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Part 1: Cashflow Problems

Mason

Farming is a cycle of good and bad seasons. Plain and simple.

When you’re starting out you need luck to go your way. You jump in with the thinnest of capital and extend as far as the bank will allow you.

Mortgage and machinery lease payments roll around every month plus all the other expenditure; wages, fertilizer, seed, fuel and power, farm maintenance and what not.

It's a bloody tough slog. But if you get a couple of good planting seasons to kick off with you can be smart and build your working capital to get you through a poor season or two.

It all comes down to luck and the weather gods.

Sure you have to be smart and plan well. But if you have five good years in a row from the start; well anyone would make a success of that.

But if you have one good year followed by three years of drought like I have your working capital can be down to the bone.

You can be fully extended with your bank overdraught and have lease and mortgage payments pressing. And it can still be a month before your next wheat check.

That was me. I grew wheat. It was a pretty decent growing season, but because of the last three failed seasons I wasn’t going to make it through harvest and to market with my produce.

I had run out of cash and couldn’t make payments.

I negotiated with my bank to wait another month. It wasn’t worth their while foreclosing or repossessing my header or truck. They didn’t like it but their best option was to allow me to work my way out of the situation and catch up on late payments next month.

I had pleaded and begged and gotten everyone to agree to give me another month to come up with payments.

My wife worked 15 hours a week at the truck stop diner in town and that was enough to buy food and pay the power bill. But that was about it.

Tomorrow three employees were turning up to do the harvest and I had nothing to pay them with. I had two weeks’ work harvesting lined up at a neighbouring property, then it would take another week to harvest my own crop.

It was five to six weeks until I’d receive payment for my crop or the contract work. I was going to need the guys to agree to work and wait for payment like everyone else.

It was different with workmen of course. The bank wasn’t going under waiting for my pittance of a mortgage and lease payment.

A man might have a family to feed and rent payments of his own to meet, have to feed himself and his family.

My three employees were seasonal. It was only during harvest they worked for me, but this was going to be the fourth year for two of them, the other a young new guy.

Noah was in his early 50s. He was my header driver. Jarrod was 30, a few years older than me and drives my truck.

Young Elijah was about 19 or 20 I reckon. He was going to drive the chaser bin back and forth unloading the header and filling the semi-trailer.

“There’s no way in the world I’m asking Dad for a loan,” I said to my wife.

We were on our deck sipping cold drinks and stargazing on a hot early summer’s night. I’d said that often enough before and was thinking it aloud. Kylie smiled and nodded supportively.

My parents were successful farmers in the area and so were hers. We had boasted about starting out and making it on our own.

“You can teach me to drive the header. I’ve sat in the cab often enough. I’ll learn,” Kylie declared.

I squeezed her hand and eyed her up and down.

She looked good in her sweaty tank top and little pyjama shorts. Her nipples were visible through the thin white fabric of her top. She rolled her eyes at me as I ogled them.

It’s a good thing sex was free. We’d been married for five years, didn’t have kids yet.

I needed to change the subject in my head and I liked this one.

“So how was work today baby, get hit on by many truckers?”

“Uh huh. The regulars and one new guy you can add to the list.”

I nodded. “And have any of the other girls complained about the new uniform?”

“No, Julie was on with me today and she hasn’t got a problem with it. Neither has Alice and I doubt Trixy would be game to complain, being on a final warning for skipping shifts.”

“Right. So you can’t really complain if it’s only you?”

“No. I can’t risk losing my job either and it’s not that bad. The apron is actually quite cute and I’m fine as long as I remember not to bend over in the dress. Got to bend at the knees.”

I stroked up and down my wife’s thigh and squeezed affectionately.

“So you can put up with that new cook and old Henman checking you out? You’re right, we really need your income at the moment baby.”

“I know we do Mase. Don’t worry, I can handle a couple of old pervs.”

“Yeah I guess. Hard to blame them for trying it on too,” I said as I tugged the hem of Kylie’s top down and stretched the damp fabric over her nipple.

She arched her chest, biting her lip and glaring. I manipulated my phone with my other hand and snapped a picture.

“Yeah that’s good in the moonlight,” I said and lifted her top up and snapped a picture of her bare tits.

I stood and aimed the camera for another. Kylie rolled her eyes again but kept her chest arched and held up her top herself.

“Who are these for? Is this the new guy you’re talking to now?”

“Yeah Derek, he’s in New Zealand. He sent you a picture of his cock.”

“Oh okay. And his face too, I hope?”

“Haha yeah, I told him what you said.”

I hooked a finger in the waist band of my wife’s pyjama shorts and pulled them down at the front. She kept her top up and I took a picture with her pussy and tits in frame, as well as her pretty face.

Kylie kept her pussy waxed for this. It was a split peach in the moonlight. Delicious.

I play games online and meet other guys. I’m not allowed to chat with the ladies so I stick with single men and the ones that keep things from their wives, I guess.

I don’t know if they jack off to the images I send them but I’m proud to have a sexy wife, and pictures of her in a slinky dress advanced to a sexy nightie then nothing at all.

These guys are overseas or at least on the other side of the country. And I don’t use our real names of course.

Kylie checked her emails on her tablet and brought up the picture of Derek’s cock. It was erect and looked pretty big. His face was blurred in the back of the frame, so it was probably for real.

“He has nice looking balls,” Kylie said and inadvertently stroked down between her breasts. Her top had fallen back into place.

“Yeah?” I craned for a look.

Kylie expanded and zoomed in on the guy’s nuts. She stroked more deliberately down her front, all the way to her pyjama pants, over the waist band and felt into her crotch.

She had the image of the guy’s cock zoomed in life size now.

She was rubbing herself softly. “Do you think it’s really his… I mean him?”

I gulped. “Yeah, looks like him in the background.”

“Mmm it looks big Mason. I can just imagine.”

“Yeah go on baby, imagine all you want,” I encouraged. “That would really stretch you, wouldn’t it.”

“Mmm uh huh, if he was too impatient with me.”

“Yeah na, he’s got patience. It took longer for me to decide to show your pic and he kept asking. I’ve shown you to most of the others a lot quicker than that.”

I lifted my phone again and Kylie turned her tablet to show Derek’s cock on the screen. She extended her pointed tongue and licked the image whilst I snapped pictures.

I panned back and showed she still had her hand between her legs whilst she was doing that.

“Mmm you can tell him I love the look of his cock if those pictures aren’t obvious enough.”

“Haha. I think that’s pretty obvious baby.”

Kylie was still examining it admiringly, stroking the screen and tracing the outline of the guy’s cock.

“I wonder if they do this with my pics you send Mase.”

“Yeah, I’m sure they do baby.”

I had a selection of five checked and added them to an email. I typed:

K showing you what she thinks of your dick pic.

I showed Kylie and she bit her grin and nodded. I hit send.

“Would you like to take some pictures of me in better light for him? Maybe on our bed?”

“Okay,” I agreed and followed my wife inside.

She stripped her top and pushed down her pyjama pants. She lay back on our bed and I started snapping pictures.

We had done this before for other guys online. She knew what they wanted.

I moved to the end of the bed and she rubbed sensually down her inner thighs and opened her legs.

I knelt for a lower angle to focus on her cunt whilst keeping her tits and pretty face in shot. She was rubbing into herself and peeling her pussy lips open.

I stopped taking pictures and sat on the bed. Kylie grabbed her robe next to her and put it on then sat beside me.

We checked all the pictures and attached another selection to an email.

“What about that one baby – your fingernail inside with you peeled open like that?”

My wife nodded. She blushed and bit her smile.

I typed the email:

Enjoy, Derek! You can fantasise all you want from these, man.

“Tell him I want him to fantasise,” Kylie prompted, so I added:

K says she’s worried you’d split her if you went too hard and fast so you have to go slow and let her get used to it.

I checked and Kylie nodded so I hit send.

She scooted back up the bed and I got on top and entered her. I always get hard doing that shit and it gets her wet every time too.

It isn’t real though, right?

It’s only online – two-dimensional.

Kylie’s boss has all the girls in new uniforms that are way shorter than the old ones, and it’s true business has picked up a lot since he did that.

I guess I didn’t mind him and his new cook and the regular truckers getting an eyeful but that was because the idea of another man seeing my wife’s tits and pussy in real life seemed unreal somehow.

I couldn’t get my head around it. I had spent so much time over the years since my early teens online. The 3D world you can touch and smell and taste often seemed like the simulation.

It wasn’t just sending these porno pics to online mates, I would get confused and end up with a hard-on thinking about Kylie at work sometimes.


Kylie

Mason was spent before I reached an orgasm but that was nothing unusual. I rarely reached a peak during intercourse and needed my fingers or my vibrator to get there.

I have a pink vibrating bullet I like to use after sex sometimes and I reached for it in my bedside drawer.

Mason rolled off me, knowing what I wanted. He started sucking a nipple. I thrust for more of that and held the bullet against my clit.

Mason rested his head on my upper chest and suckled my nipple. He held up the tablet with the dick pic on screen.

I stared at the image and fantasised about being fucked by a cock that big whilst holding the bullet in place. I quickly reached my orgasm.

“Uh huh huh fuck me internet man,” I cried to tease my husband whilst holding his head to my boob and squirming on my other hand with the bullet firmly against my throbbing clit.

One orgasm was always enough like that. I put the bullet on my bedside table and pushed my husband away from my boob.

I lay there looking at the dick pic again. I cut and copied it to my folder of dick pics from Mason’s online friends. That was number seven. I only ever kept one picture from each guy.

Mason was diligently deleting the pictures of me from his phone.

This was standard practice. I let him take photos of me and share them with his online friends but he wasn’t allowed to keep them in his phone.

He picked a couple and emailed them to himself. He has a folder too but he doesn’t send the same picture to different friends. He insists I pose for new ones and I like that.

I flicked through my folder. I decided Derek’s was the biggest of the cocks now.

There was a huge variety. All of them included the guy’s face in shot. It was my go-to folder for horizontal masturbating fun.

Mason took me by the hand and led to the shower. We always showered together after sex. It was just a thing we did. It was so hot and sweaty tonight it was necessary before getting into bed anyway.

We slept with the fan on. Even that power usage was a consideration, but we’d just paid the quarterly bill and would have our wheat check before the next one.

What we did have in abundance was water. Our house was surrounded by a beautiful lawn that I was able to keep well-watered.

We had an artesian bore with plenty of drinking quality water. You could draw as much as you wanted for domestic use, but it wasn’t available for irrigation purposes.

My lawn qualified as domestic use. I spent half an hour on the ride-on that next morning then set my sprinklers. I had a high-capacity pump and could run half a dozen sprinklers at a time, enough to water the lawn and my lemon and orange trees in a few hours.

Apart from my citrus, my gardens were all native plants and trees. It was too hot and dry here for delicate flowers without having to tend to them daily and organise shade and what not.

No thanks. I had an expansive and very pretty garden of Golden Wattles, Kangaroo Grass ground cover and Brachyscome Daisy for some purple and yellow.

I also had Correas and Grevilleas for a bit of red, mint bushes for scent and some stunning ghost gum Eucalypts for shade.

We kept no pets but there were plenty of friendly magpies to feed and lots of rosellas, parrots and lorikeets and some bossy kookaburras; a wild menagerie to enjoy. No need to worry if you didn’t have time. Even if we were on holidays they could look after themselves.

I worked from 11 to 4 three shifts a week. I was getting dressed for today and picked pretty white lace panties and a matching bra.

I knew it was wrong but couldn’t help the way my boss and the new cook Tate made me feel.

I got what Mason meant about two-dimensional people online. It was only an image you could see and never touch or smell or taste.

It was one thing to play sex games with two-dimensional men. It was a whole other ballgame when the men were real and physical up close like they get at work.

Some things had happened I didn’t think my husband needed to know about. Never with my employer or the male cook who recently left.

There had been a few incidents with customers I hadn’t even reported at work.

I get groped by dirty old truckers sometimes. I let one get away with it once and I think he might have told another couple of them.

I know it’s illegal and I could press charges, but I’ve never been able to resist dominant men. I find myself excited in anticipation of the next time one of them tries something.

The honest truth was, I didn’t want to report them and stop them from doing it because I liked it.

It’s not unlike the two-dimensional men online in that there’s a limit to how far it can go. There’s nowhere to do anything at work other than a quick grope of my butt or a squeeze in passing.

