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Part 1: A Past Indiscretion

Chapter 1

“Well of course I’m fine with him staying, he’s virtually family!” Keith assured his wife. She was cuddled to him on the lounge. He kissed her forehead. “It’s no big deal, there’s plenty of room.”

“Boyd is not family to me Keith. We never were family in any sense of the word. His father and my mother got together is all. He and I were gone from home before that happened and have only ever crossed paths when visiting here at the same time. We have no relationship at all. He’s fifteen years older than me!”

“Okay, okay,” Keith consoled. “What’s the big deal then? We offer him a bed and he can take care of himself. You don’t have to cook for him or entertain him right?”

“Well no, but we’re only just married. We need our privacy. I can’t believe Mum dumped this on us without even asking. We pay rent fair and square. This is our home, not hers and Jack’s, they’re technically our landlords and have no say in who we do or don’t have staying here.”

Keith stroked his wife’s hair and kissed the top of her head. He didn’t get why she was so worked up. He had met Boyd once and he seemed okay; he and Justine got on really well from what he saw.

So the guy was a bit full on with his health and fitness shit but he was an army drill sergeant after all. He obviously had trouble switching off when he was on leave. It was funny when he tore strips off Justine’s little brother for being unemployed and living in a wardrobe playing computer games.

Fortunately they’d just gotten rid of Daniel. He’d come with the house but Justine gave him three months to get out after they moved in. Their mother had stepped up and was subsidising his room rental with a couple of equally entitled friends.

It ended up taking four months to get rid of the kid and Justine and Keith had been enjoying their newlywed privacy for the last two. Their six-month anniversary was this weekend. Boyd was arriving tomorrow morning just in time to spoil it.

His old bedroom was still there out the back. It was almost self-contained, with a bathroom and kitchenette but the kitchenette was out of order and in need of new plumbing. Apparently Boyd was going to be working on it, which seemed fair enough to Keith. Boyd’s father owned the place and was entitled to have renovations done even though they were renting it.

“Anyway it’s just not fair,” Justine sulked. “It’s not fair to me and it’s definitely not fair to you!”

“To me? Why, what do you mean?”

“Um nothing,” Justine muttered and blushed up at Keith. “The guy just gets to me is all. I can’t help it and I don’t need that right now. I was so glad when he couldn’t make it to the wedding.”

Keith was flushing with concern now. “He gets to you… what do you mean baby?”

Justine drew a big breath and expelled. She didn’t answer but looked up again. Keith stroked her face and kissed her softly.

“Do you mean he gets to you in that way?” he asked. “Like with Andre?”

Keith’s wife stared into his eyes still not answering, which said it all of course. He nodded and took a breath. He’d forgiven Justine her Andre indiscretion. He was a guy she’d been seduced by when they were dating, before they got engaged. He was her gym instructor, so yeah kind of drill sergeant-like. He had fucked Justine multiple times over a three-month period.

Keith had a weird secret of his own when that was happening almost three years ago now. He’d never let on he knew almost from the beginning. When Justing broke it off with the guy and confessed to Keith, he let her think he had no idea.

The truth was he could smell and taste the guy all over her and in her mouth and he could feel where he’d been inside her. How wet she used to be after gym and how slippery she was to fuck.

She used to always give Keith sex on gym nights; out of guilt it seemed. And that was a fucking rush as he recalled. Damn he’d get hard knowing she was being screwed and that he’d be getting slippery seconds when she got home.

Keith returned the stare Justine was giving him. They were thinking of the same thing of course. They often connected eyes over it and exchanged understanding without ever really discussing it.

“I’m seriously fine with what happened with Andre baby. I mean, I still am, nothing’s ever going to change with that.”

Justine nodded. She rolled her eyes and lowered her head.

“No, what? What is it sweetheart? I’ve never seen the point of making a big deal out of it. It happened and you broke it off and told me everything. It was only sex right? It meant nothing!”

“Yes it meant nothing but you’ve never even gotten angry about it. I don’t understand why you didn’t just call me a slut and dump me.”

Keith smiled. “There’s nothing wrong with being a slut. That’s a positive in my book.”

Justine rolled her eyes again but smiled this time. “That’s because you’ve got a dirty mind. There’s no glory in being a slut if you’re a girl. That’s all bad and nothing else!”

“Oh yeah? Nothing else huh! What about being giving and accommodating?”

“Ha! Giving and accommodating between your legs! That is not what our mothers teach us.”

“Sure it is baby, in marriage!”

“Hmm yes, in marriage or with your boyfriend, but not with another man when you’re supposed to be loyal to the one you love.”

Justine frowned and looked up from fiddling with Keith’s shirt. “Why were you never angry with me Keith? I seriously deserved for you to dump me and never talk to me again. Why were you so nice and understanding about it?”

Keith gulped, his chest welled with nervous tingles. “Because it was kind of hot that it happened,” he admitted. “I mean your gym instructor? That tiny fucking singlet thing he used to stretch over his oiled-up muscles and the bike shorts with the huge bulge in the front? I’m sure every woman in the class wanted to jump the guy!”

Justine bit her lip and blushed guiltily.

“It wasn’t even fair being seduced by the guy sweetheart. It would be like me having to push a hot bikini girl off my lap with her arms round my neck and her tits in my face, gyrating and rubbing her little bikini pants crotch on my pecker,” I chuckled.

Justine blinked as her mouth hung open. “Oh so that’s what you dream about is it?”

“Hell yeah, except when I look up from the chick’s tits it turns out it’s you grinding on me and then I know I’m dreaming.”

“Yeah bullshit,” Justine giggled into their kiss and she straddled Keith and started grinding. “Ooh what’s this about then?” she uttered. Keith was erect already and she started splitting her panty crotch over the underside. Only the thin cotton of his sleep shorts was covering him, and the fly was gaping and some of his shaft was exposed.

He squeezed his wife’s tits and took to sucking on a nipple. She lifted and extracted his cock, guided it in through the edge of her panties and sunk down on it. She was as slick as he was hard.

“We won’t be able to do this when Boyd’s here,” she pointed out.

She rolled her hips and ground back and forth. The suction of her pussy pulled Keith off and the heat from her wetness seeped over his balls.

He sucked from one nipple to the other until he couldn’t concentrate any longer. He watched her tits sway and jiggle in her open bath robe.

“Mmm say when!” Justine warned him.

He nodded and grimaced, trying to hold it back long enough for her to reach orgasm too. He clenched every muscle in his body trying to suck back the pending eruption from his balls.

“Uh fuck now!” Keith groaned and Justine immediately slipped from his shaft and captured it and sucked it.

“Mmm, mmm, mmm,” she hmm-ed in time with Keith’s spurts of semen into her mouth. She was straddling his foot with her wet cunt split over that now.

He finished unloading and stood and pulled her down the hall to the bedroom. He flung her and she scooted back on the bed pushing her panties down.

Keith grabbed the huge vibrator they kept in the bedside drawer and inserted it into his wife.

She had her feet planted and her butt of the bed. He fucked her with the long life-like dong with the buzz wound up to full and she bucked and convulsed in orgasm within a minute.

Keith licked her clit, lashing back and forth across it keeping her in orgasm, keeping her convulsing and ripping at his hair, continuing to slow fuck her with the huge dong and suck on her little button until she curled up and pushed him away giggling. “Enough! Stop it now!”


Chapter 2

Justine

Ooh that was nice. It had been stressful at work this week and I needed an orgasm. Or five. I worked in the lab of a production plant for a range of solvents, detergents and cleaning products and was getting used to a new boss.

I’d just finished my final year and qualified as an industrial chemist. The old lab manager was great but he retired and the new one was hard work so far.

I was on the afternoon shift for the next few weeks, so would get to sleep in at least. I’d been on mornings with a 5am start for ages and was glad for the change. Midday till 9pm starting on Monday, yay!

Keith had gone and left me recovering on the bed. I picked up the dong and put it on my belly. I was still quivering and throbbing.

My trusty toy could have been modelled on my ex-gym instructor’s penis. It was about eight inches long and quite thick. I’d heard about it from a couple of other girls in class and was already brimming with curiosity when the guy grabbed me and pushed me against a wall one day.

He had pressed his sweaty body against my sweaty body and there was nothing but a few thin layers of lycra between the bulging underside of his cock and my wet pussy.

When he’d approached I could see the upright shaft and crown of his cock outlined distinctly in his bike pants. You could usually see the ridge of the head outlined in class too. It really wasn’t fair.

That first time he’d stripped my tights and fucked me against the wall. My legs were up around him and my feet were dangling. He held me easily beneath the butt and spread me with his fingers.

He bounced me on his cock until I orgasmed then lifted me off his boner and let me crumple to the floor. He pulled my hair holding my head in place as he stroked off into my open mouth.

He treated me like the dirty slut I was.

It had taken the guy all of three lessons to work out I was an easy fuck. Which I always have been for well-built men.

I have no resistance at all once they cross the line and take hold of me. The mere sight of their bare shoulders and arms when they’re working out makes my mouth water and my knees go weak.

I had no hope with Andre the gym instructor. And I have no hope with mum’s step-son Boyd, whatever he was to me was every bit as scary with his chiselled physique and the way he works out on the parallel bars down the backyard.

He’s got some kind of apparatus down there with bars to pull himself up onto and do all these exercises. He goes on about not needing weights or anything when your own body is as heavy as you could ever need.

Well his body is as heavy as a girl could ever dream about being covered by, as heavy and as ripped and powerful. Oh my god it takes me ages to get over dreaming about the guy every time I see him and I didn’t need that right now.

I probed with the head of my dong and slid it back in. I bent my legs up together and pinned them to my chest and fucked myself from behind my thighs listening to the man from next door chatting on his phone.

Mr Norris was right outside my bedroom window, just over his side of the fence. His house was an old style one with a veranda all the way around and he often sat on our side at a little table with his newspaper listening to the horse races.

It sounded like he was chatting with his daughter. She was about my age, whom I’d met a few times and got on well with. I withdrew and inserted my dong slowly, frightened to turn the buzz back on now that there was someone just there who was bound to hear it.

Keith appeared back in the doorway and I glared guiltily from the window. “Oh fuck,” he mouthed the words silently. He understood what I was doing.

I kept fucking myself with the dong. My husband slipped into the room and sat beside me on the bed. I stared back and forth from the window again.

“Haha of course darling, I can meet you there if you like?” Mr Norris said to his daughter, his voice was as clear as if he was in the room with us.

I looked desperately to Keith and continued withdrawing and inserting the dong. He moved one of my legs aside and touched my clit. I spread my legs completely and rolled my pelvis, arching my butt off the bed. Keith undid the tie on my bath robe. He lowered it from one shoulder and I shimmied out of it, changing hands back and forth to keep hold of the dong.

Keith removed my robe completely. I was writhing my butt off the bed and fucking myself completely naked now. Keith shushed me with a finger to his lips and I nodded and glanced back and forth from the window again.

The window was covered by a light see-through curtain and roll-up blind. The blind was down to within a few inches of the windowsill so there was no way Mr Norris could see in. Our bed was in full view of the window and we always kept the blind down. We had another window facing the backyard that was more private.

Keith was rubbing my clit again and my orgasm reignited and exploded through me. I squealed silently as I convulsed and squirmed my legs together. I rolled onto my side and squeezed the dong out from behind my legs.

Keith took the dong and crawled over me kissing my side and shoulder as he worked the thing back in and slowly out.

He whispered close to my ear, “I almost wish he could see in baby. To see how beautiful you are when you cum.”

“Uh huh it’s so exciting when he’s there and I can hear him,” I whispered back.

I pushed against Keith’s arm until the dong slipped out and I stood and approached the window, turning my back to it and glanced teasingly at my husband.

“Uh yeah um… yeah about seven or eight,” Mr Norris stammered and I blushed excitedly. The windowsill was the level of my butt.

I raked back my sweaty hair and kept smiling at my husband. I mouthed the words, “Should I?” and did a little circle with a finger, motioning that I might turn around.

“Oh fuck!” Keith silently replied.

I giggled and jumped him on the bed, pushing him back and kissing him. The old guy next door would have to get down on his stomach to try and see the bed under the blind, so that wasn’t going to happen. He was talking in low tones now and obviously realised we were here in our bedroom.

We went on whispering too. “Do you think he saw my butt?”

“Yes, but you’ve got a cute butt, so..!”

“Oh, and it was alright for him to see it? Aren’t you jealous?”

My husband met my eyes steadily and shook his head a little. That made my blush fire up.

“You’re hot baby and I’m proud to be your husband. Other men can look and drool all they want.”

“Hmm which is the problem with Boyd staying here and me having to make sure I’m always covered up properly. He’s always been really bad checking girls out, me included!”

“Oh right, you’ve never said?”

“No well I’ve only ever seen him half a dozen times visiting Mum. He’s just the kind of guy you can always feel watching you and trying for peeps if he can get them. It’s not just with me though. It’s just the way he is. He’s more obvious about it than other men. Although you’re all as bad as each other!” I scolded playfully and pulled on my bath robe again.  


Chapter 3

Keith was not interested in changing anything about his wife. His eyes had been well and truly opened in their relationship. He had grown up with strict conservative parents and led a sheltered childhood and youth. His first few girlfriends had been from that same upbringing and dressed accordingly.

He had met Justine at a party where everyone else were appropriately buttoned up and none of the women’s skirts were above mid-thigh. They had gotten on well from the start and he asked her on a date. She had come to the door in a pretty dress that was also to mid-thigh and covered her well up top.

