didn't even pretend to look away.


“Definitely my best delivery.” he had laughed as he finished
slowly counting coins into her outstretched hand. “I love a woman
who isn't uptight about nudity.”


“Uptight?” Emma questioned.


“Yeah,” he laughed, “Don't think you're the first to answer the
door wrapped in a towel, some are caught out by genuine accident...
they are the ones who never drop the towel, but the others, they
drop
it then act so shy and embarrassed, they have never given the
second
show!”


“Second show?” Emma felt her knees begin to tremble, he was
turning everything around on her, he had taken control, he knew
what
she was doing. He knew that it was no accident.


“Now, standing there, that cute nipple staring at me... don't try
to tell me that you had no idea that your tit was showing!”


Emma smiled as the memory played out in her mind with vivid
clarity,
he had completely disarmed her and torn away her act.


“I know it's showing!” she instantly understood that denial would
be pointless, he had nailed her, and she would be woman enough to
admit he had seen through her act. “And you're correct, dropping
the towel wasn't any accident, I did it intentionally, just like
now.”


“Now that's a good girl.” he had chuckled as his eyes wandered
down to her neatly trimmed pubis. “So how old are you? How long
have you been 
accidentally flashing those pert tits?”


“About a year,” she laughed, “and to answer your first
question, I'm almost twenty-six.”


“Great body babe, I look forward to the net delivery here.”


“Really?” Emma replied, “You think that I do this every time?”


“I'm sure that you do... except next time I expect that you won't
bother with the towel.”


“So you imagine that the next time I order pizza I'm going to
answer the door exactly like this!”


“Tell me I'm wrong!” the delivery man grinned and reached slowly
forward to press his finger against her solid nipple before
circling
the areola slowly.


“You seem very sure of yourself.” Emma stifled a small groan,
frantically her mind sought a suitable reaction to his uninvited
advances. 



Uninvited? Emma debated for a second, 
I haven't exactly
fought him away or reacted, he can probably be forgiven for
thinking
that I welcome this.


“Your eyes gave me permission,” he laughed, “Your body language
tells me what you want. You do this so often, but you never get
what
you really want. Oh sure, they look at you while you act so shocked
and embarrassed... but what you really crave is this kind of
attention.” purposefully he stepped closer and closed his hand on
her breast, squeezing gently yet firmly, “So tell me I'm wrong!”
His eyes met hers, his focus intense, a smile teasing the corners
of
his mouth as he watched her eyes widen as his fingers slipped
between
her legs. “Oh you really are a horny little bitch aren't you,” he
chuckled quietly as he drew his hand away to inspect slick digits,
“Sexy slut.”


It did feel good. Emma opened her eyes and watched the man
sat
in the seat opposite. 
And are you peeping at me? She caught
furtive eye movement, he glanced away to study the carriage
ceiling.
You are. Nice, you dirty old man! Emma glanced down at her
wrist watch and marked time. 
Another two hours, she caught a
sigh as an interesting idea blossomed.


“Excuse me.” she said as she stood, “But would you mind
watching my bag for a couple of minutes, I want to powder my nose,
I
don't fancy humping a case with me... just to tinkle.” she added
with a little giggle.


“No problem,” he replied, pretending to notice her for the first
time, “Take as long as you need, I'm not going anywhere.”


“That's so good of you,” she replied as she adjusted her skirt,
noting his quick glance. “I'll only be two minutes.”


And when I get back, I think that I'll have some fun.


***  



Standing in the small cubicle Emma braced herself against the
gentle
rocking of the carriage. Upset she had found the mirror occupied
she
had dived into the empty stall, a middle aged woman was busy
repairing her make-up. 
Quite who the old broiler is trying to kids
defeats me though, Emma laughed, 
it'll take more than
foundation to fill those cracks.


I don't need these now, she giggled softly as she stepped
out
of her panties, and rolling them tightly she slipped them into her
purse. 
Now I just need her to go, I want to check before I sit
down again. Casually she popped a button on her blouse and
tugged
the sheer fabric. “Not enough,” she whispered as she looked down,
and even if it was open enough, my bra is hiding
everything.


“It's coming off too.” she whispered and began to slip the blouse
off her shoulders, 
my purse certainly isn't big enough, I'll just
have to squeeze it up as tight as possible and shove it straight
into
my hand luggage. Securing two buttons she heard the door close,
and peeping from the cubicle found the bathroom deserted. Quickly
she
hitched her skirt slightly and turning with her ass to the mirror
she
began to bend forward. 
Absolutely perfect, she grinned at her
own reflection, the skirt had begun to ride up as anticipated, 
and
bend just a little more. “Oh yes,” she sighed as her smooth
labia parted slightly exposing glistening and tender pink, 
that's
just perfect. “I'm ready.” she blew herself a kiss into the
mirror and winked. “I think that this should be interesting.”
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She heard his cough and smiled. You're looking right at me now
aren't you! It wasn't a question because she knew the answer
absolutely. Returning she had thanked him for his courtesy and
after pulling her hand luggage from the overhead rack she had
dropped it onto her seat, and with deliberate care she had bent
over directly in front of her current voyeur. Narrow carriages
are best, she thought and killed a giggle as she imagined her
hot wet pussy within inches of his face, if he leans forward of
course. I wonder if he is? She imagined his breath against her
wetness, he had to be staring at her. She heard him shuffle in his
seat and risked a furtive glance at the hazy reflection in the
carriage window. Oh yes baby, the glimpse confirmed her suspicions,
he had changed his position, from relaxed, leaning back into the
seat he had sat bolt upright, not quite leaning forward, but
certainly giving her secret entrance his close inspection. Don't
move baby, Emma held her breath and paused, h [...]
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