There’s no way I’d go into the toilets with a man and it would be a long way to drag me kicking and scratching across the parking lot to a truck.

Anyway I modelled my bra and panty choice in anticipation of flashing or getting a feel-up today. Of course I knew when I was flashing from behind and could avoid doing it if I wanted to.

My new work uniform was short but covered me well enough if I didn’t bend over at the waist.

The top of the dress was fitted and you could show some bra by leaving a couple of buttons undone.

Mr Henman had only joked about that being good for business but all of us girls were doing it and he’d been smiling his head off all day ever since.

That was a nice change from being grumpy, so another positive right there.

Our farm was near town, only a 15-minute drive, and the truck stop was at this end of town.

“Hi Julie!” I greeted my work friend. I liked working with Julie. She was my age and married too. We talked a lot at work and met for coffee regularly.

“Morning Mr Henman! Hi Tate,” I greeted the two men.

Mr Henman worked the cash register. Tate was in the kitchen. He worked the lunch and dinner rushes doing a split shift six days a week. Mrs Henman was on kitchen duty on Sundays, which was the only time you ever saw her thank god. Talk about grumpy!

I took a tray of hot pies and pasties from the oven in the kitchen to refill the customer takeaway servery. Tate’s eyes went straight down my work uniform and I pretended not to notice.

I was showing nipple through the lace of my bra so I hoped he enjoyed that.

I was in a mood from posing for pictures last night and thinking about it all morning.

My next trick was in-filling the customer servery from the tray with Mr Henman at the till behind me.

Of course I could have angled myself to be side on and not show anything, but I bent at the waist and gave him a look at my panties from behind.

I took my time filling the servery and let my boss have a good long perv. My nipples firmed up and my pussy tingled away. Oh my, I was in a mood today. All I needed now was a handsy trucker.

Our restaurant area seated twenty. It was full within a half hour of my shift starting and I was run off my feet for the next few hours. I was far too busy to think about flashing and getting groped.

Mid-afternoon Julie and I took a short break together. She smoked so I joined her out the back with my cup of tea.

I got to telling her about the problem we had with our harvest crew arriving today and Mason having to try and convince them to work on a promise for the next month.

“Well, they stay in the caravans at the workshop and I cook for them and supply everything they need. They don’t need cash to live on,” I explained hopefully. “They always bring plenty of beer!”

“Okay so it shouldn’t be that big a deal,” Julie suggested. “Do they get on with Mason? Do they like him?”

“Yes they get on fine. I think the older one Noah intimidates Mason a bit with his experience and maturity. The one Mason’s age, Jarrod, is hot and knows it, but that’s more a problem for me than my husband.”

“Oh I see,” my girlfriend giggled. “How hot?”

I had a picture in my phone.

“Oh my god he’s gorgeous. Look at his eyes!”

“I know right!” I expanded the picture. The man had the most adorable hazel eyes and square jaw, tall dark and handsome haha. You could see his arm muscles through his tight white t-shirt.

“Huh hmm,” Julie cleared her throat. “And why is it that you’re sending your husband to ask this man a favour exactly?”

“Huh? What do you mean?” I blushed.

“Well you and hubby are equal partners in your farm, right? You run the business together!”

“Yes of course. He’ll be stuck on a tractor 18 hours a day for the next month but I’ll be equally as busy doing everything else around the farm and keeping them all fed. Running back and forth from the kitchen twice a day delivering cooked meals to them out in the fields. Towing the fuel tank out to them. Cleaning the caravans and making their beds, doing the washing for four men. Fitting in my shifts here around all of that!”

Julie nodded then shrugged. “So equal partners; you send your man to ask these guys a favour when it should have been you dropping by wearing your uniform. They wouldn’t be able to say yes quick enough.”

I joined my girlfriend in an ogle down my dress to see my boobs bulging from my bra.

Julie stared in question.

“Yes but..!” I had another look down my front holding the top of my dress out.

“But nothing girl. Use what you’ve got. All men are suckers for a bit of cleavage.”

“Hmm I guess that makes sense,” I had to agree.

“Haha of course it does. Easy as,” Julie went on, adjusting her own cleavage ready to go back to work. “Have you seen our tip jar this afternoon girl?”

“I know. It’s been great lately.”

“Yes lately, since we’ve had our boobs on show and not enough dress to cover our butts.”

We went back to work. There was a lot of prep to do for the dinner rush. Tate would be finishing soon for a two-hour break between his shifts.

I started peeling and cutting up vegetables and he had to squeeze past behind me.

His breath was on my bare neck and his hands were on my waist.

“Yeah that’s good. A bit thinner with the carrots, just a half dozen to go with the bangers and mash,” he said. I could feel him pressed inappropriately against my back and butt.

“More like this?” I asked and sliced a few carrot discs.

His eyes were down my cleavage. He squeezed my sides. “And that’s how I like a steak too but these truckers enjoy the extra fat,” his hot breath was against my ear.

“Uh huh. I won’t trim them so much then,” I uttered and held my breath as the man squeezed me again.

“Damn you look good in that uniform Kylie!”

“Um thank you.”

“That’s a pretty bra today. I haven’t seen that one before.”

“You shouldn’t be looking anyway,” I defended.

“Yeah, not possible,” the guy groaned and squeezed my sides again making me suck in another breath and hold it.

I checked side to side. “Don’t, someone might see,” I scolded.

“I saw you letting one of the customers get away with a little feel the other day. You didn’t seem to mind.”

The guy was smiling and resumed shifting past behind me. His hand trailed down and he squeezed my butt.

I pushed his hand away and narrowed my eyes at him.

He smirked and looked me up and down then paused at the door. “Are you going to report me? I know I deserve it but I couldn’t resist.”

“I’m not going to say anything, but I might have to tell my husband if you try that again!”

I was glaring defiantly now. I can’t help teasing like this sometimes and I was tingling wildly inside from being touched like that.

“And what’s your husband going to do about it?” the guy asked curiously.

I shrugged. “He’s a big strong man. I wouldn’t want to be you.”

Tate smiled and nodded. “Fair enough. I’ll try harder to resist next time I have to squeeze by.”

“Good, you do that,” I tossed teasingly and resumed slicing carrots. I couldn’t stop my smile from giving me away.

Tate patted the doorframe and left chuckling.

My legs were weak and I felt a little giddy. I held onto the counter and took a few deep breaths.

I carried on cutting up vegetables and had gotten past the thrill of being groped like that again when I had to wait the table of one of the dirty old men truckers who had squeezed my butt a few times.

He was in his usual seat. They all seemed to own particular tables. I could have served his coffee from across but I wanted it to happen again so I approached right beside him.

He was a fat man of perhaps mid to late fifties with a scruffy beard.

His hand travelled up the back of my thigh as I placed his cup and saucer. He had touched my butt and was squeezing when I brushed against his hairy arm and checked around fervently.

“Don’t,” I protested weakly but didn’t move away. “Do you want sugar?” I asked.

“Three please sweetie.”

I opened the sugar container and started spooning into his mug. His hand was still lightly touching the back of my thigh. It lifted and he squeezed my butt again.

I scooped the third spoon of sugar and held his hairy arm with my other hand and let him keep feeling me whilst I stirred.

I stirred slowly and kept watching around until the dirty old man’s fingers pressed deeper into my crotch and he touched my pussy.

That sent tingles rushing through me and I gripped the man’s arm tighter but didn’t stop him yet. My recent naughty thoughts were filling my mind and I glared down at the man and blushed as he grinned up at me.

I let go of his arm and collected my tray. He did a final grope of my crotch as I turned away. His hand was fully between my legs and his thick old fingers probed into my opening.

I kept walking out of his reach without looking back.

“Are you alright love?” Mr Henman asked as I passed the checkout and headed for the kitchen.

“I’m fine.”

“Was Carter getting handsy with you there?”

I shook my head and blushed guiltily.

“Let me know if you want me to have a word with any of them,” my boss said warmly. “It’s meant to be look but don’t touch.”

“Uh huh. I don’t want to make a complaint,” I explained. “It’s only him and one or two others like that. I can handle it Mr Henman.”

“Alright love, your call,” my boss said and looked me down and up himself. “It’s totally your call.”

“I know. I don’t mind men getting a little bit handsy. I like teasing and making them want to and if they can’t stop themselves I’m happy to own half the responsibility.”

“Haha so not a modern woman at all by the sounds.”

“I am in some ways that might surprise you Mr Henman. But no, I don’t happen to agree there’s anything wrong with men objectifying women or women seeing men as objects to be played with.

“I like to look and I like being looked at,” I continued.

“I like men’s muscular arms as much as they like my legs and I often sneak a squeeze!”

I left my boss with that feeling cheeky and quite daring.

It was the end of my shift and I waved and smiled at Mr Henman on my way out. I fully expected to get my butt squeezed next time I was in reach of his big bear paws.


Mason

“So that’s the best I can do, guys. Fifty a week each for spending money and I can’t guarantee exactly when, but I’m confident it won’t pass six weeks from now and I’ll pay your wages as a lump sum in full.”

I had the three men seated at the lunchroom table. I was standing, holding court. They worked as a team. The eldest, Noah, was the foreman and spokesperson.

“We’ll need to think about it boss. I’ll need to make a couple of calls to see if I can cover the month or more with no pay. I’ve got bills if these other lads don’t.”

“Yeah me too, I’ll have to have a look at my bank account and work some shit out,” Jarrod said.

“Would we have to buy our own food out of the fifty bucks?” young Elijah asked frowning.

“Nah man, Mrs boss will look after us,” Noah said with a crooked grin and a twinkle in his eye. “Kylie serves our breakfast right here each morning and brings lunch and dinner to us on the job, doesn’t she boss?”

“Yep she sure does. She’s got a store of chips and soft drinks and ice creams and the like. You won’t have much call to go to town,” I explained to the new guy.

This was good. It was sounding positive. I thought I had them until Noah spoke again – for everyone, as was his way.

“Still it’s a lot to ask even if we can wrangle our finances to get through, Mason. I still need to consider whether I’d even want to when there’s plenty of other work around.”

He continued, “I think you need to give us a chance to talk about it amongst ourselves and we’ll let you know in the morning what we decide.”

I nodded and drew a big breath. “Right. Fair enough,” I had to agree. “I’ll leave you men to it then. Kylie has a meal planned for tonight and she has your beds made up. See you tomorrow,” I said and left them.

I had been crawling all over my machinery all day getting everything serviced and ready for a month of solid work, hopefully breakdown free.

If I lost these workmen I would have to forfeit the grain handling side of the contract harvesting for my neighbour. I could operate my header 18 hours a day with Kylie’s help if necessary.

Then when it came to my own harvest I could get Kylie to do the chaser bin and I could switch back and forth from the header and semi-trailer.

It would take a lot longer and I’d be hoping for the weather to remain suitable. There was a narrow window right now before the summer storm season was upon us.

We would get by without the crew but it would be risky and we’d lose a lot by not fulfilling the harvest contract with the neighbour.

Kylie was in the kitchen cooking when I entered the house. I cuddled her from behind and kissed her proffered cheek.

“How was your shift baby?”

“Oh it was good. How did you go with the guys. What did they say?”

“Yeah they said they’d think about it and let me know tomorrow. I thought I had them but it’s true there’s plenty of other work around this harvest and they could get on elsewhere and not have to wait for their pay.”

“Oh no, they said that?”

“Yep. I don’t think they’ve decided. It’s probably 50/50 they’ll stay on.” I checked under the lid of a pot where my favourite beef stew was simmering. “Your cooking might swing it for us. Noah was raving about how well you look after them.”

“Hmm Julia had a go at me for sending you to ask them for a favour in the first place. She said I should have been the one doing that.”

“Oh yeah, in this?” I asked and had a feel of my wife’s boobs through her work uniform. They looked good bulging out the top of her lacy white bra.

“Are you going to take them their dinner tonight dressed like that?” I asked only half jokingly.

Kylie took a long few seconds to answer. “Would you like me to?”

It took me a few seconds to respond in turn. “I don’t know baby, it couldn’t hurt.”

I flushed guiltily as I said that.

Kylie turned in my cuddle and put her arms around my neck. “I don’t mind dressing like this for work and the dirty old men truckers. It wouldn’t be any different with Noah and his crew. I’m sure I could handle it.”