Then he was invited to visit her at her apartment and she answered the door with her nipples showing through her top. She had pulled him straight into her bedroom. They made out and Keith couldn’t get his eyes off her tits the whole time.

“Hmm guess what Keithy likes,” she had teased, and from that moment on she had been braless at every opportunity.

Keith loved his wife’s tits and wanted her to show them as much as possible, even when he wasn’t around, but especially when he was.

Watching other men looking at her excited him and he loved the angst he experienced when she left to go somewhere without him and her nipples were poking at her top.

He checked the window when she’d gone from the bedroom and saw that Mr Norris was still there. Keith spied through the edge of the blind and saw the man tilt his head and try to peep under the blind. He had obviously seen Justine’s butt and wanted more.

Keith waited until the old guy wasn’t watching and slowly wound the blind up. He had raised it to his own chest height before Mr Norris glanced. He left it there and backed away from the window unnoticed.

Mr Norris always watched for Justine, or it seemed he did. Whenever she went outside he’d find a reason to come out too, always smiling and waving and getting her to acknowledge him.

Justine never wore a bra around the house either, so her nipples were always showing. Sometimes the side of her tits would be on display as well.

She had a few singlets with exaggerated arm holes down to her waist and a pair of bib and brace overalls she wore gardening. She often put them on with no top beneath when she was just doing a quick water of her plants.

That particular outfit excited Keith immensely. The bib part was cut low and only just covered her nipples with the studs and buckles touching her bare tits. And there was absolutely no side to the garment, so you could see her full globes from the side.

She always gave Keith a teasing smile when heading outside with no top on under those, knowing how much he loved it when she flashed her boobs round the house.

He cuddled behind her in the kitchen and kissed her neck as she tilted for him. She was making toast and tea for a late evening snack. “That’s amazing how horny you get when Mr Norris is outside the window baby. That’s so hot to see.”

“Hmm do you like that?”

“Yeah, do you think you’d be inclined to flash him properly if you were single?” I asked, having considered that before and wondered.

“I don’t know, maybe. He’s a nice old guy and seems really lonely.”

Keith nodded. “Yeah I’m sure he’d be kind of lonely. He never seems to go out much. I don’t think he dates or anything.”

“No, he doesn’t. He told me he can’t bring himself to cheat on his wife, even though she left him. He feels like he’s still married and can’t imagine beginning a romantic relationship again.”

“Oh right, so he obviously talks to you,” I said and started making myself a coffee. I grinned. “Does he look into your eyes when you’re chatting or does his gaze wander down all the time?”

Justine giggled and scoffed. “He’s no worse than other guys like that. He’s about average.”

“Haha I’m sure. It would make his year if he ever got a look at your boobs baby. You should flash him at the bedroom window one day,” Keith suggested. His tone was joking at first but ended measured and almost serious.

Justine’s blush fired up.

Keith’s did too.

“Is that something you’d want?” Justine asked.

Keith swallowed. “I don’t know, it just came out.  I’m not sure how I’d feel about you actually doing it baby.”

“No, me either. It’s an exciting idea though,” Justine went on searchingly. “I show him as much as I can as it is. I wear my garden denims for him and they nearly show everything. They barely cover my nipples.”

“Oh right, so you do wear them like that for him? Without a top underneath?”

Justine nodded, biting her little grimace. “I’ve been waiting for you to say something Keith. I’ve been showing more and more with the tops I’ve been buying, waiting for you to say when to stop.”

“Aw fuck baby, you look so good though. I mean your tits are..!”

“Yes they’re young and firm and they’re not going to look this good for ever, and especially if you get me pregnant and I have to feed a baby and they get all big and stretched and they go saggy,” Justine pouted.

“I mean girls only get a narrow window in their lives to look picture perfect and I don’t want to cover up and hide from men’s eyes. I loved showing Mr Norris my bare butt just then. It’s not going to be this small and firm for much longer either, you know!”

“Yeah I know,” Keith gulped again. “Fuck!”

His wife had edged close and was stroking his chest through his open shirt. “So yes, I’ve been showing as much of my boobs as I can to Mr Norris for ages now and I love the way he always comes outside when I do.

“And yes, his eyes flash to my boobs all the time when we’re chatting over the fence, but that’s because I thrust them at him and invite him to look, so it’s hardly his fault.”

“Okay,” Keith muttered. He drew a breath. “This is good then, we’re both on the same page, if not for exactly the same reason.”

Justine turned away to finish buttering her toast. “So this is interesting then. That was my reason pretty clearly explained, now how about yours?”

“Ha, my reason eh? That’s a good one,” Keith scoffed and stirred his coffee. He grabbed a packet of biscuits and they moved to the dining table.

“I don’t fully understand my reason for wanting other men to enjoy your amazing looks baby. I just feel proud and kind of superior, being the guy you married and the one who gets to take you to bed at the end of the day. I get what you’re saying about feeling as attractive as you’re ever going to be as a woman, but I never think about that.”

“Hmm well look at any advertisement for skimpy female clothing and the age of the model. Everyone knows your early twenties are a girl’s closing window. I’ll be twenty-five in a few months and I’m lucky I look a bit younger. I don’t get carded at the club any more though.”

Keith nodded, acknowledging what his wife was saying. It was true she wouldn’t pass for 18 anymore. He thought she looked amazing and was so pretty, but yes her time as a girl was coming to an end, and she’d had her contraceptive implant removed recently and could easily fall pregnant if they weren’t careful. And then yes, a beautiful glowing young mother!

“I think mine’s more about attitude now that I think about it,” Keith started explaining something he’d been thinking about a bit lately.

“I think the reason I like Mr Norris getting looks at you is because you’re of a mind to flash for him and that’s so fucking sexy baby. It’s so different to anything I ever imagined before we met and you blew me away with your nipples showing through your tops and dresses. I just love that you do that and I can’t get enough of it.”

Justine smiled through her blush staring at him.

Keith shook his head incredulously. “I’d have you walking round topless if I had my way. You’d be completely topless next to me in the car and walking along the street and doing shopping in the cold storage aisle with your nipples hard.”

His wife giggled. “In the cold storage aisle huh?”

“Hell yeah, the way they’re always at attention under your tops when we’re getting the frozen, and the way any guy in the shop can’t help zooming to them. I’ll give you the age thing; any girl 18 to 25 should be strongly encouraged to go shopping topless.”

Justine glared defiantly. “Yes and guys too, don’t forget. All card-carrying gym junky males under 35 should be required to wear nice pants and shoes and remain topless at all times round the office.”

“Haha fair enough, lucky I’m only a casual at the gym and not card-carrying,” Keith laughed.

“Yes that is lucky,” Justine agreed with a grin as she sipped tea.

“Oh okay, I get it. Nice. Although your luck’s about to change when drill sergeant Boyd gets here in the morning and will probably rip his shirt off right away and head down the back to the parallel bars.”

“Oh god don’t even tease me about that Keith! He always does that in his khaki pants and army boots and bare upper body. You’ve got no idea!”

“Oh right, so you’ve seen him doing it?”

“Um yes I’ve seen him. It’s hard not to watch! I’m sure he does it on purpose!”

“I’m sure he would have baby. What, so he’d come home for a visit and you’d be here and he’d put on a show for you?”

“Well no, the other way around; he’s always come home on leave and anytime I visited would happen to be exactly when he was due to do another work out. And there would be me and Mum staring out the window mesmerised by his tattoos flexing and quivering. Oh my god, stop me please!”

Keith chuckled. “What’s to stop baby. Sounds like I might have to get your dong again in a minute is all.”

Justine narrowed her eyes at him. “Hmm, so you can see why the topless shopping girls and businessman thing could be fraught with danger. People screwing in the checkouts and elevators everywhere; and why I’m probably being unfair to Mr Norris teasing him the way I do!”

“Oh no way love, you’re not being unfair to Mr Norris. He’d be over there every night jerking off thinking about your tits. I know I used to between dates when we first met.”

Justine’s mouth opened. She blinked. “You used to jerk off thinking about my tits?”

Keith thought for a second and opened his phone. He pulled up an image from one of the first occasions he’d visited Justine at her apartment. He showed it to her. “I didn’t have to imagine while I was beating off baby.”

The image was of Justine bending forward and pressing her boobs together with her arms straight and her hands on her knees. She was in a low-cut top showing deep cleavage and her nipples were prominent.

“Oh my god I remember you taking that picture. You scumbag!” she giggled and expanded it. “Ooh that is naughty, isn’t it?”

Keith took his phone back. “Aw damn it baby, still works for me.”

“Hmm yes exactly, and you’d better keep pictures before um..!” Justine looked down her robe and shook her head. “Seriously, I think these might have peaked a year ago, figuratively speaking. I don’t know how much longer I’m going to get away with not wearing a bra.”

Keith leant to his side and had a look with her. “How about seriously doing it then baby. Do you want to show them to Mr Norris?”

Justine bit her lip and blushed excitedly.

“Do you want to go topless in the window for him?” Keith pressed. “Just stand there for a minute brushing your hair or something and let him have a proper look?”

“You mean completely topless?’ Justine squeaked.

Keith checked out the dining room window. “Yeah. He’s still there. The blind’s up to about your shoulder height. You could stand in front of the window in pyjama pants and he’d see your tits without seeing your face. You could pretend you don’t know he’s looking.”

“Mmm, and you really want me to?” Justine uttered. “I’d love to do it if you let me. Or if you let him, I should say.”

Keith gulped. The idea was filling him with angst and excitement.

“Yeah I really want you to baby, and I want to let him look at you. I want other men to enjoy how beautiful my wife is and to look down from her pretty face and see her tits,” he said and lowered her robe from her shoulders.

Justine had put on pyjama pants ready for bed. They were short stretchy pink ones. She took her arms out of the sleeves of her robe and let it fall away behind her. “So right now?” she asked.

“Yeah right now while he’s still there and before I lose my nerve,” Keith encouraged.

He stepped back and took Justine’s hand. She stood and let him lead her back towards the bedroom. He stopped her just inside the door and peeped through the side of the blind.

“Yeah he’s right there baby, I’ll just watch from here,” he whispered.

Justine picked up her hairbrush from the dresser and approached. Her eyes were glazed with submission. She walked past Keith and into full view of the window with the curtains open and blind raised to the height of her shoulders.

She faced the window and started brushing her hair. Her bare tits were covered in goosebumps and her nipples were tight.

Keith watched the neighbour glance and then look harder. He craned his neck to look more closely.

“Yeah that’s it baby, he’s watching.”

“Uh huh, I can feel his eyes,” Justine whispered back.

Mr Norris picked up his phone and aimed it then clicked.

“Fuck yeah, he’s filming you baby. This is perfect.”

Justine continued brushing her long dark hair letting it fall forward over one shoulder and lightly caressing that tit.

Keith looked up from her tits to meet her eyes. They were still glazed and fixed upon him. “Is he still filming?”

Keith checked again, squinting through the gap at the edge of the blind and seeing clearly.

“Yeah, he’s aiming his phone close like he’s zooming in.”

Justine collected her hair and brushed her nipple. She tilted her head and tossed her hair to the other side, pausing to cup the tit’s she’d just revealed giving her nipple a squeeze, then she resumed brushing her hair as it caressed her other tit now.”

“Yeah that’s it, show him baby,” Keith groaned watching through the edge of the blind.

Justine stopped brushing and gathered her hair, holding it up and thrusting her bare tits forward. She twisted one way at the hips and stretched this way and that. She extended her arms behind her back and stretched again, dropping her brush on the bed.

She looked down at her tits like she was inspecting them and cupped one and rubbed down over the nipple. She cupped the other one as well and circled both nipples with her thumbs. “Mmm I’m so horny tonight,” she uttered loud enough for the neighbour to hear.

She rubbed down her belly with both hands, pressing her tits together with her arms and spreading her fingers either side of her pyjama pants crotch.

She flopped back on the bed and scooted around to be side-on to the window with her head hidden between the pillows.

The neighbour had ducked to the side out of sight but was craning his neck to see again. He held his phone up and in position to continue filming.

Keith stopped watching him and turned to watch his wife writhe and moan on the bed with her hand down the front of her pyjama shorts and her fingers squelching in her pussy. She frigged herself as her pretty head was buried between the pillows and her bare tits were shuddering and jiggling. Her raspberry peaks were tight and pointing at the ceiling.

Keith stood there massaging his cock in his pants watching mesmerised as his wife put on a show for their lonely old neighbour. He crept back to the door and watched from there.

“Uh huh, huh,” she moaned out loud and convulsed, and he went to the window and pulled the blind down, crawled on the bed with his cock in his hand and jerked off onto her tits.

She was writhing her thighs together with a hand still down her pants and the other arm holding a pillow over her face. She kept her chest thrust forward whilst Keith slapped her tits and rubbed his cum over them.

Justine’s phone buzzed and lit up with a text on the bedside table. Keith noticed the name, Boyd. Justine felt for the phone and picked it up and clicked it on with the message:

Hey Jailbait you all good to pick me up at the airport in the morning? Flight JS176 at 09.45. Can’t wait to see ya xx

Keith gulped. “Jailbait?”

Justine rolled her eyes. “Don’t ask!”

***


Part 2: Man of Steel

Chapter 1

Justine

I was in the habit of waking up early for work and being a Saturday made no difference. I slipped out of bed and left my husband snoring away. It was a sultry summer night and the sun wasn’t  up yet.