I nodded and drew a breath. I already knew the guys liked Kylie being around and of course she gets looks from them. The fact she was going to be of help getting them over the line with this deal wasn’t a new consideration.

Agreeing with her or asking her to deliberately tease them was a completely new idea.

I still wasn’t answering.

We looked at each other.

“I got a hand up the back of my dress again today. It was the new one who just started doing it.”

“Right.” I swallowed. “Did you say anything to Henman?”

My wife grimaced guiltily. “I told him I could handle it and didn’t want to complain.”

“Okay. That’s good then. Letting them get away with a pinch, yeah?”

I was squeezing her arse under the back of her uniform myself and had said that into a kiss.

“Hmm it was a little bit more than a pinch today Morgan. I didn’t try and move away so quickly.”

“Oh yeah?” I kissed my wife again. I gripped her butt cheeks more firmly and spread her with my fingers.

“Mmm not so rough but further between my legs,” she moaned and bit my lip.

I stopped squeezing and felt her crotch. I rubbed back and forth across the furrow of her slit. “So like that then?”

Kylie drew a big breath and expelled. “Uh huh just like that. Just gently but with his strong fingers. But only through my panties of course.”

“Right. So this is definitely going further now!”

“Yes but I made more in tips tonight than I did in wages, and I don’t think it’s fair to tease these men and complain when one grabs you a little bit.”

“Well no, I agree with that baby. As long as it doesn’t go too far over the line.”

Kylie smiled and bit her lip. “I moved away when I felt him trying to wiggle his finger under the edge of my panties.”

“Oh fuck. He tried to do that?”

“Yes. It was nice rubbing me through them. I would have let him for longer if he didn’t feel for the edge.”

“Right. Okay, that’s a good place to draw the line.” I looked down between us at my wife’s cleavage.

“Yes the girls got plenty of attention today too,” Kylie joked.

I swallowed hard and took a breath in anticipation of what I was about to suggest.

I really needed the contract guys to sign on for the full harvest. We couldn’t afford for them to say no tomorrow.

I looked up from my wife’s display. “That’s a pretty bra baby. Would you take it off and go serve the guy’s their dinner braless?” I fiddled with the open neckline.

“And leave your dress undone like this so they get a good look?”

Kylie held my gaze steadily and did a tiny nod.

***


Part 2: With Her Body

Mason

These workmen were going to get a look at my wife’s tits. There was nothing surer.

I had been able to see her nipples through the lacy cup of her bra with her work uniform undone at the top the way it was.

She returned from the bedroom after having taken the bra off, and when she bent forward to pick up the tray of dinner plates off the table her uniform gaped and I saw her tits completely.

She paused as she had bent forward and had a look at them with me. She grimaced. “Oops!”

“Yeah I know baby. That’s full-on flashing.”

She nodded. “I know when I’m doing it though Mason. I can give them as good a look as you say or only a quick peep. I only have to keep my shoulders back and bend at my knees instead of my waist.”

I rubbed my mouth, thinking about what was at stake and how this wasn’t all that different to sending nudie pics of my wife to my online gamer friends.

“Maybe let them have a good look baby? There’s no way they’ll be leaving tomorrow if we do that.”

“Okay,” Kylie uttered.

“Wait?” I said thinking of something.

I aimed my phone camera and focused down her dress, making sure I got her tits in frame.

“Some of the guys have asked for a good down blouse shot of you baby. Darion has asked about five times so I’d better send him one.”

“Oh okay.” Kylie scrunched her shoulders and looked up and away like it wasn’t deliberate. “Can you see them like this?”

“Yeah perfect baby.” I kept clicking and changing the angle so if the guys shared with each other they’d have different pics.

“So, one for each of the guys?” Kylie checked.

“Yeah and they’ve all seen your tits before but not today,” I joked.

The guys liked it when I sent fresh pics, just so they know Kylie flashed them again.

She remained leaning forward over the table whilst I snapped some shots up the back of her uniform. I didn’t need to get very low to see her panties.

“That trucker dude would have loved the feel of you through those, baby.”

“Mmm I hope so. He’s there every day now. I’ll have to pick out pretty ones for him again tomorrow.”

I gripped her arse and had a squeeze. She wiggled back but stood with the tray of dinners.

“I have to take these before they get cold.”

“You feel wet,” I breathed onto her hair.

She was flaring her hips. I peeled aside the crotch of her panties and my finger slid straight in. She was completely juicy and ready to fuck.

“Mmm Mason, it’s hard enough doing this already.”

“Fuck you want it, don’t you?”

“Yes but when I get back. I’ll be even more ready by then.”

“Okay baby, go and tell the men you hope they’ll decide to stay. Let them see your tits, yeah?”

“Uh huh I’ll show them. I’ll show them what they’ll get if they stay.”

I let go of my woman and gripped my hair. “Damn it, I hope they don’t grab you baby!”

She smiled teasingly back from the door. “I think I’m ready for whatever if they do, Mase.”

Aw fuck this was crazy but there was no way Noah would do anything, and he wouldn’t let the others. He’s been coming here for years and has always been kind of fatherly with Kylie. I was sure he’d be protective of her in a situation like this.

He would definitely enjoy having a look at her and I was pleased he was finally going to get a good look.

She’s got great tits. Perky B-cups that flash easily down a dress or loose-fitting top. She’s always been in a bra until now.

I could see across the compound to the two caravans the men stayed at whilst working for us.

One van had a huge end window you could see the dining area through. Noah’s bedroom was at the other end of that one.

The other van had rooms for the other two guys. There was a toilet and shower in the workshop they used.

The guys were already seated around the dining table. I couldn’t hear from this distance but saw they all greeted my wife with big smiles. Noah got up and made room for her to put the tray on the table.

She bent at her waist and the two other guy’s heads lifted and angled for a look down her front whilst Noah tilted and had a look up the back of her uniform.

Jarrod, the guy my age, and Elijah the young one, were enjoying a look at my wife’s bare tits as she reached across the table to place their dinner plates.

Noah sat beside where she was standing and kept examining up the back of her uniform. He would have had a full view of her crotch with her still reaching across the table and setting the knives and forks for the guys.

She had empty glasses for them. She set those then went to their fridge and came back with a bottle of water.

She reached across the table from beside Jarrod this time, facing Noah and showing him her tits. She filled the glasses slowly. Noah craned his neck angling for a good look. Jarrod leant back and had a look at her panties whilst she tugged at her hem.

I couldn’t tell if their mouths were hanging open or if they were just smiling their heads off. It looked like it was going to work though.

From now on it would only be breakfast. Lunch and dinner were provided on the job. If Kylie flashed them like this each morning that would definitely keep them here until the job was done.

It was only the next three weeks, and after that I could finish up cleaning the machines and putting them away for next harvest myself if need be.

I kept watching from the darkness of my doorway. The guys kept Kylie chatting and sharing laughs. I saw her looking down at her uniform and plucking at it a lot. It looked like they were asking her about it.

Noah and Jarrod would remember her diner waitress uniform from the last few years and would certainly notice the difference with this new one. She didn’t have the frilly white apron on but it still looked damn cute.

The skirt of the frock couldn’t be any shorter and the middle bit was tight around her waist, so with any buttons open her boobs popped out the top.

We’d discussed this a lot over the past month since her boss insisted on the change to a sexier uniform. Kylie was right her income had almost doubled with tips, and we really needed the money right now.

I had already resigned myself to her being perved on by the truckers she serves meals to at the truck stop. It was no different with these guys. Just more of the same – letting my wife flash other men to secure our income.

It all seemed such a small step from doing it for fun online.

Well more than just fun, it was fucking exciting and incredibly arousing having her pose for nudie pics and sending them to anonymous strangers. It always got me hard and her wet.

It was a bit unsettling that she was over there right now teasing and being chatted up by these other men, knowing her pussy was slick and ready for penetration.

Right now there were three probably aroused cocks closer to my wife’s fully prepared opening than mine was.

She reached across the table to dab at something with a napkin and put the salt and pepper back on the tray.

Noah and the young guy craned for another look at her tits whilst Jarrod actually squeezed her butt this time.

The guy’s hand was under the back of her uniform. She lifted Noah’s glass and dabbed underneath it whilst two of them examined her tits and the other kept squeezing her arse.

She stood giggling at something that was said and reached up to push back her long blond hair whilst Jarrod continued playing with her butt.

She finally touched his arm and moved away, heading for the fridge. She opened the freezer section below and bent right over this time. The three guys stopped shovelling beef stew into their faces and turned their heads to gawk.

I could see from side on even from this distance that her waitress uniform was up over her butt.

I could imagine the view they all had of her wet pussy barely covered by soft white fabric, probably clinging and cutting into her.

She stood and put something in the microwave, probably the apple pie. She knows that’s Noah’s favourite.

That took a few minutes whilst the men ate and continued chatting with her and making her giggle. Then she filled bowls from her tray with the pie.

She moved to Jarrod’s side and bent again to serve them their sweets. She had brought ice cream from the freezer and was dishing that out in scoops, obviously asking how much they each wanted.

Noah and young Elijah had their eyes down her dress again. Jarrod leant right back and had another look at her butt. He didn’t grope this time, rather he seemed to caress gently up her inner thigh.

My wife squealed and jumped. She slapped at the guy’s arm and laughed whilst stretching her uniform down at the back. She clearly tried to keep her butt away from them all.

She grabbed the ice cream and kept hold of her hem in the back whilst putting it away in the freezer.

I could see her smiling defiantly but as she reached across from beside Noah again this time to collect the dinner plates on her tray, Jarrod and Elijah craned for another look at her tits.

Noah had claimed her by the hip and was giving her a squeeze. She trusted him doing that and just leant affectionately against him with the full tray in her hands about to leave.

They were all smiling and chatting playfully, nothing had turned serious by the looks. That was a relief.

Noah’s hand was moving up and down, stroking her outer thigh and going under the hem of her waitress uniform but not far under.

I was boned up and squeezing my cock. I wanted him to go higher and have a feel of her butt.

It would have been different if Noah did it though. Jarrod’s a bit of a clown and would try and get away with it in fun, the way he obviously did.

With Noah it would be way more serious if he felt Kylie’s arse. I doubt she’d squeal and jump if he did it. She’d probably melt over his fingers as they went up inside her.

Fuck. I was imagining that but to my utter relief Kylie took off out of there with her tray and only glanced back to call out a goodnight wish.

She was completely flushed when she got to the door and shoved the tray into my hands.

I dumped it on the kitchen counter and followed her to our bedroom.

She was already on the bed and waiting with her panties off. I pushed down my pants and jocks and got on top. She guided me and I slammed into her.

She was so fucking wet and searing hot inside.

I kept slamming into her and she raked my back with her nails and my arse with her heels.

“Uh huh huh,” she moaned as she orgasmed and I slammed home one final time and held still as I emptied my balls into the swirling, sucking heat of her cunt. 


Kylie

My husband was all hot and sweaty and man-smelly from his hard workday. I pushed him off and sent him to shower whilst I served our dinners.

I was dishing up when a splotch of goo landed on the floor between my bare feet.

I used paper towel to wipe it up then tore off another sheet to dab between my legs where my husband had just cum hard in me.

I had a giggle to myself at how worked up he always gets showing me to his internet friends. And even more so to real live men it seemed.

We had both been too worked up to stop and use a condom but I’d just finished my period so should be safe at the moment.

I put on fresh panties to stop any more dripping whilst we had dinner and chatted about the plan for work over the next three weeks, now that the men had committed to staying on.

I had to work around my shifts at the diner. I had one tomorrow then the weekend off and Monday to Wednesday mornings for the duration of harvest. Mr Henman was kind enough to give me the three morning shifts to make it possible for me to help the men during the busy harvest.

Mason and I were looking at the roster on the work computer after dinner. He sat back with his hands behind his head.

“Okay so that’s final then. The weather forecast is dry, so we should be able to get in 16 to 18 hours harvesting before dewfall each night. I’ll be on the grain bin for the three days each week you’re at the diner, so I’ll be able to run lunches to the guys.”

“Okay, and I’ll be free every other day for lunches and every night to run their dinners to them. Plus we’re all here for breakfast, so that’s easy.”

“Yes, and I’ll relieve the guys for a few hours here and there as necessary and might have to call on you with the fuel trailer occasionally,” Mason summed up.

“Okay. I like towing the fuel trailer. It’s fun. I might need a driveway attendant uniform for that though,” I teased.