I took my coffee out onto the back steps and sat to enjoy the coolish air against my skin.

I wore little flannelette shorts and nothing up top. I always sleep topless, and the shorts are a just a habit I’ve not broken. I used to wear a t-shirt to bed but that’d get taken off me all the time by my husband anyway, so I stopped wearing one.

Plus I like being topless around the house. It feels free and sexy and it’s comfortable in hot weather. Guys do it all the time so why not girls, right?

My boobs are firm C-cups and my nipples long and very easily aroused. I was still flushed with excitement having shown them to our neighbour last night. I’d shown Mr Norris my boobs through the sides of my bib and brace overalls and through the arm holes of my singlet tops but never completely like last night.

Standing in front of my bedroom window topless had been so natural and perfect. I didn’t feel nervous at all. It was like I was finally doing what I was supposed to be doing, letting the man see my breasts properly after he’s tried so hard to peep at them.

I’ve always been fascinated and so excited by the attention my developing boobs have gotten from guys and how much grown men are distracted by them now they’re developed. It’s like my super power. I could turn intelligent men into idiots and big strong ones into push-overs.

Wow. Talk about ‘girl’ power. My girls make men drool and give them erections and I love it.

It was going to be so much more fun and exciting after the talk Keith and I had last night too. He had gotten aroused watching me show my boobs to Mr Norris and what he’d said about wishing he could make me go topless in public was more than I ever dared dream about.

Oh my god I was so in tune with this. Right now was the first time I’d ever left the house completely topless and it felt so natural. Of course the only other house in view was Mr Norris’s next door. It was in total darkness this early in the morning, but I was still topless outside and felt thrilled to be so.

It’s too bad we were having a visitor stay this weekend. I’d have to temper this newfound freedom until he was gone. It was only going to be a few days though and I’d be picking up from here as soon as the guy left, for sure.

I went inside and checked on Boyd’s room. I had opened the window a few days ago to air it out and had made up the bed with fresh linen. It was a pain having another guy coming to stay after it had taken so long to get my little brother to move out.

Keith and I were still technically newlyweds, we’d been married six months and needed our privacy.

I made Keith a coffee and took it to him in bed. He needed to wake up as he was working today. He managed a sporting goods shop and always worked Saturdays.

I put his coffee mug on the bedside table and got back into bed. My husband had a morning woody, so I scooted down under the covers and sucked him into my mouth. Hopefully my mouth was still hot from the coffee I’d just finished and felt nice for him to wake up to.

“Uh yeah fuck,” he groaned and gripped the back of my head. It sure seemed like it felt nice for him.

I bobbed my head and sucked and bobbed and sucked until he cried out and thrust. I moaned with my mouth full of throbbing spurting cock; my favourite way to start the day, although usually before coffee hehe.

He ejaculated a nice big load for me. Oh my god I’d swallowed so much semen these past six months. Keith liked it when watching TV at night too. I often went down in his lap and sucked out his evening load as well. It was kind of a thing each morning and evening to give my new husband a release either in my mouth or all over me when he pulled out from fucking me.

We were using the pull-out method for contraception and were both happy with the risk of that failing and getting me preggers. During the safest times of my cycle I didn’t make him pull out at all.

I was still sucking and slowly bobbing my head until he went soft. My mouth was still full of cum. I swallowed and squeezed off and kissed the head then scooted up for a cuddle.

“Aw fuck, thank you baby, that was amazing. You’re the best.”

“Mmm you’re welcome bad husband. You must have been expecting to get an extra long one of those this morning after making me go topless for Mr Norris last night. I’m sure that was your evil plan,” I smiled into a kiss.

“Haha yeah sure that’s definitely going to be an evil plan from now on.”

I got out of bed and lifted the roller blind. “There’s no lights on yet. I could start getting changed here in front of the window from now on.”

“Yeah, he’ll soon work that out baby. That’s one of his spare rooms there facing us and he could watch through the blind without you knowing. He’ll probably start sitting there all day waiting for the next chance.”

“Hmm that’d be fun, I could do strip teases for him, pretending not to notice him there even if I knew. If I keep the blind here like you had it last night he won’t be able to see my face to know how excited I am.”

“Yeah that window’s a perfect height for it. He’ll be able to see your tits and your butt, and your pussy when you face him.”

I shifted a full-length mirror from against the wall and positioned it so I could use it standing in front of the window. I modelled in it side-on to the window. I liked to spend time modelling my clothing in the mirror so that was going to be fun.

“Would you like our neighbour to see my pussy too Keith? Should I trim my bush a bit more for him?”

“Yeah I dunno, your bush is cute and it’s sparse enough to see through anyway. I wouldn’t mind Mr Norris getting looks down there every now and then too. It’s a great view from behind as well so he might have gotten a bit of a flash yesterday.”

“Mmm do you think?” I was looking at my butt in the mirror. My hips are womanly and there’s a broad gap between my thighs. My pussy does show from behind if I flare my hips, which I hadn’t done yesterday. “I’d have to do it deliberately to show him from behind.”

“Oh right. Well that’s up to you if you want to baby. I’m fully on board with however far you want to go flashing the guy.”

I smiled at my bad husband. “I’m glad this excites you Keith. I feel like I almost have a duty to let Mr Norris enjoy looking at my body and hopefully fantasising about doing things with me. The poor guy, his wife sounds like she was such a bitch dumping him. It serves her right if he gets to look at a younger woman, since there’s no way in the world I’d do this if she was there!”

I pushed down my pyjama pants and stepped out of them. “Oh fuck yeah,” my husband groaned and I smiled at him again.

I turned my back to him and deliberately flared my hips whilst thrusting my boobs towards the window and feeling them.

“Oh yeah that’s a very good view from behind baby. Are you still open from the dong last night?”

“No, I just feel a bit swollen and aroused in general at the moment. I’m probably ovulating or something, I don’t know. Or it’s just all this naughty talk.”

“You look wet,” my husband said and reached over to touch me. “Ooh yeah, slick as,” he groaned rubbing into me and smearing my juices. “You’ll probably get wet every time you strip in front of the window yeah?”

“Hmm probably. I suppose it’s only natural for my body to prepare itself if I’m going to show it to a man. It’s necessary in case he wants me and I can’t stop him.”

“Aw fuck yeah, imagine that. The old fucker losing it and jumping the fence and climbing in the window to get at you,” my husband groaned, pulling me back onto the bed and pinning me down to kiss me.

He cupped my pussy and his fingers went in. We swirled tongues and he frowned at the taste of his cum still in my mouth I guess. I was imagining Mr Norris crawling through my window and how submissive I’d probably be for him. I’ve always been hopeless at resisting horny men and that was worrying me more than usual today.

“So I have to pick Boyd up at the airport at 9.30. You’d better either stop doing that or do it properly,” I warned my husband. “Don’t tease me to the edge and leave me there for him!”

Keith kissed his way down over my belly and sucked on my clit and lashed it whilst working his fingers in and out. I stared out the open blind at the neighbour’s house and reached orgasm quickly. Keith kept his fingers up me and let me throb on them, caressing my clit with his tongue.

He knew enough to bring me to orgasm but didn’t understand yet that there were other levels I could get to from here. He always backed off and brought me down after my first peak.

“Mmm thank you husband, that was so nice,” I told him. Of course I was going to be on edge all day now but we’d only been together 18 months and he’d come a long way learning about my body and mind in that time. There was no need to rush, better to let him experiment and learn for himself, was my attitude.

I was so excited and amazed with this step we were taking, showing my body to another man. How to turn an orgasm into next level could wait till at least our first anniversary I figured. Maybe bring up the topic that night if he didn’t find his way there by then.

And in return I’d keep sucking him dry twice a day with my pussy or mouth and either swallow every drop of his semen or rub it into my tits for him.

“I’m not sure what I’m supposed to wear with Boyd staying with us Keithy?”’

We were getting dressed and I was sorting through my wardrobe. I liked wearing breezy dresses in summer but all my casual ones were quite revealing up top without a bra. Either showing cleavage or from the side, or like this and stretchy and showing my nipples when aroused.

I usually wore a bra when I went out anywhere. “I guess I just have to keep my bra on all day,” I pouted.

Keith squeezed my shoulders and looked over my shoulder at me in the mirror. “I guess if you’re worried about him baby? I’m all good with any men seeing your tits, not just Mr Norris. As long as you’re comfortable showing them.”

“Hmm I don’t think Boyd would actually try anything,” I uttered blushing guiltily. I knew what would happen if he did but surely he wouldn’t.

“That dress would be fine to wear to the airport without a bra, wouldn’t it baby? It isn’t cut that low or anything.”

“No, the cut’s fine but it’s clingy and you can see my nipples through it as soon as they become aroused or if I walk down the cold storage aisle at the shop apparently!” I giggled into a kiss.

“Haha yeah, and your tits jiggle nice in that kind of dress too, but surely that’s okay in the 21st century?”

“Hmm it’s okay by me if it is by my husband,” I said and turned back around to model the dress.

Keith left me to shower and shave and get ready for work. I checked out the window but there was no sign of movement next door so I pulled on my dress and panties and went down to cook breakfast.


Chapter 2

Justine

I was getting lots of looks, well a lot more than normal as I walked from the parking station to the airport terminal. I was wearing heels and the way I walk in them my boobs jiggle and shudder quite a lot.

My nipples were aroused and getting plenty of male attention. Women too! Some with excited looks others disapproving.

I wasn’t early on purpose and found my counterpart waiting with his army duffle and in full fatigues as usual.

I didn’t know how to think of Boyd other than a counterpart. His father and my mother were together but that had nothing to do with us. He was no brother or stepbrother to me. His looks have always been completely sexual and I was guilty of feeling the same way about him.

Luckily he was way too old for me when our parents got together. I was 15 and he’d just turned 30. And now at 25 I didn’t feel the age gap so much but he still teased me like he’d done from the start.

“How’s it going Jailbait?” he greeted and pulled me into a hug.

“I’m going fine thanks meat head. You’re looking older, what’s with all the grey?”

“Na that’s just worry. I was fine yesterday until I started thinking about coming to stay with you. Went grey overnight.”

“Oh really, there’s room at our parents’ place.”

“Yeah naa, rather put up with you,” the guy said keeping me hugged to his side and squeezing as he looked down at my boobs deliberately for the first time. “You a bit cold there Jailbait?”

I rolled my eyes away. It had taken the guy all of twenty seconds and one cheeky grin to get me off balance.

“Na just kidding. You’re looking great Jaily. Married life’s obviously agreeing with you. What’s your fella’s name again, Ken is it?”

“Keith, thanks Boy. And yes being married is agreeing with me. I’m loving it. What about you, any special ladies to report on yet? You’re seriously not getting any younger.”

“Ha yeah as if. Made it to three dates with one a few months ago and got one on long distance at the mo but haven’t met her yet.”

“Well what are you doing here? Go and meet her!”

“I can’t, she’s still married or whatever. Hasn’t broken it off fully yet and you know how that often plays out. I’ll wait and see what she ends up deciding I reckon. For now I’ve got some plumbing to do and I got hot little Jailbait to keep me company, haven’t I?”

“Hmm, I’m not exactly jailbait anymore if you haven’t noticed.”

“Ooh I don’t know about that, you’re still taboo and looking good.”

I laughed and got rib-clutched and tickled before squirming away.

My nipples weren’t softening at all. Boyd’s eyes were flashing to them all the time as we chatted and drove. I was thrilled to be getting looked over by another big strong man but that was the problem with Boyd, he got to me so easily and always has.

When we got home he left me to go get settled in his room and check out the plumbing work he needed to do. His room had its own entry from the backyard and I kept checking for him to appear like I was suddenly young and immature enough to actually be jailbait again.

Finally he came out shirtless in his army pants and boots and started doing pull-ups and contorting his body in different ways as he lifted to the parallel bars.

He was in the sun and it glistened from his muscles and tattoos. I stood gawking out my kitchen window with my hand up the skirt of my dress. I was completely slick and squelching as I rubbed my clit through my panties. 

Oh my god it was happening again with this guy and I couldn’t stop myself. I decided it wasn’t fair though. Just because he’s male and I’m female!

I keep my gardening overalls in the laundry. I stripped off my sweaty dress and pulled them on. They were blue denim and bib and brace style. They were originally long pants but I’d cut them off so they were now jean shorts with a bib up the front that just reached my nipples.

There were denim shoulder straps that had buckles attaching to studs and the studs were right on my nipples, so above that was just the buckles and shoulder straps.

There were no sides at all to the overalls as you were supposed to wear a shirt under them. The bib really only covered my nipples and my boobs were fully on display from the sides. The bib was also cut in a V-shape so you could see down between my boobs as well.

I was as close to being topless as possible and pulled on my gardening boots and walked outside and started watering my plants.

Boyd looked and did a double take. He dropped down from his pull-up bar and strolled over with his water bottle. “Holy shit Jailbait, that’s a cute outfit.”

I flicked the stream of water from the hose and got him. He laughed and jumped back.

I was blushing and smiling. I looked down at myself then back at him. “Well you’re topless too and yours are nearly as big as mine.”

He looked down at himself and flexed his pecs, one then the other. “Yeah true that. Yours are hotter though.”

I glared defiantly. “Depends if you’re a girl or a man, doesn’t it?”

My stepfamily counterpart sipped his water and moved around me. He kept his eyes on my boobs. I was tingling all over. “I think I’ve seen you in a bikini twice before, Jaily. They look bigger like this.”

“Well I can assure you they’re not, it’s an illusion because there’s no side to this. It shows all the way underneath and makes them look bigger.”

“Yeah well like I said, way hotter than mine. Only it’s not fair.”

“What isn’t fair?”

The guy was grinning. He shrugged and motioned with the straw of his drink bottle, nearly touching one of the buckles holding up my bib.

“I’ve never seen your nipples Jailbait. That’s a tease having them just covered like that.”

“Hmm really?” I smiled. “I think I’m showing enough though, don’t you?”

“Yeah I dunno,” Boyd said, sipping from his straw and still circling me but this time he stopped at my other shoulder and looked down over it.

“I guess as a faithful married lady now you shouldn’t be showing any more than that, but I saw you before you even met Ken. I definitely saw you first,” the guy groaned and circled back to the other shoulder again.

“Keith.”

“Huh?”

“My husband, his name’s Keith!”

“Oh right. Yeah Keith, that’s what I said wasn’t it?”

The man gulped. Oh it was exciting effecting him as obviously as this. He was a drill sergeant going nose to nose with army recruits and shouting them down. He was built like a man of steel and towered over me and right now he couldn’t think straight.

“You could see my nipples through my dress before. I felt you looking,” I uttered.

“Yeah, couldn’t help staring Jaily. Sorry. I never saw them though, just the outline.

“Hmm Isn’t that enough?”

Boyd gulped. “No not quite but I shouldn’t be doing this. I’ve got to respect you’re married now. I have in the past because of our parents and that kind of making us… you know?”

“No, I don’t agree it makes us related at all. It’d be different if we were kids growing up together. We’ve never even lived under the same roof. Actually tonight will be the first time we’ve ever even slept in the same house,” I pointed out.

“Oh yeah true.” The guy smiled down over one of my shoulders again. “So yeah not any kind of taboo sibling but still jailbait,” he chuckled.

“Hmm, maybe for the first few years but not since I turned eighteen.”

“Oh yeah and when was that, last birthday?”

I rolled my eyes but knew he was joking. He knew how old I was.

“Damn it Jailbait, I still shouldn’t be thinking what I’m thinking here right now. That little bib thing you got going on there can’t be legal.”

I breathed. I thought of what Keith said about making me go topless in public and that he didn’t mind which man saw my boobs. If it was alright for Mr Norris, who was in his yard and continually looking over, what’s the diff?

I had a fun idea.

“So um Boyd…?”

He gulped. “Yeah?”

“Um if I was going to let you see one nipple only, which one would you pick, left or right?’

The guy rubbed his jaw. “Fuck Jailbait, seriously?”

“Uh huh, if you had to go to jail for looking at two but you were allowed to look at one, which one would you pick, the left one?” I asked looking down at my left boob. “Or this one?” I asked in my best non-blonde bimbo voice and pointed to my right boob.

The guy gained composure and grinned. “Which is more sensitive when licked and played with?”

My blush deepened. “Hmm not saying, you have to choose.”

“Haha and when I do, you’ll undo the buckle and let your bib fall down on that side? You’re not saying just a peep, right?”

I drew a big breath and held it, shaking my head. “You can undo the buckle yourself if you like? But just one of them and I hope you pick the right one because one is way more sensitive than the other.”

I had twisted the hose nozzle off and stood with my boobs thrust forward. My stepfamily counterpart stood facing me rubbing his hands together in glee. “So with one of them the electric shock goes to your head and with the other it shoots down, yeah?”

I nodded and bit my smile. “You could say that.”

Boyd hooked a finger under each shoulder strap and pulled them a little, taking the weight of them. He slid his hooked fingers down and up and down. I held my breath.

He looked up and I met his eyes but couldn’t help glancing back down at my right boob, giving myself away.

I looked back up with my blush deepening. He held my eyes and released my left shoulder strap. He took hold of the stud on the right side of my bib with his fingers going under it and touching my nipple and sending a bolt of electricity straight to my pussy.

He unhooked the buckle and lowered that side of my bib. “Oh fuck yeah,” he groaned. “That’s a nice tittie Jailbait.

“Uh huh, huh,” I panted out the sound and my chest shuddered making my tits wobble.

I couldn’t help myself and had no idea what I was thinking but I felt the guy’s pecs with both hands. He responded and felt my tits, both of them. One through my bib and the other bare.

I squeezed against the flex of his and he squeezed mine and thumbed across my nipples, one thumb beneath the bib and buckle still done up.

“Yeah Jaily, I did see you first, right?”

I swallowed and took a breath. “I don’t even know what that’s supposed to mean. This is just crazy.”

I stopped what I was doing and my fingers trailed down through the definition of his abs to the belt of his camouflage pants where I hooked my fingers in the belt loops.

I stared down at him feeling my tits. The one buckle was still done up and he was feeling that one underneath. I was mesmerised by the tingles surging all through me and numbing my head whilst heating my pussy and weakening my knees.

I looked to my side and saw Mr Norris hiding in the doorway of his garden shed watching intently.

There was movement just beneath my hand. A bulge was forming to one side of Boyd’s pants and poking slightly upright. I looked down at it and he did too then met my eyes.

“Don’t worry Jaily, I won’t try anything more than this. I’m well used to jerking myself off. I’ll go do that in a minute. It’s nice to be allowed to look at you like this; to touch you. Fuck I’ve dreamed about it.”

“Mmm I know, me too. I’ve always felt like jailbait to you though. You’re right about that. I’m not a kid anymore and you’re allowed to look at me all you want.”

“Oh yeah?” Boyd grinned and lowered his hands to my hips to hold me in front of him.

“Yes, you’re allowed to look at them, or that one anyway,” I teased, “if you’d like to think about me with one side of my bib down like this while you’re jerking off?”

“Oh fuck!”

“Or if you’d like to take a photo?” I asked sweetly and pressed my boobs together with my arms and looked down and up from them.

Boyd took his phone from a pocket down the leg of his pants. I smiled for the photo then turned away. He grabbed me from behind and kept me from leaving just yet.

He held me around the waist with one man of steel arm and felt my bare tit with his other hand. He squeezed it and pulled on my nipple. I relaxed back against him and just watched what he was doing.

His hand was rough and so strong but gentle. He cupped my tit and felt the weight of it. He kneaded it and caressed down and up over the nipple. He pinched my nipple harder and pulled on it whilst I held his hips behind my back and thrust my chest upward.

I could feel his erection against my butt and wondered if he was going to take me. I was definitely wet enough with all the tingling going on between my legs. “Are you going to have sex with me?” I asked. “You’re not allowed to get me pregnant if you do, okay?”

“Haha, what? It’s up to me?” the man groaned against my ear whilst continuing to roll my nipple between his thumb and forefinger.

“Mmm I don’t know, you’re too big and strong for me to stop you if you try,” I uttered and squirmed back on his cock.

“Right, so that’s what you want then? You want me to fuck you?”

I breathed. “Um no I don’t want you to Boyd. I’m supposed to be married and only letting my husband. I can’t help it when you do that though. You’re only supposed to be looking, not touching.”

“Aw fuck Jaily, you’d better go yeah. I’m not gonna be able to stop myself.”

I was released and walked on tingly legs peering back over my shoulder at my stepfamily counterpart standing there with his hand over his cock with a hungry look for me in his eyes.


Chapter 3

Justine

I went straight to the lounge and slumped on it then stared at the blank TV screen. I still had the side of my bib down and one tit out.

I took a photo of myself like that and text it to my husband at work: oops my buckle came undone.

My phone rang immediately. I answered it: “Hello.”

“Fuck baby don’t do it up!” my husband groaned.

I took a breath. “I watched Boyd do his pull-ups then I touched his chest and let him touch mine.”

“Aw jeez,” my husband whimpered anxiously.

“And I let him pick one side to undo as a tease but it backfired and now he’s gone to his room to jerk off Keith. He had a hard-on in his pants so I let him take a photo like this and he’s probably jerking off to it right now.”

“Oh fuck yeah baby, I bet he is. You look so fucking hot and naughty with just the one side down.”

I breathed. “I thought he was going to fuck me Keith. It’s not his fault though, I’m throwing myself at him after what we did flashing Mr Norris last night. I couldn’t help myself and flashed Boyd too and he grabbed me.”

“Aw hell baby, where is he now? I’ve got to go see to a customer.”

“No it’s fine. He’s out the back or in his room. I’m okay now, I’ll keep away from him until you get home and we can talk.”

“Alright, this is crazy baby but I gotta go!”

I clicked off my phone and went and had a drink of water. I was still in a daze and couldn’t help myself sneaking down the hallway to the internal door of Boyd’s bedroom.

It was cracked open and I could hear him in there. I peeped through the crack and saw he was on his back on the bed stroking his cock. I bit down on a whimper and watched fascinated.

He was holding his phone in one hand and jerking off with the other. He had a lovely big cock, the broad eyelet in the head puckered with each stroke.

I was looking from over his shoulder and down his body, which was ripped taut and glistening sweat. I could see the picture of myself clearly on his phone screen.

The man was snarling and started to grunt. “Nyah!” he cried out and stopped jerking as thick ropes of semen lashed his stomach and chest, the creamy puddle settled in the gullies of his muscles.

I had my hand over my mouth and my pussy was tingling wildly. My one bare tit was pressed against the doorframe.

I wanted to go and lick him clean. I watched his stomach muscles tense and quiver. I so wanted to go and lick through the furrows and slurp up his cum. I had a boyfriend once who was ripped and I loved doing that, sucking him until he was ready then jerking him off onto his stomach and licking it up.

Boyd’s cock was lying there still gently throbbing. He searched on the floor for a khaki t-shirt and reached it but saw me spying through the cracked open door. “Hey Jailbait, you’re back eh?”

I bit my lip and blushed guiltily.

The guy looked at his creamed stomach and spent penis then back at me. He grinned. “See anything you like?”

I nodded. “Can I have a little taste please?”

“Ooh yeah, you like cum do you?”

“Uh huh, very much.”

I approached and got on my knees. I held my hair aside and bent and licked through one of the pillows of muscle and gathered the thickest of the pools of cum and slurped it and swallowed. The man groaned his pleasure and I licked up another rope of cum and slurped the pool of it.

I licked some from his chest and slurped that up and kissed and sucked some thick globs from his side then kept my hair out of the way whilst licking up more from the pillows of definition down his stomach. The taste was strong of cum and man of steel sweat.

I looked at his penis lying there. His bush was trimmed. The head of it protruded above the hair and was resting in another pool of semen.

I carefully licked around and beneath the head, slurping up the cum. The head lifted from his stomach as the shaft flexed. I nosed it out of the way and licked his skin clean.

Boyd was up on his elbows watching me. I touched his balls with a fingernail. “Do you shave these?” I asked curiously. They were smooth and bald.

He nodded and drew a breath. “Women seem to like ‘em smooth and hairless. Better for sucking on apparently.”

“Hmm I see.” I cupped and squeezed both balls and stroked with my thumb. I held them and lowered to touch the base of his cock with my pointed tongue. I caressed up the underside of the shaft whilst holding the man’s eyes.

I licked around the crown and kissed the side of the head, sucking softly on it and gathering a drop of semen seeping from the eyelet.

I took the head of his cock into my mouth and sucked down the shaft as he thrust, but I only sucked it once then took it from my mouth and squeezed and sucked the eyelet again.

“No I’m not doing that you bad man,” I scolded.

I kept hold of his cock and felt it flex as I licked his stomach and cleaned it of any trace of semen. There was more on his other side.

I leant right over and licked up those globs and ate them.

“I’ll do this for you while you’re here if you like Boyd but I’m not sure about anything else. I don’t want you to fuck me unless I say so. I know you can, and if you try I’ll let you, but I’m supposed to be married and it’s all so confusing.”

Boyd stroked my hair. “I’ve had to control myself and resist fucking you every time we’ve hung out together Jailbait. I wouldn’t go through with it unless you wanted it.”

“Mmm well I do want it of course, but I’m not supposed to and have to say no to going that far.” I smiled and wiggled my brows whilst nibbling the head of his cock.

“I can do this much though,” I said and sucked half his length and bobbed once and popped it from my mouth again. “Just to clean up that is.”

I kissed my way down the underside to the base and nuzzled his balls and had a little suck on one of them too. I did a big lick up his shaft, first on one side then the other and I couldn’t resist sucking the head again.

“Mmm hmm,” I moaned my pleasure and swirled my tongue round the ridge of the crown then frowned up as his shaft flexed and throbbed and more semen leaked out.

“Aw fuck yeah Jailbait.”

“Mmm bad boy,” I scolded and gulped that little bit down then sucked the eyelet again.

I licked his stomach all over and up to his chest again, cleaning any taste of semen.

“Will you tell me when you’re going to jerk off again and let me watch?” I asked sweetly. “I’m the lady of the house after all and my new rule is that no semen is allowed to go to waste,” I smiled and got up.

I fixed my shoulder strap where one side of my bib was still hanging down.

“Meantime I’m going to talk to my husband and see if he wants to change any other rules about what male visitors and voyeurs can do with me.”

***


Part 3: Duty of Care

Chapter 1

The sporting goods shop Keith managed closed at 2pm on a Saturday, so he was able to rush the lock-up and get home by 3pm.

He didn’t know what to expect. It had been hours since he’d heard from his wife. She’d text about going topless for their visitor and him grabbing hold of her.

Keith couldn’t even imagine the guy Boyd, who was 15 years older than Justine. Her mother and his father were a couple so, like, they weren’t related. But with their parents being together and the difference in their ages it had always made the situation taboo.