“Yeah or cut-off shorts and a tight top or something,” my husband joked back.

“Hmm, or a short skirt, you mean!”

“Yeah I guess they’ll be expecting more upskirt as well as down blouse pervs baby. I didn’t really think it through, but is that the standard now? Does it mean you have to keep it up every day?”

“Um, I would think so Mase. It wouldn’t be fair to do that to make them stay then immediately stop.”

“True,” my husband agreed and gulped. “So, what would you wear other than your waitress uniform?”

I blushed guiltily. Of course I’d already thought hard about this.

“I was thinking that since breakfast is so early I could serve the guys before I got dressed. Just in my PJs or whatever and before I put on a bra.”

“Right and with nipples showing through a nightie or a pyjama top with a button undone?”

“Uh huh and with panties on if I’m only in a nightie or none if I’m wearing the pyjama shorts I’m thinking of.”

Mason swallowed hard again. “Like they’d even know if you had panties on under pyjama shorts, right?”

“Mmm I think both Jarrod and Noah will probably try to feel and find out again.”

“Yeah. Fair enough too if you’re going to be flashing like tonight,” Mason groaned.

“I know, that’s why I let them until cheeky Jarrod put his hand between my legs.”

“I know. I saw that.”

I blushed guiltily some more. “I only let him for a second then pretended to be shocked.”

“Oh yeah, for a second huh?”

“Hmm yes for a teeny tiny second. It’s impossible to move instantly when a guy touches you there Mase. It was the same as with the old trucker guy at work this afternoon. It was nice when he was stroking up my inner thigh and just brushing against the crotch of my panties with his thumb. Then when he used his fingers and pressed more firmly between my pussy lips, I couldn’t move for a few seconds while the tingles rushed through me and made me weak.”

“Aw fuck baby, I wouldn’t expect you to stop that too quickly. I know as a guy you wouldn’t be able to move if a chick grabbed your cock like that.”

I giggled. “No, I’m sure you wouldn’t!”

We shared a laugh. My husband was sitting and I leant against him as he cuddled around my hips. I stroked his hair and kissed him.

“So have any of the truckers tried for a grope of your tits since you’ve been spilling out the top of your new uniform, baby?”

“Hmm not really a grope, I wouldn’t call it.”

“Oh yeah, so a feel then?”

I nodded mm-ing my lips. “More of an accidental squeeze shifting past behind me. Which has happened a few times with two different drivers and once with the new cook, Tate.”

“Oh shit! With the new guy?”

“Yes, but only after he saw me letting the driver guy get away with exactly the same thing. And even then he was only testing what I’d let him get away with too. It was just a quick squeeze and he shifted past and let me go pretty quickly.”

“Right. Okay,” my husband nodded as if confirming and processing that.

“Okay, so that’s the line with this then baby. Blouse and upskirt flashing and if you get grabbed by one of them and it takes a few seconds to wriggle away that’s just how it is. I think that’s fine for us, don’t you?”

“Yes I think it’s fine if it helps us pay the bills like with the next month Mase. I’m definitely willing to let it happen for that reason if you are?”

“Well yes, I am too baby. Definitely!”

I was thrilling all inside. I loved this in more ways than one. It was so exciting to be allowed to tease these men and have them get handsy with me if they wanted.

Oh god I wanted them to get even more handsy with me now!

I couldn’t wait to serve that new trucker his lunch tomorrow.

I couldn’t wait to serve the guys breakfast in the morning.

The only problem with the pyjama pants I had in mind for the morning though was that they’re a tiny bit baggy. So I’d have to worry about the men’s fingers going up the leg if they felt me again like they did tonight.

Jarrod had touched the crotch of my panties but they were a snug fit of course, so it was only him touching me through them.

If either Jarrod or Noah got their fingers up the leg of my pyjama shorts there’d be nothing stopping them from slipping inside me.

I was sure I’d be wet enough for that again next time, just in anticipation of it happening.

I was going to dare myself though. Thinking about it for the rest of that evening I remained determined to wear my flowery pink and red pyjama pants with no panties under them.

I wore them to bed with just a thin white tank top. That was a common choice for wearing to bed in summer, so I was sure Mason would think nothing of it.

He was up early and already over in the workshop when I got up at 6am. I cooked up bacon and eggs for everyone and took three serves to the men in the warming dishes I used every harvest time.

This was going to be fun. But they were all up and about too and had already started work.

They saw me go into the caravan.

My entire body filled with tingles of excitement.

I was laying out their place settings when the three of them trooped in whistling and greeting me cheerily.

Noah took hold of my waist to shift around behind me. The tingles swarmed to my pussy and my nipples firmed instantly and poked at my top.

Noah kept hold of my waist. The heat from his stocky body against my back, his gruff bearded face at my shoulder and his hot deep voice in my ear sent me into tingle mode.

I could hear the men going on about being hungry and how good the food looked and smelt.

I was in a daze. Jarrod and Elijah sat there grinning and staring at my tits whilst Noah sat and kept hold of my hip then gave my butt a squeeze through my pyjama pants.

I could tell he was casually feeling for my panties, checking for any. I remained standing beside him and buttered some toast and poured coffee for the three of them.

Noah was eating with one hand and doing all the talking about work. As foreman he was in charge of the other two.

He continued to hold me close and gently squeezed my butt. His big thumb was pulling me open and as he squeezed lower it went under the leg of my pyjama shorts.

He was still talking about the job in front of them this morning. I stood there holding the coffee jug waiting to refill their mugs.

“I want you crawling all over that grain bin and checking every single hydraulic fitting for any weeping before we get started,” Noah commanded the young guy.

“You’ll be triple checking the boss’s work but he won’t mind that, will he Kylie?”

“Uh uh he won’t mind,” I squeaked.

There was a thumb up the leg of my pyjama pants stroking my vulva. Noah continued talking whilst eating with one hand, cutting toast and shovelling eggs and bacon with his fork.

I stood with my legs slightly parted and the coffee pot positioned so the other two men couldn’t see me being touched like this.

The older man was carefully caressing the puffy pillow of my vulva, not opening me. Every cell of my brain was focused on the feel of his thumb.

Jarrod drained his coffee cup and placed it for me to refill.

I leant forward and filled it then as I straightened Noah’s hand clutched the back of my thigh tighter and his thumb shifted a little and slipped in slightly.

I stood completely still and allowed him to do this. He was entitled to do it if he wanted since he was in charge of these men agreeing to work without pay.

“And when you’re done with that get hold of all the logbooks and triple check the hours and where the boss is up to with servicing,” Noah told Jarrod whilst sipping coffee and stroking back and forth inside my vagina with his thumb.

He motioned for a refill and as I tipped the coffee jug his thumb went up inside me.

“Hmm,” I whimpered under my breath and got a curious glance from the other two, but they were busy eating and talking.

I remained rocked to the side resting against their foreman’s shoulder. He was slowly going in and out with his thumb, all the way out then deep up inside me and rubbing back against my pubic bone.

I was holding a tea towel in front of myself now so the other two wouldn’t see. I had my hips flared to give the older man full access.

I was about to orgasm and give myself away when he suddenly pulled his thumb out.

“Alright lads. Let’s go! Thank the lovely lady for breakfast,” he commanded and stood, downing the last of his coffee.

I was weak at the knees gripping the table to stay upright.

“Good girl. Wear those again for me tomorrow morning, yeah?” Noah whispered low and deep into my ear and smacked my butt.

The three men trooped out and were gone.

My hands shook as I collected the breakfast dishes.

I left them on the tray and rested for a minute to collect myself. There was a TV on the wall in front of me and a big old lounge chair behind me. It was where you’d find Noah relaxing on his time off.

I sat on the lounge chair and rested back. I could hear the men there in the workshop and would hear if any of them came back.

I reclined the chair back and put my hand down the front of my pyjama pants. I felt where Noah had been and my fingers slipped in easily.

I drew moisture and rubbed it into my clit. I slung a leg over one of the arms of the chair and picked up the pace as I rubbed myself.

The crotch of my pyjama pants was soaked and I’d have to wash them before I went to work so they’d be ready for tomorrow morning.

Of course I’d be doing as Noah said and wearing them for him again. His huge thumb was so rough and I wanted it up me every time I served them breakfast.

I wondered if the other two had seen or if Noah was going to tell them he’d fingered me just then. I’m sure they knew he was touching me at least.

The idea of the three of them fucking me exploded in my mind as my orgasm gripped and thumped through my belly.

I stopped vibrating my fingers against my clit and cupped my throbbing pussy. I had my legs bent up and curling into a ball there on the old guy’s armchair.


Mason

I was eating breakfast when Kylie returned with the breakfast tray. I’d seen the guys leave ten minutes ago.

I was hoping to be back to the house before she even went over there but got caught up chatting with the neighbour we were starting the harvest for today.

My wife was all flushed. I imagined the worst but her smile disarmed my concern.

“So how did it go baby. Did they like you in your PJs?”

Kylie stretched her top down. Her nipples were almost visible through it when she did that.

“I need to wear sexier tops. The guys were staring but you can’t see enough through this.”

“Okay, so button-up tops then. It would be better if they get to see your tits rather than just imagine them,” I agreed.

“Uh huh, I have to wear the pyjama top with these tomorrow. That’s easy to see down if I leave a button undone.”

Kylie grimaced guiltily.

“What?” I asked. My heart thumped again.

“Um they liked my shorts though, or at least Noah did. He felt straight up the leg and touched me, Mase. He rubbed me really nice for a minute then his thumb went in.”

A hot flush swarmed over me. “His thumb went in?”

My wife nodded. “It was more about me than him though. He did it real slow while the other guys didn’t even realise and he was rubbing so nice in deep.”

“Right.” I gulped. “So he fingered you?”

Kylie rolled her eyes and smiled and blushed guiltily. “Yes, technically he fingered me, but with his thumb.”

“Right. Fuck.” I rubbed my mouth. “Okay so you didn’t do anything, like for him?”

“No,” my wife uttered. “That’s what I mean, it was all about me.”

“Well yeah, but he would have enjoyed it baby. I guess as soon as he felt you had no panties on he took it as an invitation.”

“Uh huh I’m sure he did, and he wants me to wear these shorts again tomorrow, so I won’t be able to wear panties then either.”

I held my wife’s eyes. “He said that?”

“Yes, he’s expecting it now Mase.”

I nodded. “And are you okay with it baby? If he fingers you again?”

She nodded too. “I had an orgasm right after. I couldn’t help it and had to finish myself off after they left.”

“Right. Fuck!”

I had to get going. Kylie kissed me goodbye for the day and went to shower.

I had to put what had just happened out of my head and go work with Noah and the other two.

The fact was I’d sent them my wife to entice them to stay and work without pay for a month and I had to accept them taking whatever advantage they would of the situation.

I was well resigned to them seeing her tits, and if a feel up under the back of her dress or through her pyjama pants led to them getting their fingers in, I just had to accept that too.

By 10am I had the guys started on harvesting. Noah was in the header, Elijah on the chaser bin and Jarrod in the semi-trailer carting into the silos near town.

We had transfer bins for when Jarrod was gone with a load for an hour, so when he got back I’d be there to help load him up again.

It was a smooth system with the four of us and I generally had a bit of time to deliver fuel or tend to anything else that popped up or take over on one of the machines for a few hours to give someone a break.

I delivered the lunches Kylie had prepared before heading off to work. I caught her just leaving and she teased about looking forward to her new regular customer being there for lunch again today.

I guess there was still a difference between being perved on and felt up at work and allowing it to happen with the harvest crew.

Right now it was all the same as we needed these men to work for us and we also really needed Kylie’s income week to week.

I wasn’t sure how I was going to feel about it after harvest and the crew were gone, and we had our cashflow back. We had a bumper crop to harvest and were going to be fine once we got paid for it.

It was more than just the money though. I found the thought of my wife being the plaything for these truckers quite arousing. It was a step beyond what I was doing with the guys I met online because it was physical, 3D, and far more real.

She had gone to work today with tiny panties that would barely protect her from a hand up her dress. I could only hope the same guy did turn up today and try having a feel of her again.

I couldn’t imagine him actually fingering her right there in the diner. But then again, I never imagined Noah would either.

I turned on my tablet and opened my emails whilst I was waiting for Jarrod to get back from town in the semi. I figured I’d see if there was anything from my gamer guys.

There was an email from the newest one, Derek:

Your wife looks good licking my cock man. Tell her I’ll go slow and try not to split her with it.

I typed a reply:

Thanks man. She’d love to be fucked by you but I’d appreciate it if you didn’t destroy her too badly for me. Though it would be interesting to see you balls deep in her with that monster. I hope you liked the pics I sent of her with her legs spread so you could imagine.

I hit send.

A reply came back immediately:

I want to fuck her balls deep man. Send me another pick with her cunt pulled open so I can imagine better.

Me:

I’ll try and get that for you man. She’d love to feel you inside her so I’m sure she’ll pose for another pic. Meantime here’s another one of her tits for you.

I attached one of the shots braless down her uniform and hit send.

Derek:

Nice! Keep these coming eh! Your wifes fucking hot. Good stroke off pics!

Me:

OK man enjoy! I’ll keep them coming. Got to go work now. More later!

Well at least that was only two-dimensional and not real. I didn’t imagine I’d seriously want some other man with a horse cock getting onto my wife. It was arousing to say it to him though and let him think it was true enough to jack off over.

Those online games got old fast though and you always had to look for new guys to play them with. I got a good buzz out of finding a new one like Derek quite regularly, and often through another of the guys I’d sent pics of Kylie to.

This real-life three-dimensional playing was way more intense.

It was getting on lunchtime and I wondered if Kylie had any dirty old pervert customers today.

I seriously hoped she did.


Kylie

I kept as still as I could stirring a mug of coffee whilst the same old truck driver as yesterday rubbed my crotch.

He was in his usual booth seat and I’d knelt in beside him as he pulled me closer. He had me positioned out of the line of sight of anyone else.

“Just quickly though, I have other customers,” I whispered to him.

His wallet was on the table. He extracted a hundred and shoved it into my hand whilst continuing to rub into me.

“That’s for you sweetie. Better than going in the tip jar hey?”

“Uh huh thank you! But I still have to go back to work.”

Time was up. I could see the cook about to place a dinner on the counter to be served to another trucker innocently scrolling on his phone and waiting.

I took hold of the arm of the man touching me and was about to push away when I felt his finger wiggling beneath the edge of my panties.

It found its way and probed then went into me and I accidentally bumped the coffee mug, spilling some on the table.

I had an excuse now so I used paper napkins to slowly dab at the spilt coffee whilst the man continued to finger me.

“Uh huh sir, please!” I scolded under my breath whilst squirming back onto his offending digit.

He was feeling around inside me. It was crude and disgusting and exciting because of that, but I’d finished mopping up. “Sir, stop now please?”

He extracted his finger and smoothed the crotch of my panties back into place for me. I plucked at the back of my panties myself and removed them from being scrunched and wedged up too tight.

The trucker was sucking his finger and pulling another hundred from his wallet.

I waited and let him push the money into my sweaty hand.

I shoved the two crumpled notes in my apron pocket and quickly served the other truck driver. As I passed the counter, out of sight of the one who had fingered me, I put the two hundred in the tip jar to share with my co-worker.

The tips were split equally between us girls so I was going to do well today, that was for sure.

When I finished my shift an hour later Mr Henman counted me out over two hundred dollars and handed it over with a look at my tits. He had a smirk on his face.

“That’s a good uniform, wouldn’t you say love?”

I folded my money and pocketed it gleefully. “It’s a very good choice of uniform Mr Henman,” I said and kissed the old guy’s cheek.

I hurried home and got to work cooking and preparing meals to take to the men on the tractors and truck. I did four, including one for my husband of course.

I went to the bedroom and removed my bra but kept my sexy waitress uniform on.

These tractors are huge and you have to climb up to the cabins.

There would be a good view of my tits. I owed the men that after not flashing them this morning.

I stripped my crusty panties too after they’d been soaked and dried several times throughout the day. It was only going to be a quick visit to each man and he’d be above me so wouldn’t see I had none on.

No, serving the workmen their dinners sans panties was just for me, feeling as naughty and sexy as I was after being fingered by two older men today, and knowing deep in my belly it was only the beginning!

***


Part 3: With Her Mouth

Mason

I was sitting in an air-conditioned tractor cabin waiting for grain to be unloaded into the huge bin I was hitched to.

The bin was stationary so the only reason I needed the tractor running was for the air-conditioning. It was just too hot to sit here otherwise.

My youngest employee Elijah was driving the tractor that just pulled up alongside to unload. He was towing the chaser bin and had just emptied the header.

Noah was driving the header. Jarrod had just appeared in the distance, returning from town with the empty semi-trailer ready to be refilled.

Harvest was running smoothly today. I had just done a fuel run and filled everyone’s tanks. It was dinner time and my wife approached the header in our Landcruiser and it pulled up for her.

I had binoculars and watched her walk from the cruiser and climb the steps of the header. Noah was waiting at the top of the steps smiling down at her.

I could see he had a view down her blue and white chequered blouse.

Kylie had modelled it for me when I was back home refilling the fuel trailer an hour ago. She had the blouse undone enough to show her bare tits down it.

The eldest of my harvest crew was getting his daily payment right now. In lieu of the cash wages we didn’t have to pay the men upfront for their work they were allowed to look at my wife’s tits and have a feel of her if she got close enough.

Noah had put his dinner box inside the cabin of the header. Kylie remained on the steps without climbing up onto the platform.

They talked and she was motioning to leave, obviously to deliver dinners to the rest of us.

Noah pointed and she looked down at her open top. She fiddled with it and they looked down it at her tits together.

My wife held the front of her blouse and our foreman reached down inside it and seemed to feel from one of her tits to the other.

I ogled into the binoculars to see better. Kylie checked around and was soon backing down the stairs and away from the guy’s clutches, leaving him smiling after her.

When she got to the bottom of the stairs she turned and I saw her blouse was off her shoulders and her tits were bare. She was doing up a button but turned back as Noah seemingly said something.

She remained facing the guy for another long few seconds before I saw her pull her blouse back up to her shoulders.

She left the guy smiling after her and got back into the Landcruiser. Elijah had finished unloading the chaser bin and she met him halfway to the header.

My wife climbed the smaller ladder to the cabin of the young guy’s tractor with her blouse still visibly open at the top. The boy was getting his daily payment of a look at her bare tits now and she remained standing there on the ladder as he smiled down at her whilst they chatted for a few minutes too.

Jarrod pulled up under a tree in the semi-trailer and waited for his dinner to be delivered. Kylie stepped up on his running rail and gave him his meal through the window.

She had her arm hooked around the rearview mirror and was right there with her blouse open for the guy’s payment.

He reached into her blouse and had a feel of her tits the way Noah had. She remained up on the sidestep leaning back keeping her other arm up a little and out of the guy’s way.

My wife looked over at me watching through the binoculars whilst she undid another button on her blouse and then another. She had opened it completely and allowed it to slip from her shoulders again.

She was smiling teasingly at the guy who was groping her through the truck window. She climbed down and left him clutching after her.

She got back in the Landcruiser and brought me my dinner with her blouse still completely open and her perky tits showing.

I remained in the cabin and opened the door for her, took my dinner box and lifted to kiss my beautiful woman a thank you.

“The other two saw Noah fingering me this morning and they both want to as well next time. Elijah was just staring at me down there and I could read his mind. Jarrod said it straight up, that it wasn’t fair when I denied him doing it.”

I nodded and drew a breath. “Okay, so they’ve had their look at your tits today and now they want to up the ante, do they?”

“Yes and that just feels dangerous Mase. I can see it getting out of hand. I don’t like my chances of being able to resist if one of them grabbed me properly.”

“Yeah I can see that baby.” I grimaced. “Surely that’s been enough though, right? Like they’re not going to up and leave now, are they? Not now that we’ve started harvesting and are into the swing. Surely that’s been enough with the flashing and letting them feel you up like that just now.”

“Well yes, it might be enough. It’s not like they’ve said I have to do it, but I know what you men are like, once you’ve been given an inch with something like this.”

We looked at Kylie’s tits together. She was doing up the buttons on her blouse but left it open at the top with her tits fully on display. I didn’t really want her to stop flashing them.

I liked that the guys were getting a look like this and it was pulling me back the other way on the matter.

“So Noah and Jarrod both had a good feel of you baby? It looked like it.”

“Uh huh. I only let them for a minute or so each but I’m not wearing any panties, so I was worried about them getting too carried away.”

“Oh right! You’re not wearing any..?”

“No, but that’s to tease me and you, not them!”

I had closed the tractor cabin door, locking us in the air conditioning. Kylie was still standing whilst I remained seated. She wore a short breezy skirt.

I put my hand up the skirt and she braced as I felt her cunt.

I opened her and found her very juicy. I rubbed to lubricate her folds then inserted two fingers. She was molten hot and squelchy wet.

“You’re definitely ready for more fingering baby.”

She nodded and took a breath. “I can’t help that when they touch my boobs and play with my nipples like they did.”

“No that’s good. That’s so sexy baby – you getting turned on by them enjoying you.”

“Yes but I still say it’s me getting all the enjoyment Mase. What are they supposed to do stuck out here on a tractor all day and half the night? I almost feel like I should be doing something for them!”

“Yeah? Like what?” I asked. My fingers were still up my wife and my cock was hard again, as it had been when watching through the binoculars just now.

“Mmm Mason, I can’t think when you do that.”

I grinned and kept rubbing back against her pubic bone. She was clinging to the door behind her, braced back against it and crouching a little as she rode my hand with gentle gyrations of her pelvis.

“Do you want to cum?” I asked.

She rolled her eyes. “Do I have any choice with you doing that?”

“So if you were to do something for them baby, what would it be? Do you mean hand jobs?”

My wife was biting down on her lip. I banged her for a few seconds, my fingers all the way in and the heel of my hand vibrating against her clit.

She tensed and convulsed. Her body flinched and her cunt crushed my fingers then started throbbing around them.

“Mmm not fair,” she breathed eventually. “How am I supposed to walk back to the cruiser now?”

I chuckled and kept gently fingering her, rubbing her wetness around until she stopped flinching away from contact with her clit.

She gripped my wrist and held me still. I smiled up at her and leant forward to suck an exposed nipple whilst she stroked my hair.

“I don’t know. At least hand jobs, I suppose,” she answered my question. “I guess I could do them when delivering their meals. There’s no privacy at the caravans in the morning and that’s the only time they’re there.”

I took my cock out. She turned around and sat back on me, helping guide me in as she squished down onto me.

“Your dinner’s going to get cold.”

I took hold of her tits. She resumed gyrating her pelvis to wank me off this time.

“Hand jobs are messy, love.”

She giggled. “You think?”

“Yeah, what would you do with all the spunk shooting everywhere?”

“Hmm I don’t know. Why does it have to be the girl’s problem?”

“Uh fuck,” I groaned and snarled as my balls filled.

I crushed my wife to me by her tits. She held the armrests of my chair and bounced and ground down on me.

“Nya fuck we make this goo for you ladies,” I breathed into her ear. “It’s all yours once we shoot it.”

“Hmm my husband’s is all mine, you mean! Surely those guys can sop up their own, can’t they?”

“Mnn! Mnn!” I snarled as I blew my load. “Mnya baby you’re so fucking hot.”

“Uh huh and so is that,” she uttered, still squirming on me. “Careful you don’t get me pregnant soon!”

“Oh yeah that time already, is it?”

“Yeah nearly. Not yet.”

“Uh good. That’s so fucking intense raw like that.”

“I know, and you cum so hard with these other men around Mason. I love it.”

“Haha must be the competition for you.”

My wife smiled back at me. Her beautiful eyes were alight.

“You like that do you? You like the idea of men competing for you?”

She nodded gleefully. “I like them looking at me and touching me when I know you’re watching Mase. That’s so exciting.”

“Well yeah, for me too. It’s way more intense than the pics online.”

“Hmm I’m glad.” Kylie smiled through her blush. “And I don’t know, maybe I should give the men hand jobs each day instead of just teasing. Do you think they’d like that?”

“Oh fuck, would they like it?” I cried. “Baby they’d be boned up for an hour counting the minutes until dinner run.”

Kylie giggled and wriggled her brows. “Well unless we think of a reason why not, I guess I’ll start doing that for them from tomorrow’s dinner run.”

I gulped and took a breath. “Yeah and just take towels to mop up with, I suppose?”

“Uh huh, nice soft towels that I can wash each night. Some of our old ones will be fine.”