Boyd had eyes all over Justine whenever they bumped into each other, but it was surprising to hear he’d taken only a couple of hours alone with her to cross the line and grab hold of her.

The idea of another man grabbing hold of Keith’s wife thrilled him. It was the complete opposite to what he should have felt, being married only six months, still newlywed. And his very conservative upbringing dictated he should know that was wrong.

He should have felt anger if the guy forced himself on Justine and heartbroken if she allowed him to seduce her.

Keith was experiencing none of that. He loved getting Justine to pose topless at the open bedroom window last night with the old guy from next door watching, and the idea of her older male friend seeing her tits and feeling her up had his cock flexing in his pants all afternoon.

Keith’s new bride was clearly still available to other men to look at and touch, and he was thrilled with fear this man staying with them might have even fucked her by now.

Damn it. Was he really hoping for that? He thought he was as he charged into the house and went in search of his wife.

She wasn’t in the living room or kitchen. He saw out the kitchen window that Boyd was down the backyard digging, so he’d probably started on the plumbing job he was supposed to be doing.

Keith went up the hall and stopped in the bedroom doorway to the sight of Justine lying asleep on the bed in nothing but a pair of panties. She was on her back with her tits rising and falling. The thin mesh curtain was gently billowing on the summer afternoon breeze. The window was open and the blind was fully raised.

Keith slipped off his shoes and crept to the edge of the window and peeped out to see their neighbour Mr Norris sitting at his outdoor table. He had a perfect view of his sleeping wife. The guy would’ve easily been able to see her tits and panties, her pretty face too.

Keith squeezed her foot and her eyes opened. Her smile was instant.

She got up on her elbows and looked out the window then at her tits and back to the window and their neighbour obviously returning her look. “Hi Mr Norris, I didn’t know you were still there,” Justine uttered.

“No love I poked my head out and saw you again. I couldn’t resist watching you. Hope that’s not too creepy?”

“Hmm it is a little bit but I’ll forgive you,” Justine smiled. “I’m pleased to hear you couldn’t resist.”

“Oh what man could love? Those are amazing, I feel so privileged you show them to me.”

Justine sat up and thrust her tits. She smiled at the guy teasingly. “Would you like to try and reach again?”

Keith heard the man gulp. “Indeed I would.”

Justine flashed Keith a defiant glare and sprung off the bed to thrust her bare tits out the open window. Keith saw the old guy’s hand. He was extending as far as he could reach and just managed to touch a tit with his fingers, but only just.

He squeezed as best he could and pinched the nipple between two fingers. Justine had her head inside the window with her upper body thrust out. She ducked her head and leant right out the window and the old guy groaned his satisfaction. He was able to squeeze fully from one tit to the other.

She held onto the window frame and watched Keith back through the glass. He was rubbing his cock that was upright in his pants. He crawled on the floor and cuddled one of her legs. He kissed her thigh and felt up to her panty crotch. She covered his hand and he rubbed her through her panties.

He met the eyes of the old guy from next door and nodded encouragement to him. The guy was leaning right over the wire mesh fence between the houses.

There was a narrow walkway on either side. He was standing on a small portable step Keith had seen him use round his yard to reach his windows for cleaning.

With Justine leaning so far out the window Mr Norris was able to reach her easily and continued massaging her tits whilst Keith rubbed her pussy. “How perfect is my wife’s body Walt, isn’t she beautiful,” Keith enthused.

The man’s name was Walter, a term Keith used whilst Justine always called him Mr Norris.

“She’s absolutely perfect son, pretty as well and so generous allowing an old man liberties like this. It’s been 40 years since I felt a young woman’s breasts and even more exciting to get to do it again at this age.”

“Uh huh, huh that’s really turning me on you guys. Especially when you pinch like that Mr Norris. You’ve got my nipples so sensitive again.”

The guy was pinching her nipples and pulling on them until they slipped from his fingers.

“This is all about turning you on love. Hopefully getting your pussy wet and ready for what comes next, for your young man to see to you.”

“Uh yeah, she’s wet alright. I can feel her through her panties,” Keith told the guy.

Mr Norris craned his neck to see. Keith gathered the waistband of Justine’s panties at her hips. She was sitting on the windowsill so had to lift her butt for him to pull them down. She was staring at him.

“Just to show him okay?” Keith checked with her as he peeled her panties down.

“Ooh that’s nice,” Mr Norris groaned.

He was looking down Justine’s body so couldn’t see much other than her little bush. She ducked back in the window and out of his reach then scooted back on the bed. Keith crawled up onto the bed and over her, kissing her belly then her tits then her mouth.

“I’ve been waiting for you to get home,” she uttered breathily. “I’ve been waiting so long today.”

Keith had his pants down and she opened her legs and welcomed him between them. She was hot and slick and he sunk into her, making her moan into their kiss.

Keith fucked his wife as the old guy next door watched. He was slapping against her and she was moaning. He let go of restraint and started grunting his pleasure so the old guy could hear him too.

“Uh huh, huh are you ready?” Justine asked. She had stopped grinding against Keith’s thrusts, knowing he’d be getting close.

“Nya fuck,” Keith snarled and gave a final thrust that she pulled back from and scooted down beneath him and took his cock into her fist and the head in her mouth.

He lost it and started blowing. “Mmm, mmm, mmm,” she moaned in concert with his spurts.

She kept hold of him around the butt and continued sucking whilst he reached into the bedside drawer for her vibrator. He spun round with her still sucking and licking him clean. He inserted the big lifelike dong into her pussy and turned the buzz up to full.

She lay back and gripped the bedcover in both fists and he worked the vibrating dong in and out of her whilst rubbing her swollen clit against it.

Keith looked to the old guy still watching and massaging the bulge in his pants.

“Uh huh, huh,” Justine moaned out loud and tensed up off the bed. Her belly was clenching and her tits were quivering.

Keith released the base of the dong to her and concentrated on sucking her nipples whilst she continued slow fucking herself. He sat up and watched her whilst holding his spent cock.

They had ended up lying top to bottom on the bed and side-on to their voyeur. “That was amazing you kids, beautiful to watch,” Mr Norris offered easily. He was back up on his veranda sitting on the rail smoking a cigarette.

Justine was blushing her head off and covered herself down below with a pillow.

Keith got off the bed and nodded to the guy. “She’ll see you again later, okay Walt.”

He pulled the window closed and pulled down the blind. He lay back across the bottom of the bed and caressed his wife’s thighs whilst she resumed slow fucking herself with the dong. She had turned the vibration off and was just biting her smile. Her beautiful face was glowing red.

“So Boyd felt you up too, did he baby? What happened after that?”

“Um, I let him take a photo of me like you saw with one of my boobs out, and he took that to his room and jerked off looking at it.” Justine grimaced guiltily and went on. “And then I licked up his cum from his stomach and chest.”

The mix of excitement and fear from before surged through Keith again. “You licked it up?”

“Yes, all of it. He was all hot and pumped from his workout and the muscles in his stomach and chest were amazing and I licked them clean for him. The taste of his cum and his sweaty skin was so yummy I couldn’t help myself.”

“Aw hell baby, I would love to have seen that. So you licked up all his cum?”

“Uh huh, every drop. It was mine though, I’ve decided. This is my house. I’m the wife and any semen produced here is mine to enjoy. It doesn’t matter which man produced it,” Justine smiled teasingly.

“As the lady of the house, it’s my right and my responsibility too, if Boyd’s going to produce any more while he’s here,” she added with another little grimace.

Keith gulped. “Sounds fair baby. You’re responsible for it being produced so you should have to lick it up if it spills.”

“Hehe, that’s what I thought when I was doing it. God there was a lot of it too. He must have been really worked up the poor man, he came so hard.”

“Yeah I’ll bet,” Keith said and caressed his wife’s pussy after she’d extracted the dong. “It’s like a pressure valve if it’s not released.”

“Hmm so you’ve said,” Justine smiled. “Morning and night!”

“Haha yeah, one of the perks of getting married,” Keith said and kissed her pussy and gave it a lick. “I agree that any man who stays here overnight should be entitled to a pressure release from the wife of the house too baby. I like the idea of you showing your tits round the house like always and of course any guy’s going to get worked up over that.”

“Mmm but I feel sorry for Mr Norris too now. I was fantasising about him putting his cock through the fence into our side and I could suck it for him. And maybe I could suck Boyd off as well so he doesn’t have to do it for himself?”

The thrilling angst surged through Keith again. “Would you like that baby, sucking off the old guy next door and the drill sergeant?”

“God yes, I’d love it. Of course I would,” his wife gushed. “I’d love it if other men were still allowed to look at me and cum in my mouth Keith. Are you kidding? What girl wouldn’t want that if she was allowed.”


Chapter 2

Justine

Wow that was interesting being fucked in front of an audience. I was in absolute heaven being felt up by Mr Norris whilst my husband was rubbing me through my panties and kissing my inner thighs.

I was shocked when he wanted to pull my panties down and show me to our neighbour.

I was out of my head by that point and needed to be fucked. The fact Keith did it in front of the guy had me so excited for what Boyd had told me about the last time he was home.

I think him sharing with me some of his experiences with married women was a big part of what I was doing and allowing right now. He’d had relationships with several married women that included their husbands, or sex parties at least. There were threesomes with him and the husband having sex with the wife at the same time.

He had told me about those experiences when in conversation about me having just gotten married and asking his advice about a particular guy I once dated who was at the wedding. The guy was looking at me in that way, confusing me with my brain not in tune with my body when I was being grabbed for a dance in my wedding gown by the wrong man.

It had been big brotherly advice Boyd had given me in explaining that it was natural to still feel attraction to other men, as long as I didn’t act on it. And he’d gone on to qualify as much as it could even be okay to act on if the husband and wife are in it together and want to include extramarital relations in their sex lives.

Thinking about it now, I realised that what Boyd said with all good and respectful intentions had been smouldering away inside me ever since. It’s why, when thinking clearly up until yesterday, I didn’t want him coming to stay because deep down I knew I was ready to throw myself at him.

Which I had gone and done. Not wearing a bra to the airport and walking outside in my gardening bib and brace shorts with nothing on under the extremely revealing bib did it.

I stood at my kitchen window sipping ice water and cooling off with a wet cloth whilst watching Keith and Boyd chatting and laughing together down the backyard.

Of course the pair of them would’ve been in a state of total calm and satisfaction having both relieved their tension for the day in my mouth. Well ultimately Boyd’s tension had ended up in my mouth and he looked every bit as pleased with himself as guys usually do.

I watched some videos from my subscription channels for an hour waiting excitedly for my husband to come in and tell me what he was talking about with Boyd. I wondered if they were talking about having more sex with me now that this had started.

I checked my diary and counted the days so I could figure out where I was in my ovulation cycle. I used an online calendar and decided I’d be mildly at risk if anyone were to cum inside me unprotected. That risk was going to increase over the next week.

I got dinner started and kept an anxious watch on the guys down the backyard having beers and totally ignoring me absolutely dying from lack of attention.

By the time Keith finally came inside his dinner was cold and spoilt and I’d already had mine.

He sat down beside me on the lounge. I had my legs tucked up under a long skirt and my arms folded. “Have a good time?” I shot at him nonplussed.

“Yeah, me and Boyd were chattin’, had a few beers.”

“Yes I noticed. Chatting about what? Did he say anything about me?”

My husband grinned. He always grinned when half drunk. I rolled my eyes.

“What baby, no of course we talked about you. We were talking about ya the whole time just about.”

“Oh really! And what have you been saying about me?”

“Haha, that you’ve got great tits.” Keith reached across and started playing with a nipple.

“That was the first thing Boyd said when I was wondering what to say and couldn’t think how to ask him about what happened. He come straight out with it and said you’ve got an awesome right tit and he can’t wait to see the left one.”

I blushed and giggled. “Oh he did not say that!”

“Yeah he did, honest, word for word. He pulled up his pic on his phone and showed it to me and said she’s got an awesome right tit, can’t wait to see the left one.”

“Hmm, well I’m sure he did see it when he was feeling it under my bib, the liar.”

“Haha, yeah I hope so,” my husband chuckled and pulled me into a kiss with his beer breath. I could taste he’d been smoking so I wondered if Mr Norris had been down the back drinking beer with them too. Keith used to smoke and has one with Mr Norris when they drink beers together.

So all three of them were probably down there talking about me and my excitement and embarrassment notched up a level at the thought of that.

“Boyd was telling us about getting with other married women before and that their husbands were into it,” Keith went on.

“Us? Do you mean Mr Norris as well?”

“Uh yeah, he brought over the beers. He said he was watching Boyd getting onto you earlier and we were all talking about you.”

“Oh, okay so the three of you! That’s exciting.”

“Yeah, Walt was saying he knows a couple who do wife sharing too but never with him, although he’s seen the wife getting changed once and she let him watch.”

“Oh really, so he’s used to it then? He certainly seemed to know what he was doing watching us. And yes, I’ve heard about Boyd getting with married couples before. It’s good this isn’t so unusual Keith. I mean, it might be since we’ve only just gotten married?”

“Yeah, I don’t know, maybe, but I don’t feel jealous or anything. I want other guys to get with you baby. I’d love to watch one getting onto you.”

“Hmm you mean actually getting on top of me, physically?”

“Yeah, either lay you down or bend you over,” my husband breathed into a kiss. “Either missionary or doggy style, it wouldn’t matter which.”