“Yeah, wrap their cock in a folded towel and milk them under it.”

I was concerned about getting cum everywhere. I liked to keep my tractor and truck cabs spotless. My wife was smiling knowingly. She always makes fun of how anal I am with the machines, but you haven’t met my dad!

“Don’t worry, I won’t get their goo anywhere!” Kylie teased on her way out the door.

The others were back to work. I shovelled my meal down and fired up the tractor ready to auger grain into the semi-trailer Jarrod was approaching with.


Kylie

I was still buzzing with excitement from flashing the guys and being fingered and fucked by my husband as I drove back to the house.

I had a few hours free to do some housework, prep some other food and bake some cakes before taking the guys coffee and snacks at about 8pm.

I wasn’t planning to show my boobs again. I figured I would keep that to once a day and was going to do it next at breakfast, when I hoped to be fingered again by Noah and possibly Jarrod as well.

I was thinking I could stand close to each of them at different times and let them play up the leg of my pyjama shorts.

Ooh I loved the feel of that – how crude and naughty it was. It was thrilling with my husband’s crew and with the dirty old man trucker at work.

I’ve always loved being fingered. Ever since boys started doing that to me at school, all clumsy and invasive, but so dirty too!

I guess I’ve always been turned on by being touched fully clothed. Under my skirt or in through a blouse and under a bra.

I’d been behaving myself with the lengths of my skirts and dresses since getting married. That was until Mr Henman had us fitted for new uniforms at the diner and inadvertently found my weakness.

I once let a friend of my father’s finger me on a night train. We were travelling all day and night and I was seated between my dad and his friend. His friend had always looked at me in that certain way whenever he had a chance and it used to excite me.

I was eighteen at the time, he was in his late forties. He was a strong attractive man and quite domineering with my father.

Dad was asleep and I was curled up facing him with my back to his friend. He started lightly stroking and stopped a few times to check my reaction. I would just look at him and will him to keep going.

He would start again and I’d close my eyes and take deep breaths, trying not to move and wake my father.

This other man caressed up the back of my thighs until I was a mass of tingles then he slipped a finger under the edge of my panties. I remember I was as wet as I am every time these men do it to me now.

I could hear how squelchy I was as he fiddled inside me. I lay there petrified the sound of my pussy juice would wake my dad or draw the attention of people in the seats in front of us.

We were under my blanket. I had my dress up my back and my panties around my knees where he’d pulled them down to.

The man played in me and rubbed my clit and fingered me for his own entertainment for ages. He never did anything hard enough to make me orgasm, instead he kept me on edge for what seemed like half the night.

My dad is a very sound sleeper and never stirred the whole time I lay there clinging to his arm.

There was an armrest between me and my father but the one between me and his friend was able to be lifted and I had my butt wriggled back onto this other man’s seat.

Eventually he vibrated his fingers against my clit and made me orgasm. And when I was silently doing that, he entered me with his penis and immediately ejaculated!

He must have been either a master contortionist or just particularly desperate.

It was nice to be fucked by a real man for once. But I remember that night as having been fingered. The intercourse at the end was more like what my husband is worried about – getting mess everywhere.

That man had stuck his cock in me to avoid spunking all over us.

I had a giggle to myself thinking about it like that. There was no way I was letting these men spunk in me like that and I’m not a fan of swallowing cum.

I was going to need those fluffy old towels if I was to do this.

I found them in the back of the closet and put them in the wash to freshen them up. I considered offering hand jobs with coffee tonight but decided to wait and think about it some more.

I didn’t want us to regret it and taking 24 hours to allow time for second thoughts was wise, I figured.

Otherwise it was easy. I had no qualms at all about kneeling on the floor in front of a tractor seat and unzipping a man’s pants.

Judging by the way their eyes were all over my tits and how handsy they were I figured there wasn’t a girlfriend to worry about. I knew none of them were married.

No, I just took them coffee and cake at 8pm and came back home to bed alone and frigged myself reliving the night train experience I hadn’t flashed back to for quite some time.

It seemed I was on the verge of a constant orgasm this past few weeks and it took less than five minutes of rubbing to be arched up off the bed with my freshly waxed pussy throbbing away.

I’d found time for a bath tonight and waxed my pussy for the boys tomorrow morning.

Oh I so wanted to be thumbed up the leg of my pyjama shorts whilst serving eggs and bacon again!


Kylie

I’d felt my husband come to bed but he was gone when I awoke in the morning.

I cooked up another big breakfast for the men and fixed my pyjama top just right with a button open. That’s all it needed as it gaped from below my boobs and showed them easily.

I could see the guys at their dining table waiting. I approached smiling at them through their window. My belly was doing flip flops.

Jarrod got the door for me. His eyes went straight down my top. “Oh yeah nice Kylie!”

“Morning Jarrod. I thought you might like this one.”

He grabbed my butt and gave it a little squeeze already as I edged past him. I placed the tray on the table and showed the other two men my tits.

“Morning guys!”

“Morning girls,” Noah replied with a chuckle. “What do you think of those beauties first thing in the morning, son?” he encouraged young Elijah.

I served their meals whilst remaining bent forward for the young guy gawking. I looked from my tits to meet his wide eyes and blush.

He surprised me by suddenly reaching into my gaping pyjama top and feeling one of them. I caught a breath and tensed.

“Yeah there he goes. Good boy!” Noah encouraged him more and massaged the back of his neck.

“He was too shy to do it last night. This is okay, yeah?” Noah checked with me.

“Uh huh,” I uttered and gulped then held another breath.

The young man felt from my right tit to my left, massaging gently and rubbing over my nipples, pinching them with his soft fingers.

I had leant over the table on one hand and undid my other buttons.

I blushed to Noah and he helped me remove my shirt from my shoulders. He took it from me completely and I leant down to my elbows whilst Elijah continued feeling my tits and curiously jiggling them.

Noah took over feeling one himself. His rough old hand was an amazing contrast to the feel of the boy’s soft fingers.

Jarrod was still feeling my butt. He was squeezing and working his way down lower to the back of my thighs and finally between them.

I looked back at him and gulped. “Just with your fingers please?”

He nodded, smirked and rubbed into me through the leg of my pyjama shorts. “You’re awfully wet baby.”

“Hmm and your breakfast is going to spoil,” I told him.

The two older men chuckled.

Noah sat and opened his breakfast warmer.

“Uh huh huh,” I moaned as Jarrod inserted his fingers into me.

He started fucking me with them. Young Elijah got up and moved around to see from behind but he reached under and continued feeling my tits.

“You boys have ten minutes and that includes eating time,” Noah warned them.

“I can do something for you men tonight if you like. Uh huh huh… just with my um… uh uh uh… with my hand.”

“Oh yeah so fucking tight,” Jarrod groaned.

He opened his breakfast warmer and folded egg and bacon between a piece of toast.

I was having an orgasm on his fingers. My tits were on the table now. The young guy left me alone to eat his breakfast.

Jarrod removed his fingers and smoothed my throbbing pussy closed.

I stood and raked back my hair, thrusting my bare tits for them to see.

“I can give you hand jobs when I bring your dinners tonight if that suits you all?” I asked, looking around at the three men.

“Sounds good love,” Noah answered. “This is working out just fine with this give and take.”

I nodded. “Uh huh. We appreciate you men waiting for your wages. We hope letting you play with me like this makes it worth your while.”

I had my pyjama shirt back on and was buttoning it.

Noah tugged me to him by the hip. “So just a little feel for me too, yeah?” he said.

I did a tiny nod and relaxed as his hand went up my inner thigh.

The other two were eating and staring.

Noah wiggled his thumb into the leg of my shorts and between my slick labia. He found the base of my vagina and inserted his thick old thumb up me like he had yesterday.

I instinctively leant forward and flared my hips. I gripped the edge of the table and his shoulder and relaxed back against the slow in and out movement of his thumb.

He felt my tits again and I quickly unbuttoned for him. He massaged them bare and fucked me over the breakfast table with his thumb. He was going exquisitely slow and rubbing so nice against my pubic bone from the inside.

My orgasm hit again, quaking my body and making my tits shudder.

Noah extracted his thumb and the three of them trooped out and went to work, leaving me ravaged and too wobbly-legged to walk right away.


Mason

I could see my wife through the window of the caravan standing there with her pyjama shirt off her shoulders and hanging from her elbows.

From my twenty meter distance I could see her bare tits and noticed them shuddering as she breathed.

Jarrod came back out of the workshop and went into the caravan. He grabbed his hat from the seat and put it on. He said something to my wife and she answered him with a smile and nod.

He motioned to her tits and she tugged her top over them without lifting it to her shoulders, holding it closed in front.

He approached her and she peered up at him. He touched her face then cupped the back of her head and took her in a kiss. She let go of her pyjama top and touched his chest.

He seemed to deepen the kiss and felt her tits then rubbed down over her belly and cupped her pussy.

Kylie held the guy’s arm whilst he continued kissing her and put his hand down the front of her pyjama shorts and fingered her again.

The header zoomed past with Noah driving and Elijah followed in the tractor and chaser bin.

I was ready to intervene if this went on and Jarrod tried to fuck Kylie but he left her slumped on the seat with her tits bare again and her hand over her mouth. He ran for the semi-trailer and took off after the others.

I went to my wife. She peered up at me holding her pyjama shirt closed again. Her thighs were trembling.

“Are you okay love?”

She nodded. “I’m fine Mason.” She drew a big breath and pushed back her hair. “I’ve changed my mind about tonight. I want to taste them.”

I gulped and nodded stiffly. “You want to suck them off?”

“Jarrod asked me if I would. He wants me to swallow his cum and I want to do it.”

“Yeah okay that’s um…” I sat opposite my wife and nodded some more. “That will be more satisfying for them baby, that’s for sure.”

“I know. I remember when I used to swallow for guys they always loved it. I’m not sure why I don’t do it anymore Mason. Do you wish I did? You’ve never said.”

“I’m happy with our sex lives baby. I’m not complaining. I get that you don’t like swallowing cum so I never push for it.” I smiled. “You swallow mine with your pussy well enough.”

“Mmm well I can’t exactly do that for them, can I?”

“No, probably better taking it in your mouth with them,” I agreed with my wife. A hot flush filled me as I said that to her.

It made her blush a little too.

“And yeah, to swallow for them,” I added, holding her eyes.

Kylie grimaced. “Okay, I’ll try… I hope there’s not going to be too much of it from three of them. I won’t be able to suck them fully one after the other. I’ll still have to do it mostly with my hand and just let them finish in my mouth.”

I gulped. My mouth was dry at the thought. It occurred to me that when Kylie gives me a hand job I tend to cum extra hard and produce some of my biggest loads from the intensity of her soft little hand over the head of my cock.

I didn’t explain that. I secretly wanted her to make the guys cum hard. I wanted them filling her mouth with their spunk. I loved the idea of her swallowing, even if it was for them and not me.

I helped her collect the breakfast things. “I think there’s a chance you’ll get some big loads with how good you do hand jobs, love.” I had to say something, to warn her at least.

“You’ll have ten minutes between each though. Maybe take a drink to wash it down?”

“Hmm I know. I’m taking strong tea. I remember that much from before, and on advice from my aunty whose boyfriend apparently went off like a fire hose.”

She handed me the tray to carry and smiled teasingly back on her way out the door. “I hope none of these men go off like that!”

“I hope all three of them do,” I couldn’t resist teasing back, earning a mock glare that turned into a smile.

I put the tray on the sink and had to rush off and refuel the guys before harvest.

Young Elijah was too scared to look at me. It was the opposite with Jarrod, I was the one unable to maintain eye contact as he smirked his dominance.

Noah approached and offered a smile when I was filling the header with fuel. He got right to it. “Appreciate you sending your wife to us Mason. It’s a dream come true having a feel of her.”

I nodded and gritted my teeth. “We appreciate you guys staying on and getting this done, Noah.”

“Yeah well, fair trade,” he agreed with a lift of his bushy brows.

“Yeah and I can trust you to be gentle with her, Noah? Have a word to your crew as well?”

“Sure son. Kylie’s a delicate young lady. Wouldn’t treat her any other way.” The older man looked squarely at me. “She’s got some delicate bits eh! Nice little tits and her pussy shaved smooth. That’s a first for me. Very delicate indeed.”

I gulped and nodded a little. “She’s going to keep it waxed for you the whole time. And go braless so you can play with her tits.” I flushed embarrassingly.