I tingled all over. “I thought Boyd was going to today when he grabbed me. He held me from behind and if he’d tried to fuck me I wouldn’t have been able to do anything.”

“Uh yeah, you would have let him?” Keith groaned.

“Um I don’t know, maybe. Would you want me to if he grabs me again?”

“Yeah I dunno yet. I been thinking about it the whole time out there and can’t get my head around wanting it to actually happen.

“I told them I want you to suck their cocks, like we talked about. I told Walt to stick his through the fence as a joke and he said he would. And Boyd said that’d be a good way to get your balls drained by the wife next door if she didn’t mind doing it for you a couple of times a week.”

“Oh really, they were joking about me doing that, were they?”

“Haha yeah. Walt reckons twice a week would work for him at his age. Boyd said he needs it daily.”

“Hmm you should have asked Mr Norris which two days he’d like,” I told my husband.

He got more serious. “Oh yeah?”

My blush fired up. “I wouldn’t mind doing that for him. It would be interesting if it really was through the fence, somewhere I could kneel on the grass. I could just hold the fence and do it with my mouth only. That would be so exciting.”

Keith gulped. “Yeah hands free and drain his nuts through the fence. Only his dick would fit through.”

“Uh huh, that’s how I imagine it. It would be such a tease for me not being able to touch his balls and give them kisses. I just get to suck his semen out of them for my twice a week treat,” I smiled.

“I’d love to keep my lonely older neighbour satisfied as well as my husband. Hopefully he’d save up for me between times and not let any go to waste.”

“Yeah and let him see your tits every day to get all worked up,” Keith said and felt me as I thrust for him.

I was in my stretchy sleep shorts and a singlet. He massaged my boobs and pinched my nipples through the singlet. “Do you want me to text him and tell him you’ll do it tomorrow, you’ll suck him off through the fence?”

“Um okay, but don’t tell Boyd. I don’t want him watching.”

“Yeah okay, I was thinking behind the garage where no one would see.”

I grimaced excitedly. “That’s where I imagined too, if there was a special time to meet there?”

“Oh fuck yeah, so he’d know for hours in advance and be building up the whole time,” my husband groaned into another kiss.

“Mmm, tell him midday Keith. Tell him he has to wear his dark sunglasses so I can’t see his eyes and I’ll try and make it nice for him.”


Chapter 3

Justine

This was so perfect there being a set time and I could just turn up and do the deed.

After Keith sent the text I pushed him off me and made him stop kissing and groping and keeping me on edge. I wanted to come down from the high and think clearly for a minute.

I’d made too many poor decisions with guys in the past allowing things to happen when I was too aroused to think of consequences.

I decided to soak in a bath and try to clear my head. I was a new bride for my husband and I’d shown my breasts to two men and allowed them to feel me up.

I swished bubble bath water over my erect nipples thinking about it. I had licked up semen from one of the men and was planning to suck the other one off and swallow his tomorrow.

It probably meant I was a slut for doing it but Boyd had enjoyed me licking his up so much and Mr Norris was such a nice friendly neighbour. I could only imagine how much he needed to be sucked off and I wanted to do it for him.

I was getting two loads of cum a day from my husband. If I offered to take two a day from Boyd whilst he was here and maybe one each day from Mr Norris for the first week until he got used to me doing it and settled into a pattern and waited a few days between. Even if that turned out to be every other day.

I wasn’t sure how much semen I could drink or whether or not it was good for a girl to swallow five loads in a day. I was willing to suck it and see, so to speak. I giggled to my own joke.

As for what this could do to my marriage, I had to believe what Boyd had said about other couples doing wife sharing and enjoying it. This had been as much Keith’s idea as my own so far. And it was him that had pulled my panties off with Mr Norris watching earlier.

I swished over my pussy and played with my little patch of hair. It was dark and quite sparse. I sat up on the side of the bath with my razor and narrowed it to more of a strip than a patch and smoothed my vulva bare, the way I kept it and just in case one of the men wanted a little kiss or lick of me down there.

I thrilled at the thought and had a tiny rub and squish inside as I submersed back into the bath water.

Boyd had a nice sized penis. It was longer and thicker than Keith’s, so it’d be fun to be penetrated by. I indulged in another little fantasy about that whilst enjoying the rest of my bath.

I got out all soft and pretty smelling from my bubbles and hopefully was more appealing to the men. Boyd had certainly sniffed the skin of my neck when holding me from behind.

Actually the thought of that was so dangerous. My neck was probably my most erogenous zone, if only he knew.

I dried off and applied some moisturiser then went out wrapped in a towel to find Keith asleep in his recliner and Boyd in the kitchen.

“Sorry I um…” he gulped. “I had no coffee in my kitchen and didn’t feel like walking to the um…”

“It’s fine. You can help yourself if you need anything,” I said and kept my towel clutched tight. It was a small towel and just covered my bare pussy.

Boyd looked up from my legs. “Damn you look good Jailbait. Smell good too.”

“Thanks,” I squeaked and bit my lip.

Boyd had a coffee mug in his hand. He’d just put coffee in it and was going to finish making it in his own kitchen.

He craned his neck to see round the doorway into the lounge where Keith was sleeping. I looked too and met Boyd’s eyes when he turned them on me again.

I drew a breath and expelled. I undid my towel and let if fall away from my breasts.

“Ooh fuck yes,” Boyd groaned and put his cup on the counter.

“No don’t,” I stopped him from approaching with a hand against his chest.

I pushed him back against the counter and folded my towel on the floor and knelt on it.

“Aw fuck Jaily, look at that cute little pussy.”

“Hmm, and it’s look but don’t touch for you. But I can suck you off now if you like?” I said and started undoing his army pants. He was wearing a khaki t-shirt too but I could claw his abs through it so easily.

I felt them and squeezed and kissed his cock through his camouflage pants. I lowered them and kissed and bit his cockhead through his black jocks.

The guy stroked my damp hair and held the back of my head. I stretched the waistband of his jocks over his cock and sucked the head as I exposed it.

He groaned and rolled his hips and I took half his length in and bobbed on it for a little while then pushed his pants and jocks down to his ankles.

He didn’t make any objections.

I clawed his muscular thighs and kissed my way down the underside of his cock to his balls. They were loose in their sac and I sucked on one of them whilst peering up at the guy who was snarling down at me.

“Yeah Jaily, that’s the way to fill ‘em up.”

“Uh huh, twice a day for any men staying here, that’s my new rule.”

“Haha, that’s a good rule.”

“Mmm. Either cum in my mouth or I’m happy to lick it off a man’s stomach who can do those pull-up things you do.”

I nuzzled one ball over my nose and softly sucked on the other one. “There has to be a test though. If he can’t do ten pull ups I’m not licking it off him. And he’s got to have these little pillows with the furrows through,” I explained.

I raked my nails through the definition of Boyd’s abs whilst stroking his cock with my other hand and sucking on his left ball.

“Do you like it with a girl’s hand for a while first or would you rather I just suck it?”

“No, hand’s good first. It’s so sensitive over the head and every soft stroke fills my nuts with another drop of cum.”

I lifted and looked at my tits with him whilst continuing to stroke. I thrust them and he had a feel. “Is it sexy seeing both or just one?” I smiled.

“Oh yeah, that was sexy with just the one sneaking out Jaily. I was wondering about this left one though, it’s not as sensitive as the right?”

“Mmm no, but sometimes it’s nicer when a guy sucks that nipple and it doesn’t tickle so much. Back and forth is always nice if you want to try it tomorrow?”

“Oh yeah, not right now?”

I shook my head and thumbed over the weeping eyelet of the guy’s cock. “If a man sucks my boobs I need it to be before proper sex and Keith’s already asleep. So no chance of that tonight.

“Just let me empty these before bed tonight then tomorrow you can play with me more. I promise,” I said and took the guys cock back into my mouth and bobbed as he thrust.

I held the base in my fist and bobbed and sucked and bobbed and sucked.

He lasted ages and I was getting jaw ache by the time he finally exploded and flooded my mouth with his cum.

“Uh yeah Jailbait, there’s a good girlie.”

I did a big swallow and caught a breath, squeezed him off and sucked the eyelet for the last little bit. “Mmm yummy.”


Chapter 4

Justine

The next morning after I cooked a big breakfast for the men they got to work digging the trench in the backyard and laying new water pipes. They did the digging by hand and worked solidly for two hours before it got too hot.

Keith came inside and had a cold shower then slumped on the lounge. I watched Boyd do a workout on his bars then snuck to the doorway of his room and watched him masturbate.

He was using the picture of me at first but when I slipped into the room with one side of my dress down and my left tit out, he stared at me and beat off snarling and grunting and calling me Jailbait.

I approached and fed him my bare tit. He had already spurted all over his stomach and chest. I leant over him and let him suck on my nipple whilst licking his cum from his chest.

He scooted down the bed and I crawled over him with my dress pulled down and both bare tits dangling. He latched on and sucked from one nipple to the other whilst I licked the slurps of his cum and sucked up the pools of it from the sweaty furrows of his abdominal muscles.

Oh god there was so much of It again and it was so thick and creamy. I licked through one furrow to the intersection of another then licked through the two intersecting furrows to make a big puddle.

It was milky fluid with congealed globs floating in that I imagined were pure sperm.

I pressed my lips to his quivering skin and sealed around the puddle then swirled my tongue through it. “Mmm yummy” I uttered as I sucked it up and swallowed it.

I licked up another slurp and gooey glob then sucked his cock. He left my tits dangling and caressing his torso whilst he stuck his head up the skirt of my dress and pulled aside the crotch of my panties.

I moaned with a mouthful of cock as a tongue sliced through my pussy and swirled around my clit.

The guy grabbed two handfuls of my butt and crushed me to him whilst mauling my pussy, making me abandon his spent cock and sit up and grind on his face.

I squirmed and gyrated and orgasmed against the guy’s teeth. I only stayed split over his mouth for a minute before crawling off the bed and pulling the top of my dress up and wedging my hand between my legs.

“Mmm that’s enough for you, bad man. That was more than we were supposed to do!”

The guy was smiling and just chuckled. “That’s one sweet little pussy Jailbait, I always knew it.”

I rushed to my husband whilst still holding my dress up over my boobs. I ripped at his pants. He awoke with a start and muttered something but his protest quickly ended and he pushed down his pants with me.

I dropped to my knees, sucked him hard, then straddled his lap and sunk onto him.

I squirmed and thrust back and forth and quickly had another orgasm.

I clenched forward and convulsed, my pussy contracted and throbbing.

Keith was still fucking me but pulled back just in time and spurted in my hand.

I slithered from his lap to take his cock into my mouth and suck him dry then lick his cum from my fingers.   

“Mmm I just went and licked up Boyd’s cum again Keith. There was so much of it and it tasted so strong.”

I had finished cleaning up my husband’s load and sat on his lap and kissed him. He let me and I didn’t spare him the taste, sticking my tongue in his mouth and swirling it around his. “That’s the taste of his and yours together, it’s so exciting isn’t it?”

“It tastes really strong baby, and on your breath too.”

“Uh huh I love it. I’m going to get some from Mr Norris soon too. I can’t wait till midday.”

“Yeah I bet he can’t either. He text me just now and asked if it was still on. I text back and told him it was and to enjoy my wife’s mouth and make sure he builds up as much as he can for you.”

“Mmm goodie, it’s going to be so interesting tasting cum from a much older man. Mmm I’m going to try and make it so nice for him Keith. I want to make it so he’ll want to save up for me each time.”

I kissed my husband deeply and had him frowning but responding, opening for me to share the taste.

“I want you to fuck me with the dong straight after Mr Norris, okay? I want you to do me with his cum still in my mouth so I can have an orgasm when I swallow it.”

“Aw fuck baby, that’d be so hot.”

“I know. I want to think about letting Boyd fuck me too Keith. I let him lick my pussy just then while I was sucking his cock and I’d so love to feel him inside me.”

“Aw fuck yeah baby, I think we should let him too. We should let him get onto you properly I reckon.”

“Uh huh, he could fuck me slow and deep from behind or on top of me. Mmm slow and deep and to take his time and build up and build up and when he’s ready… mmm yummy.”

“Aw fuck baby. When he’s ready he pulls out and pumps it into your mouth yeah?”

“Uh huh. And when he’s finished unloading he slams back into me and fucks me to orgasm with my mouth full of his cum,” I said.

I convulsed on my husband’s lap with my hand between my legs and my slippery fingers pressed against my clit.

***


Part 4: He’s a Machine

Chapter 1

Justine

There was still an hour to go yet. Mr Norris was in his backyard wearing his dark sunglasses as I’d requested but it was only a little after eleven. I wasn’t due to suck him off until midday. It was going to be my lunchtime creamy snack today.

It had been an hour since swallowing cum from my husband and our houseguest and next was going to be a nice big mouthful from the old guy next door, I hoped.

I was in a pretty summer dress and had done my hair and makeup ready for Mr Norris. I’d especially chosen my Red Lover lippy that doesn’t come off easily.

Mr Norris was always well dressed, even around his own house and garden. I wanted to look nice for him.

The dress I’d chosen was also breezy and gaped at the top and was easy to slip from my shoulders. I had two buttons undone so it rested open and barely covered my nipples.

There was a knock at the front door. I checked through the blind and saw it was two barely legal young men from the neighbourhood holding buckets. They’d cleaned my car before for me and were often around on the weekend.

I smiled to myself and adjusted my dress so a nipple was showing and opened the door.

“Oh hi Mrs…” the guy who had spoken shut up and gulped. They were both gawking at my boobs. “Um we were wondering if you wanted us to um…” The guy swallowed hard again. “To um wash your car?”

“Hi Tino, hi Nathan, I wondered if you guys would be around this weekend.”

“Uh yeah we um…” Tino gulped again.

“Hi Mrs Hicks,” Nathan said and swallowed hard too.

“Ooh!” I squeaked and looked down at my boobs. “Sorry, wardrobe malfunction!” I went on with a giggle and adjusted my dress, keeping my boobs thrust for the guys. I adjusted from the shoulder straps and let the other nipple pop out as well.

“Um yes I would like my car washed but could you guys come back this afternoon please?”

“Uh yeah sure,” Tino said glancing up to meet my eyes then quickly down again.

I bent down and rubbed my knee so my dress would gape fully for them.

“Maybe about three o’clock?” I asked and stood with one shoulder strap having slipped and revealing that boob completely.

I held my hands behind my back and thrust my boobs again. “And if I helped you guys clean the car could you mow my front lawn as well?”

They were gawking with their mouths hanging open. They looked up from my tit together.

“It’s fine, I have my own mower, it’s just that it’s not a girl’s job when there are young men around who can do it for you.”

Tino nodded and quickly spoke. “Yeah we can do it.” He looked to his friend.

“Yeah we can mow the lawn easy,” Nathan assured.

I smiled. “That’s perfect then, I won’t even need to get changed if I only have to help wash the car, will I?”

They gawked up from my boob again. “I mean this dress will be fine for that, won’t it?”

Tino nodded some more. “Hell yeah!”

“Mmm do you think so too Nathan? Sometimes it doesn’t stay up very well,” I uttered in my best bimbo voice, lifting my shoulder strap but crossing my arm to my waist and the other shoulder strap slipped. “Oops, see?”

Nathan nodded then shook his head. “Na yeah that’s fine Mrs um…” He sucked in a big breath. “Aw shit.”

I giggled and backed away closing the door. “I’ll see you boys at three, don’t be late!”

Oh what a big meanie you are Justine, I scolded myself.

I went back to my kitchen window and checked that Mr Norris was still in his backyard. My husband and the drill sergeant were down the back of our yard laying water pipes in the trench they’d dug this morning.

I went out and started watering my pot plants in the back pergola and when Mr Norris said hello I smiled back at him blushing. I had bent over and plucked dead leaves from a plant so he could see my tits. I stood and let one shoulder strap slip.

“Ooh love,” the older man groaned.

I looked up from my tit and bit my smile. “I hope this helps for our rendezvous soon. I can’t wait to taste your cum Mr Norris.”

He felt his package. There was a bulge to one side and he squeezed it. “I’ve been getting erections all morning thinking about you love. You’re going to get more than a taste.”

I lowered the other shoulder strap and let the top of my dress fall to my waist, crossing my arms to hold it.

“Oh yeah,” the man groaned and rubbed his cock through his pants. I could see the outline of it poking upward and to one side.

“I want more than a taste Mr Norris; I want a warm creamy drink of semen. Rich in sperm I hope.”’

“Oh it will be love. I haven’t had my cock in a woman’s mouth in years. I’m going to give you quite the drink. And men my age still produce plenty of sperm, don’t you worry about that.”

I took a breath and expelled. “Can I have it now please? I can’t wait any longer.”

“Yeah my nuts are full love. Ready whenever you are,” my lonely divorced neighbour said and motioned to the arranged meeting point behind my garage.

He walked to his place on his side of the fence and I walked to mine, still with my dress down to my waist.

I got to my knees and he undid his pants and lowered them a little.

He inserted his erection through one of the diamond shaped apertures in the mesh fence, his big balls squished against the ones below as he thrust into my hand.

The shoulders of my dress were hooked on my elbows and the open front sagged enough that Mr Norris could see my pussy.

I sucked his cock into my mouth and gripped the mesh fence with my fingers, holding on whilst I started bobbing my head and sucking.

Mr Norris was holding the metal rail on top of the fence keeping himself pressed against the mesh. He was tilting to one side and looking down at my pussy. I let go of the fence with one hand and rubbed down over my belly and into my wetness for him to see and imagine.

I kept peering up at him and watching his face as I sucked his cock. I stopped bobbing my head and took hold with my wet pussy fingers and held his shaft upright whilst licking his balls still squished through the diamond mesh.

“Uh love that’s close,” he snarled.

I smiled up at him and squeezed off a nice big drop of precum. It was oozing and dripping and I collected it on my other fingers and inserted them into my pussy.

“Oh love, I know where you really want this load.”

“Mmm but I can’t. Even that was dangerous,” I pouted and sucked his cock back into my mouth.

I felt a presence and looked to my side to see my husband watching at our bedroom window. He was peeping from the edge of the blind, but I could see his face clearly. He’d said that’s where he wanted to watch from.

I didn’t want to give him away to Mr Norris so I didn’t look again and concentrated on finishing him off. My pussy was dripping and slick and so ready for my big vibrating dong in a minute.

“Nya!” Mr Norris grunted and slammed harder against the fence.

I stopped bobbing my head and peered submissively up at him as he throbbed in my mouth, his powerful spurts of cum hitting the back of my closed throat and filling under my tongue.

I closed my eyes and bobbed slowly, sucking the last of his load and moaning my pleasure.

When he’d stopped throbbing I took his spent cock from my mouth and kissed the eyelet, having a final little suck on it and wiggling the tip of my tongue in.

“Mmm thank you Mr Norris,” I said with my mouth still full and I kissed his cheek and left him there to slump against his composting bin with his pants around his ankles and his cock in his hand.

I smiled back and waved with my fingers as I disappeared into my house.

I rushed to the bedroom where Keith was waiting with my dong.

I lay on the bed and scooted back with my legs bent up and spread. He worked the head of the dong in and I moaned as he inserted.

“Mmm hmm fuck me with it,” I tried to mutter with a full mouth.

My husband wound up the buzz and forced the rest of the dong inside me as I sunk over it, rolling my pelvis to squirm hard over the base and split my pussy wide and slick.

Keith was down on his front supporting me with a hand under my butt. He was keeping me suspended off the bed and fucking me with deep slow strokes.

I had my feet planted and held the top of the bedhead, arching my butt off the bed too and wiggling and squirming on the thrusts of the dong.

Keith steadily increased the pace of the thrusts. He was pistoning back and forth and grazing my exposed clit with the nub on top of the base designed especially for that.

He went faster and I tensed more and more until the build-up of tingles exploded through me and my belly clenched, my pussy clamped around the dong.

At that point I gulped and swallowed down the load of cum I’d been holding in my mouth and I moaned out loud, “Uhyuh huh, huh, huh!”

I convulsed and throbbed around the huge dong inside me and kept swallowing at the powerful taste of Mr Norris’s semen. Oh it was so yucky and delicious and the taste and scent of it filled my head. It was like an extra flush of tingles through my spasming body.

Keith extracted the dong and covered my pussy with his mouth. I gripped a handful of his hair and continued convulsing as he licked into me and growled his pleasure. “That was fucking amazing baby. Tell me you only just swallowed his cum right then?”

“Uh huh, my teeth and tongue and all inside my mouth and down my throat are coated in it. I can’t wait to do that with Boyd next. We’re going to let him fuck me tonight, aren’t we?”

“Yeah I already told him he can. He’s gone to see your olds and said he’d be back late but he want’s time to save up after this morning.”

I breathed, coming down from my climax now. “Yeah that’s fine, the later the better. I’m starting afternoon shift tomorrow so I need to stay up late tonight and sleep in.”

I pulled my husband up by the hair and when he slumped beside me I rolled on top and kissed him. “Uh yuh,” he groaned, and I smiled into the kiss and inserted my tongue deeper.

He gave in and I didn’t hold back dribbling the taste of our neighbours cum into his mouth. “That nice?”

“No,” he groaned some more. “That’s fucking strong baby.”

“Mmm hmm, and I love it. I want to do that all the time for him now. I’ve never seen him look so content and satisfied as he did afterwards. I say any neighbour who pokes their cock through my fence should expect to get it sucked by the wife of the house, don’t you?” I giggled.


Chapter 2

That was exactly what Keith was thinking. He had no negative thoughts about what he’d just allowed to happen. He continued accepting his wife’s kisses and sharing the taste of cum from the man next door.

That afternoon he spied through the lounge room window whilst his wife washed their car with two local lads. She got wet and soapy, and her dress kept falling from her shoulders and exposing her tits.

The guys, shy at first, gradually came round and started getting more confident and cheekier. One of them got the hose up her dress one time and had her shrieking and laughing. Both sides of her dress were hanging down and her tits were wobbling about bare.

After that her dress was soaked and see-through anyway. You could see her nipples clearly and the fabric was stuck to her tits. She wore red g-string panties that were clearly visible through the light floral print dress too.

Both young guys went as far as grabbing her waist and tickling her but neither was game to have a feel of her tits during the car wash. Then they smiled stupidly when she sunned herself with the skirt of her dress hiked up and the crotch of her panties showing.

One young man was pushing the mower and the other was doing the footpath edges with a manual edger they’d brought with them.

“They actually did a very good job,” Justine said after waving the guys off and being led inside by her husband.

Keith lifted her wet dress off and tossed it into the laundry. “Of course they did baby, they’ll be back here asking to wash the car and do the lawn every weekend from now on, you watch.”

Justine stepped out of her wet panties and pulled on a fresh dress from the clean wash basket as she followed into the lounge. “Hmm I wanted to invite them inside so I could suck them off but that would get around the neighbourhood and everyone would think I’m a slut.”

Keith chuckled. “Yeah, better not let it get round the neighbourhood.”

She sat on his lap and cuddled around his neck.

He smiled. “All housewives should be sluts and all husbands should be willing to share.”

“Hmm housewives, huh?”

“Well yeah, one wife per house and pleasuring the men who visit with looks at her body and swallowing the cum of any who stay over. The wife of the house, slutty and fucking beautiful,” Keith groaned into a kiss.

“So let’s get you fucked by another man tonight yeah? I can’t wait to watch Boyd nailing you baby. He said he doesn’t mind if I watch.” 

“Wow, okay. I definitely want it to happen too Keith. I want to feel him on top of me and between my legs. I want him inside me.”

“I know baby, we just have to be careful he doesn’t get you preggers I s’pose?”

“Uh huh, I’m not very safe at the moment.”

“Yeah? Do you think you might be ovulating?”

“Mmm yes possibly, either now or quite soon. And I’m not sure how I’m going to go pushing Boyd off me when he’s getting close. Not with how strong he is and how I’m going to feel myself with him surging into me all dominant and out of control feeling too good for him.”

Justine grimaced. “How’s a girl supposed to even want to stop a man like him at that time? I’m just about in orgasm right now thinking about it and imagining.”

Keith gulped and drew a breath. “Yeah so the guy’s up you and you’re all hot and squishy inside and he can feel how wide you’ve got your legs spread for him, and he’s right on edge and has to stop from blowing and pull out… fuck!”

Justine took his hand and put it between her thighs. He felt her pussy and his fingers slipped in.

“That’s just from talking like this,” she uttered into a kiss. “Those boys were fun but a man like Boyd’s serious and I don’t know how I’m supposed to have any control once he starts fucking me.”

“So should I go buy condoms then baby? Just in case?”

“Hmm I don’t know, I want to feel him inside me and know he’s not wearing one. I was watching him masturbate and was fascinated by the way the eyelet in his cock head was opening and closing as it pulled back and forth. I want to know it’s doing that inside me Keith. I loved the feel of that in my mouth and I want to feel that passage all the way from his balls to deep in my vagina when he’s all the way up.”

“Aw fuck baby just let him do it then. Do you want to just risk it and let him cum inside you?”

Justine went red in the face, her eyes alight and sparkling.

Keith stroked her face and thumbed her lips and kissed them. “Do you want to baby? Do you want to just risk it with him?”

“Okay,” Justine uttered.

“Yeah?” Keith asked. His heart was thumping and the usual mix of angst and excitement surged inside of him.

“It’s only tonight and in the morning before he leaves. If he got me a few times and just came inside me, it might not be close enough to ovulation yet.”

“Oh yeah?” Keith squeaked hopefully.

“Mmm, his sperm would be alive inside me for three or four days, which would be amazing to feel, but I might not ovulate until after that. It’s hard to say for sure.”

Keith gulped and sucked in a breath. “I like my wife with other men’s sperm in her mouth. The idea of it alive in your belly would be amazing for me too.”

“Mmm really?” Justine cooed with a smile. “Does Keithy like that idea, does he? Does he like his wife being a sperm dolly for other men?”

Keith was fingering Justine with his middle and ring fingers. She was lying back across his lap with her legs bent up and open.

“I could see Mr Norris’s cock flexing when he was blowing in your mouth. You looked like a dolly there on your knees peering at him with your pretty eyes wide and your juicy red lips so submissive. I can imagine you looking just like that with Boyd jammed between your legs pumping his load up your cunt,” he groaned and spread his fingers and looked where he was talking about.

Justine’s belly clenched as a surge of tingles caused an orgasm.

“Oh yeah, you’re fucking throbbing inside baby. You really want this don’t you?”

Justine breathed. “You can make that happen so easily if you ever want to Keith. You can make me orgasm over and over once you’ve made it start.”

“Oh right? Oh, fuck that’s nice, you’re crushing my fingers now.”