“You can finger her pussy but that’s the line with what you can fuck her with, okay?”

The man nodded. He had a half grin. “I was wondering where the line was son. I’ll make sure the boys know too.”

I gulped again and drew a breath. “She’s going to come see each of you tonight out on the job. It’s meant to be in lieu of your wages up-front so you can do whatever she allows; I don’t know, sucking her tits or even licking her out. But just don’t fuck her please Noah? She’s not even on birth control, so it would be too risky and we don’t want it to go that far anyway.”

I flushed hotter with embarrassment. “You can cum in her mouth if you want. I think she’s going to let you.”

Noah smiled. “So she swallows?”

“Um not usually, but if you can get her to it’s okay by me.”

“Haha good lad. That’s the spirit. Your wife’s pretty mouth is gonna look good with my big old cock in it.”

I swallowed hard again. “Yeah, it will. Maybe not every night with all three of you, but if you’re gentle with her she might agree to it some nights.”

Noah slapped my back and gripped the back of my neck as he stood from sitting on the header step. His fuel tank was full. It was time to get to work.

“The boys are definitely going to need a release this first time son, but like you say – depends if Kylie’s up for it night to night. It’s sure to keep us here and working though haha!”

I wound up the fuel hose. The header roared off into the field. I went back to base and refilled the fuel tank then found Kylie in the office on the computer.

She had a down blouse picture of herself open on the big screen. It was one I’d kept for my favourites folder.

“What are you up to there baby?”

“Um do you remember I told you about this guy? He’s a friend of my dad’s and he used to try and hit on me all the time and ended up playing with me on a train one night.”

“Oh yeah that guy. Is that him?”

“Yes. I emailed him and he replied.”

There was a thumbnail of the guy with his cock out. Kylie clicked on it and expanded to take up half the screen alongside the pic of her tits down her waitress uniform.

She zoomed in on the guy’s cock. He was naked below the waist and it was sticking straight out. It looked impressive for a man clearly in his fifties.

Kylie stroked the life-sized cock on screen, tracing the outline of it. “Mmm I never saw it in the dark on the train. It’s been inside my pussy though. Emptying what these were full of,” she said whilst tracing around the outline of his balls.

“Ooh I can hardly wait to taste the men tonight now Mase!”

“Yeah well, it sounds like they’ve talked and are all looking forward to it. Which means they’ll be building up all day and you’re going to need to be thirsty if you’re going to swallow for the three of them.”

My wife clapped her hands gleefully. We cropped her face a little in the picture and sent it to her old man’s friend. He’d promised her he wouldn’t show it around and especially not to her father of course.

It was interesting, a bit more intense sending a nudie pic of my wife to someone real and 3D in our lives. I glanced at some of what she wrote to the guy and there was a suggestion he could come visit us one day!


Kylie

I disappointed the men at dinner time. I turned up fully dressed and insisted they wait until later when I brought them coffee and cake.

I explained I was concerned that by the time I got to the last of the three, his dinner would be spoilt.

At eight o’clock sharp, I left the house with the coffee flask and cut slices of cake. I brought one of my fluffy towels to kneel on. My legs were bare as I was in a simple white nightie that only just covered my butt and was easy to slip from my shoulders and lower to my waist.

I wanted to stroke and suck the men off completely topless and be able to feel my pussy bare whilst I was doing it.

With the two buttons undone on my cotton nightie, I could slip it from my shoulders whilst standing and it would drop to my ankles.

I would be virtually nude on my knees for the men.

I drove to the header first of course. Noah was in charge, so naturally he should be first.

I carried the thermos and mug and zip lock bag of cake slices along with my fluffy towel under my arm. Noah opened the header door and welcomed me in out of the sneezy grain dust.

I put the food aside and he sat in his seat smiling up at me.

I approached in front and he stroked up the back of my legs.

“You’re so beautiful, love.”

“Thank you.”

He felt between my legs with one rough hand and squeezed a tit through my nightie with his other. One shoulder of my nightie slipped and uncovered a tit. Noah felt it bare whilst wiggling a finger into my vagina.

I held a breath and stared straight ahead.

There was the squelching of my juices and I could feel him making my labia slick.

He inserted a finger up me and my legs went weak.

He moved his finger in and out whilst stroking my exposed nipple with his rough thumb. My eyes rolled. My body was alight with tingles already.

I slumped forward and held the armrests of the driver’s seat. Noah tilted in under me and sucked my bare tit whilst feeling the covered one. He was slow fucking me with two big thick fingers now.

He suddenly pulled his fingers out and sat me on the steering wheel. He lifted my legs and spread them and before I could protest, he covered my pussy with his bearded face and licked into me.

He licked and sucked and ate into me whilst I clung to the steering wheel beneath me and the door rail to my side.

His fingers were going in and out again.

I bucked and tensed convulsing in orgasm.

The older man released me and sat back and I sunk to my knees on the fluffy towel and helped him get his cock out. It was big and thick and angry and it smelled so strong.

I moaned in rapture as I kissed and stroked it. My nightie was still on one shoulder and just one of my tits was bare and being fondled.

Noah pushed his pants down further and I helped him do that. We got them past his knees and he was able to part his thighs more and his big old balls rested on the seat.

I kept stroking and squeezing over the huge mushroom head of his cock whilst nuzzling and kissing his balls and thrilling all inside at the heady scent of them.

I stroked and stroked, harder and faster until the man cried out and gripped a handful of my hair, pulling me forward.

I knew what that meant of course, so I closed my eyes and captured a thrust of his cock through my fist with my mouth.

I held the head in and sucked on it. I could taste his pre-cum immediately then as I softly sucked a spurt of cum hit the back of my throat.

I closed my throat and kept my eyes squeezed shut.

Another spurt hit the back of my mouth then a series of half a dozen thick gushes flooded under my tongue.

I could already taste it so strong. It was filling my senses and I hadn’t even swallowed any yet.

“Yeah that’s it love, good girl.”

I took his cock from my mouth and lifted from being bent over his lap. I moved the gooey fluid around with my tongue. There was no easy way to do this though, right?

The older man stroked my hair and I snuggled his hand.

He touched my bottom lip with his thumb.

I held his eyes and surrendered by letting the big mouthful of his cum fill my throat and I swallowed it.

“Yeah, good girl,” he groaned and pressed his thumb down against my bottom lip until I opened and showed him I’d swallowed it all.

I had to swallow again at the powerful taste.

“Is that what you wanted?” I asked and opened again.

I expelled a breath and could smell his semen on it.

“Did I do it nice for you Noah?”

***


Part 4: With Full Sex

Mason

I could see quite clearly into the cabin of the header. It was dark now but the light was on and through my binoculars I had just watched my wife sucking off our header driver.

We had no cash for his wages and needed the harvesting done. Kylie was willing to perform services for the men to keep them here and working. I was willing to give her up to them.

She was delivering coffee and cake as an evening on-the-job snack and performing hand jobs as she went. I watched her drive to the next tractor, the chaser bin with young Elijah driving.

He stopped on his way to the header and she climbed up into the cabin with him and got down on her knees in front of the guy.

I could see she was mostly just stroking them off. She had done that with Noah and only taken his cock into her mouth when he was cumming.

Her nightie had been pulled down and I could see her bare tits from the side this time. The young guy was feeling them but didn’t last long before he bucked and held her head down.

Kylie had her head in the guy’s lap and wasn’t resisting. I could only imagine she was swallowing his cum right now, even though she hadn’t swallowed for me in the five years we’d been married.

My wife was eating someone’s semen at least. That was thrilling. I’d fantasised so many times about her finishing me in her mouth during a hand job.

Although she will often rest her head in my groin and watch with fascination, she never takes me into her mouth during or after I cum. Sure for a few sucks before sex, but again not long enough for me to even accidentally spurt in her mouth.

That’s a powerful fantasy too, getting that first shot off before she can get my cock out of her mouth.

Accidentally on purpose haha.

But no, she seems to know exactly where I’m up to and I’ve never even gone close to giving her a taste.

And here she was, still on her knees, sucking this young tractor driver’s cock after he obviously already came in her mouth.

When Kylie stood I was right about her nightie; it was around her work boots. She stood there fully nude fixing her hair whilst the young guy felt her tits and even put his hand between her legs.

She held his wrist when he did that but didn’t stop him right away. I focused hard and saw his arm moving as if he was fingering her. He had abandoned her tits and was intent on whatever he was doing between her legs.

Kylie let go of his arm and rested back on the steering wheel of the tractor. The young guy was sitting forward in his seat and his arm was definitely moving back and forth now.

Kylie was fixated at what he was doing but her head gradually lifted and rocked back as her body arched.

She suddenly convulsed and her tits shuddered violently.

She had taken hold of the young guy’s wrist again and she held his hand between her legs and obviously had another orgasm.

She’d had one for sure when the old guy Noah had his bearded face between her legs eating her out ten minutes ago.

I know my wife can go off with multiple peaks to the one orgasm for up to half an hour when she gets me to use a couple of her toys on her; usually after I’ve fucked her and am too spent to do anything else.

Kylie’s a highly sexual woman and I was never concerned she wouldn’t be able to accommodate these three guys.

The only thing off limits was them actually fucking her. As far as I was concerned they could finger and lick her out as much as they wanted during her food deliveries.

She pulled her nightie up from her leather work boots whilst the young guy poured his own coffee from her thermos.

She looked a bit wobbly on the climb down to the ground and short walk to the Landcruiser.

The last of the men to service was Jarrod in the semi-trailer. He was parked only fifty metres from me sitting in the grain bin tractor with my binoculars.

Kylie was helped up into the cabin of the semi and I had no view of her after that. I watched intently for any movement through the tinted side window but could make out nothing.

I had to trust the guy wouldn’t fuck my wife. I doubted she’d be able to resist him if he tried but he knew the deal and had been the one to insist Kylie suck them off.

Surely that’s the limit of what he was doing with her in there, I convinced myself.

The other two machines were running again. The semi was full and needed to be driven to the silos in town and emptied. It was supposed to be a 20-minute break. No longer!

It went on for at least that long before the door opened and my wife climbed down to the ground on wobbly legs again. Her nightie was off one shoulder and one of her tits was out in the moonlight.

She reached up and her hand was taken hold of through the truck window. She stepped back up on the running rail and Jarrod took hold around the back of her head and pulled her into a kiss.

That got my heart thumping again. He’d kissed her this morning too and I didn’t know how to feel about that.

Kylie and I hadn’t discussed kissing as part of this trade-off of sex with her for the guys agreeing to stay and do the work.

The kissing went on for a long while. I know Kylie says Jarrod is quite attractive, so I figured she was probably into being kissed by him, as opposed to gangly young Elijah or old grey-bearded Noah.

She was released to step down and stagger backwards. The truck lights came on and illuminated her with her nightie down around her waist and both tits bare again now.

She was doing something around her waist and when she lifted her arms to rake her hair, her nightie remained at her waist.

She arched her back and thrust her bare tits at the guy driving the truck, getting him to blast his horn as he swung around and drove away with her waving him off.

She got back in the Landcruiser and drove over to me. I let her climb to the cabin of the tractor I was sitting in, enjoying the way her bare tits jiggled. They’re pretty perky so didn’t wobble about too much.

She pressed her cheek to mine. She didn’t offer her lips. I could smell the other men’s cum on her breath.

“What’s this?” I asked about the bailing twine she was using for a belt.

“Oh well my nightie keeps falling down anyway. I thought I’d make it into a skirt instead.”

“Oh yeah and what about these?” I asked and had a feel of her tits.

“Hmm all the guys seem to like them so I figured I’d make it easier for them from now on.”

“Yeah? From now on huh?”

“Uh huh, just at breakfast and when they’re allowed to play with me, then when I bring their evening snack like this.”

“What, so topless waitressing now is it?”

Kylie giggled into a closed mouth kiss. Her lips were sticky. The cum was really strong on her breath.

I was fully boned up knowing she’d swallowed for them all; although I still needed to check.

“So what happened with Jarrod? I couldn’t see in the truck.”

Kylie grimaced. “He wanted to 69 me. He laid down in the sleeping berth and made me straddle his face while I stroked him and finished him in my mouth. I was getting used to the taste by then though, so it wasn’t so bad.”

“Okay good baby, so you swallowed for all three then?”