“Mmm hmm and if you wanted to make me have an orgasm just before you let Boyd fuck me, I’ll probably have lots more while he’s inside me and I’ll be squeezing and throbbing around his cock like that.”

“Oh fuck!”

“And you can imagine how tight I’m going to be squeezing his cock when it’s flexing and spurting inside me? There’s going to be so much suction he won’t be able to pull out if he wanted to,” Justine giggled. “Oh god if he did pull back too far it would probs come out with a pop!”

Keith nodded and peeled his wife’s cunt open with his thumbs, looking at the slick reddened tunnel he was going to be giving up only six months after having it promised to him exclusively.

He looked up to Justine watching him and biting her smile. “Do you want to sleep with him, since it’s only going to be one night.

Justine grimaced guiltily. “Can I?”

“Yeah I want you to baby. I want him to fuck you through the night if we’re going to do this. I’ll drop him back at the airport in the morning and come back and pick you up out of his bed and take you to the shower and wash off his sweat and where he’s been between your legs.”

“Mmm I’d like that,” Justine cooed into a kiss. “Come and lift up what’s left of me from bed and wash the other man from the outside of me at least.”

“Yeah okay, so when he gets home tonight I’ll go down on you and you can rub your clit while I lick you out. Then I’ll send you down the hall to Boyd’s bedroom with one of your tits out. Just walk right up to him and let him grab you.”

“Okay my husband, you’re in charge,” Justine whimpered as Keith squished her pussy closed and kissed her softly.

Keith didn’t know if this was a dream or nightmare coming true but over the next few hours having dinner and watching television that evening, the idea of Justine sleeping with Boyd consolidated into something he felt he could get used to.

He imagined it could become a thing that Boyd stayed with them regularly when home on leave and as the wife of the house, Justine would sleep with him and allow him to relieve his tension inside her, wherever he liked.

Keith could recall two other mates who were without girlfriends and were pretty obvious with the way they always smiled at Justine. She attracted attention from all guys of course but these two were strong candidates for recruiting into a wife sharing arrangement, he thought.

The guys were both in their early twenties and aimless in life. They were friends of Justine’s little brother and shared a house with him now, all three being supported by their parents and too busy playing computer games to work or study.

“How would you feel about doing more of this with Boyd in future baby? What if he was to come home on leave regularly and slept with you?”

Justine peered up from Keith’s chest in front of the TV. He was stroking her pussy behind her bent-up legs keeping it wet.

“You could mention it during the night if you wanted to baby?” Keith went on softly. “I wouldn’t mind if it became a regular thing for other guys to share my housewife.”

Justine breathed. “I like the idea of being the wife of the house for a man sleeping over. I wouldn’t mind if there were others as well, not just Boyd.”

“Yeah I was just thinking that myself, possibly with Erin and Josh.”

“Uh huh, I was too,” Justine said and bit a little grimace. “I thought about it with those two carwash boys today who reminded me of my brother’s friends hanging round here all the time. I used to imagine sucking them off.”

“Aw shit, you used to imagine blowing them?”

“Mmm yes, I would love to have been allowed and I’m sure they would’ve needed it.”

“Fuck yeah, I can imagine how built up they’d be sitting round playing computer games all day and night, probably with AI girlfriends and never getting to feel a real one haha.”

“Uh huh. I could be a real blowjob dolly for them while they’re playing with their AI one on screen. I could crawl under their desks and suck them off like I used to fantasise about when they hung round here with Dan.”

“Oh yeah? You used to fantasise about that did you baby? About being under the desk for them to take turns in the seat and do whatever they do on screen with the AI girlie while you do it for them sight unseen, yeah?”

“Mmm hmm. I used to fantasise about that all the time when the three of them were in there all night with no girlfriends.”

“Oh yeah, when all three of them were huh?” Keith teased into a kiss. “And did you suck all three of them in your fantasy?”

“I don’t know, maybe if I was blindfolded like I used to imagine and it was just semen, no matter whose it was.”

“Aw fuck yeah baby, that’s hot. We could invite them over and swear them to secrecy. They could set up in Dan’s old room and you could play the ‘wife of the house’ game with them, under the desk sucking out all their cum.”

“Mmm, you’re just teasing me now,” Justine whined into a kiss as Keith sliced his fingertips back and forth through her pussy. “I’d love to really do that while they played their silly AI girlfriend games. If you want to talk to them and invite them over some time…?

Justine smiled into their kiss. “And maybe for all three of them, you dirty husband. I’ll have to think about it. I’m not promising I actually would, but I guess it wouldn’t be fair for Dan to miss out, and it’s only semen and can’t hurt if I’m only swallowing it.”

“Fuck yeah, I’ll talk to them. Dan will be staring at his screen with his headphones on. He won’t care that it’s you sucking his cock baby.”

“Hmm well like I said, I’ll think about it with him, but you have to tell them I’m going to. I’ll be so embarrassed.”

“Sure baby,” Keith agreed but a car pulled up out front.

They waited to be sure and a shadow passed by the window on its way to the backyard and Boyd’s private entrance.

“That’s him baby, you ready?” Keith groaned into a kiss and slipped from the lounge and kissed his way between Justine’s thighs.

She writhed her butt up off the seat as he licked into her and as she rubbed her clit he licked around her fingers,

Keith spread his wife’s pussy lips open with his thumbs and licked into the slick reddened tunnel he was about to give to another man. It was soon throbbing and clenching as Justine orgasmed again.


Chapter 3

Justine

My legs were seriously wobbly as I walked down the hallway to Boyd’s bedroom door. One side of my dress was hanging down and my tit was exposed.

He was in there doing push ups on the floor with no shirt on. He was still in his army fatigues like he owned no other clothing.

He hadn’t seen me yet and I stood there biting one fingernail holding my tingling belly with my other hand.

He glanced and saw me then did a double take and stopped mid push up and smiled. “Jailbait!”

“Uh huh,” I uttered.

He sprung from his hands and flipped upright. He was sweaty and pumped and he approached side-on and touched my bare breast with his arm whilst looking down at it. “You bring that for me Jaily?”

I nodded and sucked in a breath.

“You ready to suck my cock again?”

“Uh huh, if you want. Or you can um…” I swallowed and motioned down to where I was holding the skirt of my dress bunched at my waist.

“Oh fuck yeah,” he groaned and felt between my legs, making me convulse as his rough finger touched my engorged clit. “Yeah so fucking wet,” he groaned and poked into me as he rubbed.

I looked at him. He stared into my eyes and inserted a finger up me. I caught a breath and kept looking right back at him.

“Ooh that’s slick and ready, yeah! You really want this.”

“Uh huh. I’m ready. But can you take me to bed for it please? I’ll stay with you all night and you can have me over and over.”

The guy backed away and ripped at his boot laces and kicked his boots off. He pushed down his pants and jocks, watching me as I walked past to his bed. I turned and waited. He lifted my dress and I raised my arms for him to take it off me. “Do you want me to shower?” he asked.

I pulled back the bed clothes and got in, lying on my back with my arms by my sides. “Like you are is fine. I want to feel you against me.”

He was still standing beside the bed. He took my hand and put it on his cock. It was already flexing and firmed as I squeezed it.

“We don’t need to tell our olds about this, right?” he said.

I shook my head. “No one has to know, if you want to come and stay here whenever you visit… now that we’re doing this and if you wanted to?”

He moved onto the bed, kneeing my thighs open and kneeling between them. His cock was hard and poking straight out.

I held the sheet either side of me.

He fisted his cock into place, opening my pussy lips with the head.

He lowered over me and rested on his elbows, staring into my eyes.

He kept staring and I did too and my mouth opened as he rocked slowly forward and impaled me.

He pulled back and sunk into me again. “Huh huh, huh,” I panted and kept staring into his eyes.

He pulled back and surged into me again, snarling his pleasure this time. “Ooh fuck Jaily, that feels good.”

He had lifted and bent up one of my legs. I bent the other one up and spread them both wide for him. “Uh yeah that’s the way, that’s how I want you Jaily,” he groaned looking down at me.

I bent my legs right up and spread them completely. They rocked as Boyd fucked me. He was using his narrow hips and rolling them with sharp little thrusts making my tits bounce. We were both watching them but looked up into each other’s eyes again.

“I wanted to fuck you the first time I saw you, you know?”

I bit my lip and smiled.

He slammed into me and squirmed hard against my split open pussy. I could feel him pressuring my cervix. “Uh huh, huh, that’s so deep.”

“Yeah that’s deep alright. You’re so tight inside Jaily, haven’t had a fuck like this in I dunno how long.”

He was moving in me again, pulling back and surging with his pelvis, splitting me and making me squirm over the base of his shaft.

He stayed in deep and wiggled his hips. He did it crazy hard and my mouth and eyes slowly opened wider and wider. Suddenly my orgasm hit and exploded through my body.

I dug my nails into his muscles and silently screamed. My pussy had contracted and was throbbing fully clenched and the guy was fucking it with deep long strokes. He crushed me to his body and pumped me with a series of violent thrusts then slammed against me and growled, “Ya fuck yeah!”

My orgasm had peaked and dissipated, leaving me completely limp impaled on the drill sergeant’s cock. It was throbbing powerfully. I imagined the spurts of cum against my cervix.

“Fuck yeah Jaily, there it is,” he groaned. His sweaty man-of-steel body was hot and solid, like he had a thin human coating over the steel.

I bit his shoulder and watched my husband’s face in the mirrored wardrobe. Keith was outside the door peeping in and seemed to be looking at Boyd’s butt, or perhaps at his balls pulsing against my butt.

Boyd rolled off me and I covered my open pussy and looked from it to meet Keith’s eyes in the mirror. He took a breath and raised his brows in question about me being cummed in just then.

I nodded and grimaced a little.

Boyd put his arm around me and pulled me close as he reached back to his bedside lamp and turned it off. I cuddled to his body, both slick with sweat now.

Keith was gone and the light up the hall was turned off.

Boyd stroked my hair and I tilted upward to meet his kiss. He took my lips softly at first then more deeply as he shifted onto his side and moved over me again.

He kissed me long and deep whilst I held his cock against my belly and squeezed and tugged at it. It soon responded and got hard again.

I was thrusting with my hips and rubbing my mons against his balls. He rolled back on top of me and, “Uh huh, huh,” I moaned into his mouth as he surged up inside of me.


Epilogue

Keith listened from the end of the hall as Justine was fucked again that night. It went on and on; the rickety iron-post bed bounced against the wall. He’d seen the size of Boyd’s balls and how they had throbbed when he came in her the first time.

He imagined that again as the guy cried out and the bed stopped banging.

Keith went to bed alone, leaving all doors open and listening to sounds through the night. He was a light sleeper and heard everything.

At five in the morning as the sky outside turned pink he next heard the bed bouncing against the wall.

He snuck along the hall and was right outside the door when the guy fucking his wife grunted his release inside her again.

Keith could see Boyd was positioned behind Justine and she was spooned back against him.  One of his hands covered a tit and her head had flung back and her mouth was wide. Like the sheer size of his cock imbedded in her belly made the dolly’s eyes and mouth pop open.

Keith crept away with his heart in his throat and his gut so tight he felt queasy.

A short time later he heard another sound and went to the kitchen to see Boyd down the back doing pull-ups in the dawn light dressed in full army fatigues apart from the t-shirt.

Keith watched mesmerised for a while until soft hands cuddled around him from behind. “Oh my god he’s a machine,” Justine uttered. “I can’t believe he’s got any energy left.”

Keith lifted his arm and she slipped beneath. He cuddled his beautiful wife who felt all soft and warm from bed.

“I heard, then snuck down the hall and saw him fucking you again this morning. So that was three times?”

“Uh huh, and it felt like he came so hard each time. Plus it took ages the second time last night and again this morning, so I had multiple orgasms with him inside me.”

“Right, so that worked then, sending you to him already primed.”

“Uh huh,” Justine smiled into a kiss. “It worked perfectly. There was so much suction and I’m sure my belly’s all nice and full of his sperm now.”

“Oh right. Fuck,” Keith groaned imagining again after being tormented by the image of the guy’s balls throbbing against his wife’s butt all night.

Boyd dropped from the pull up bar and dried off with a towel, leaving it slung over the lower bar as he pulled on his t-shirt. He picked up his duffel and hopped over the back fence and strode off.

“What the fuck?” Keith queried.

“Oh, he said he had to go see his dad and that he’d take him to the airport. He said he didn’t need a lift, that he was going to jog.”

“What ten kilometres?”

Justine grimaced. “I guess.”

She put her arms around Keith’s neck and leant close again. She took a breath. “Mmm so did you text Mr Norris about me sucking him off again today?”

Keith gulped and nodded. “Yeah I told him you’d meet him behind the garage at ten, is that too early?”

“Um no, that’s fine. It gives me time for a shower after and to get ready for work. Unless you still want to shower me yourself right now?”

Keith drew a big breath and expelled. “Na I’m too tired, didn’t sleep much at all last night.”

“Mmm okay, I need more sleep too,” Justine uttered then whispered close. “Unless you’d like to lick me clean down there?” she asked and guided Keith’s hand under the dress she’d put back on.

“Ah fuck,” he groaned. His wife was stretched open and completely slick, her inner thighs sticky and cool.

“Mmm I think it’s the house husband’s job to do clean-ups if he’s going to let his wife sleep with the male guests,” Justine uttered.

“If he’s going to let her be the filthy cum dolly wife of the house I think he should have to give her kisses wherever the other man’s been!”

**  The end  **
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