“Uh huh. A lot from all three. They all came really hard and made me swallow big mouthfuls. Especially Elijah, but he’s only 19 and I remember it from guys that young.”

“Yeah peak of our powers at that age baby. Good for you girls to learn on,” I tried teasingly.

“Hmm good for putting us off you mean!”

I had my cock out. My wife straddled me and helped guide me in. She was slick, as usual these days, always seems to be since we’ve started letting the guys play with her.

“Mmm does hubby want me to swallow his cum with my pussy?”

“Yeah! We’ll save your mouth for the guys, will we?”

“Uh huh, every night if they want,” Kylie moaned as she flicked her hips and wanked me with her heat and squelchy wetness.

“Mmm do you want me to suck them off properly sometimes, Mase? I did it for Jarrod. I only stroked him a little bit then I sucked him off instead.”

“Ah fuck!”

“Mmm I sucked him until he came and after I swallowed that, he flipped me over and fucked my mouth and came a second time.”

“Oh yeah that’s good baby. Let them fuck your mouth.”

“Uh huh I will Mase. I loved it when he was holding my head and thrusting in my mouth. I wanted him holding me and thrusting in me somewhere else.”

“Ah fuck. Where baby? Where did you want him thrusting in you?”

“Uh huh huh down there! I want Jarrod inside me so bad Mase. I love the way he kisses me and I want him to make love to me just once while we’re doing this, okay? Please!”

I had shot my load when she mentioned the guy thrusting in her mouth and was already coming down from my high.

I swallowed hard. “What do you mean, make love to you baby? I’ve seen the way the guy kisses you.”

“I know, it’s really passionate. It made me want to be screwed by him. Like with him on top and between my legs. Do you think we could do that just once, Mase? Just one time properly like that? There’d only be a small risk of me falling pregnant to him with you having sex with me every day unprotected too.”

“Yeah I guess… Fuck, I shouldn’t even consider saying yes to that!” I chastised myself.

“Mmm but you want to consider it, don’t you?” my wife teased sweetly. “It would be like all the online naughty pic fantasies coming true, wouldn’t it?’

“Huh, fucking nightmares coming true, you mean!”

Kylie giggled. She was still sitting on me and I was still hard inside her.

Not an ideal time to be trying to think straight.

I took a big breath and expelled. I felt my wife’s tits, thumbing across her hard nipples. I couldn’t believe I was seriously considering this.

I looked at her watching what I was doing. She met my eyes and bit her lip.

“So are you saying just Jarrod? You wouldn’t want to let the others have a fuck as well?”

“Um..!” Kylie grimaced. “I don’t know. Maybe?”

“Because I wouldn’t want Jarrod thinking he was anyone special,” I argued.

“Uh huh. That makes sense,” my wife agreed softly. “It’s easier like that too, easier for me.”

“Huh, what do you mean?”

“I mean cramped in a tractor cabin like this, it’s way easier to just sit on the guy than to get down on your knees or have him sit you on the steering wheel.”

“Oh yeah, right,” I obviously had to agree.

“Also I wouldn’t have to swallow all their yucky cum each time if I was allowed to suck it out with my pussy instead,” my wife went on breathily in my ear as she resumed rocking her hips and pulling my dick with her tight cunt; all waxed and smooth and so fucking squelchy and hot inside now.

I couldn’t fight off the thought of how much these other men would love to have their cocks in my wife’s cunt as well as in her mouth.

I thought of how unsafe it would be and nearly asked her when she thought she’d be due to ovulate, but I pushed that concern away. I didn’t want to know and have it spoil the excitement that was building as fast as my second cum load was right now.

“Would we need to say anything baby? Would you be able to just push them back and straddle their cocks?”

“Uh huh, I could. Noah and Elijah would be easy. Then Jarrod could just take me to bed in the back of the semi and fuck me properly couldn’t he? It wouldn’t be special if the other’s had already been inside me, would it?”

I was gone with this. I crushed my wife to me and blew my second load up her.

I had to get back to work. The idea kept rolling through my mind all night, surging from negative back to positive.

Kylie was right this would be a longtime fantasy come true with the nudie pics of her I send to other men, encouraging them to imagine fucking her.

I kept coming back to the obvious risk of her getting pregnant, but it just wouldn’t be the same if we made the guys use condoms.

I wanted her full of their spunk, either swallowing it again or sucking it up into her pussy the way she described it.

We had boxes of condoms at home as we use them all the time ourselves. But even then, Kylie doesn’t like me using them until the part of her cycle where she’s at risk of getting pregnant.

She likes to be cummed in raw. 


Kylie

I decided to tease the men at breakfast the morning after having given them each a release.

“No, you can all wait until evening coffee from now on,” I scolded and slapped at Jarrod squeezing my butt through the cut-off denim shorts I’d worn for protection.

I had on a short crop top and my midriff was bare and no bra under the top which meant my nipples were poking obviously.

Noah had a squeeze of my waist and I pushed his hands away from a feel of my boobs but he went along with the fun idea of them having to wait until harvest moon each night.

They had a repair job to do on one of the machines and were going to be an hour late starting the harvest today.

They were in the workshop and I kept watch out my kitchen window all tingly inside at our plans to allow them full sex with me tonight.

I checked my calendar again and assured myself I still had two days before it would be unsafe in terms of falling pregnant. It was interesting that my husband hadn’t even asked about that.

I was happy to risk it each month with Mason because I liked the idea of it happening by accident and us having a baby soon.

A blush swarmed over me at the thought of a harvest baby sired by the whole crew of workmen.

Oh my I wanted their cum inside me after tasting it last night. I seriously didn’t want to think about the risk of that happening and unless my husband said anything today, I was going to keep my mouth shut and not say anything either.

“Mmm, I’ll keep my mouth shut and do all the sucking tonight with my pussy,” I told myself whilst tweaking my nipple and rubbing the crotch of my denim shorts.

I was at the computer in the office with my calendar on screen. There was a gentle knock at the door.

“Oh Elijah, hi!”

“Hi Kylie. Um Mason sent me to have a look at a drip under your sink.” He had a toolbox in his hand and showed me. “My dad’s a plumber. I can probably fix it,” he explained.

I opened the door and showed the guy to the dripping pipe under my sink. My bucket was almost full. He emptied that and went about wrenching a fitting and undoing it.

I leant back against my island worktop and watched him and smiled at his glances. I really liked the guy. It was fun with him being a bit shy whilst the other two were flat out dangerous.

“Can you fix it?” I asked as sweetly as I could.

He nodded. “Yeah easy. It’s just a worn seal. I’ve got a new one here.”

“Oh that’s lucky.”

He glanced again and gulped. His eyes lit up as they flashed to where I was fiddling with the hem of my crop top.

“So I suppose this is going to cost extra?” I asked, and when he glanced again I lifted my top up over my tits and left it there.

“Oh shit,” the young guy groaned, still wrenching under my sink but his eyes were riveted to my tits now.

“Mmm I don’t mind paying you extra Elijah, since you’re starting to be my favourite now.”

“Aw gosh! Aw jeez!” the guy cried and flashed to me and started feeling and kissing my boobs.

I was stunned at first but quickly regained composure and held his head to me. I nursed him whilst he suckled a nipple and rolled and played so nicely with the other one.

He wasn’t touching me down below at all. He was on his knees. He was gangly and tall enough to put his head at my chest level and allow me to hold him there easily with my fingers in his curly hair.

It was lovely the way he suckled so warm and gentle, moving from one nipple to where he’d created an ache in the other with his fiddling of it.

I got to thinking about it and remembered how it was with guys his age; how often they need a release.

I was having second thoughts about making him wait until tonight but I didn’t want to let any of them fuck me until I spoke to Mason about it again. I hadn’t seen him this morning. What if he’d changed his mind?

No, I wasn’t going that far. But the thought of swallowing Elijah’s cum again was exciting. I decided I’d do that for him and relieve his obvious need so he could finish fixing my dripping sink. He probably had to rush back to work.

“Wait. Enough of that,” I said to him. “Let’s swap places okay?”

“Huh? What?”

I encouraged him to stand and turned him around, pushing him back against my worktop. I lowered to my knees whilst smiling up at him.

“Oh shit!”

I giggled. “What, don’t you want me to?”

“Aw jeez Kylie.” The guy gulped hard. His eyes were wide and wild.

I had his belt undone and pulled his jeans and jocks down until his cock sprung upright.

“Oh my!” I cried.

I loved the size of him. He was quite small really and when he was cumming in my mouth last night he didn’t try to force into my throat. I was able to hold his cock in and let him enjoy throbbing almost fully in my mouth.

I took it in and sucked. I bobbed my head back and forth slowly and swirled my tongue around the head with each suck.

I could see the desire in his eyes to be dominant.

I took hold of his hands and put them on my head.

I grabbed his firm little butt and dug my nails in, making him thrust.

“Mmm hmm,” I moaned encouragement and made him snarl and thrust harder himself.

I held his butt and peered up at him, thrilling at the aggression growing in his eyes making him grip and pull my hair.

He was thrusting dominantly now, pulling back and surging all the way into my mouth.

He was probing my throat but not forcing too deep.

I let him have full control and massaged my tits and tweaked my nipples as he fucked my mouth.

I loved being taken like this. I pinched my nipples hard when the young guy bucked and held me firmly by the hair. His balls were against my chin and his cock was throbbing powerfully, fully in my mouth.

The spurts of cum gushed against the back of my throat and I swallowed them like I was drinking from him.

He slumped back against my kitchen worktop. I got up and wiped my mouth on the back of my wrist, lifted and kissed his cheek.

“You’d better hurry up and finish fixing my sink then get back to the workshop before my husband comes looking for you,” I whispered. I squeezed his cock and had a little fondle of his balls before leaving him to it and heading out to my garden.

It had been three hot summer days in a row and everything needed watering again. I did all my plants by hand and said hello to them; my Golden Wattles, Brachyscome Daisies, Correas and Grevilleas.

Being out here always attracts my feathered friends so I retrieved a bunch of bread scraps and fed my wild magpies and filled the eating trough with seed for the rosellas, parrots and lorikeets.

All of them ate together and played nicely until the bossy kookaburras turned up and spoiled the party as usual.

I set the sprinklers on half the lawn then spent a few hours in the kitchen getting the men’s lunches and dinners ready. I moved the sprinklers and took my cleaning trolley over to the caravans, giving them a thorough once over and changing all the bedding.

I did the lunch run then moved my sprinklers back to the original spots now that the ground had sucked in the first soaking. My magpies were back and I had more scraps for them. Or were they different magpies? I was never really sure.

I did the washing for the men, their bed clothes and work clothes as well. It only took half an hour to dry sheets and shirts and an hour to dry trousers in the hot afternoon breeze this time of year.

I did the dinner run just before dusk and had a break on my back veranda sipping a cool drink and marvelling at the rising harvest moon.

A text popped up from my husband:

Are you still going to let them fuck you baby?

I smiled to myself, thrilling inside as I typed back:

Yes.

That was the extent of our communication. It was all I needed to push me over the line and dispel any lingering apprehension.

At eight o’clock I sat in the Landcruiser dressed in only my white cotton nightie and leather work boots. I wanted the men to have easy access to my freshly bathed skin and my waxed pussy.

You had to wear solid footwear out here because of the hard crumply soil and prickly wheat stalks.

The contrast of the heavy boots and skimpy nightie just added to the thrill of vulnerability I felt as I climbed the steps of the header to a smiling older man.

“Hello beautiful,” Noah greeted me and took my hand, putting aside the thermos and cake I’d brought him and looked me up and down like the snack he was mostly interested in.

He guided me in front of him as he sat. He lifted the front of my nightie and looked at me down there.

The man groaned his desire.

I looked towards where I knew my husband would be watching through his binoculars. The parking lights on his tractor flashed and I smiled excitedly.

Noah kissed my belly as he felt my tits beneath my nightie.

I lifted my nightie off for him.

“Oh love,” he groaned.

He kissed up to my tits and sucked on one with his whiskery face prickly but so nice to feel against my skin.

He rubbed up my inner thigh and touched me. He pressed against my opening with his fingers and sunk straight in. I was completely soaked in anticipation of these men fucking me this time.

I held Noah’s head whilst he kissed and sucked my tits, his fingers going in and out of me.

“You can have me if you want,” I uttered. “You can have full sex with me tonight, Noah.”

“Yeah?” He looked down at where he was fingering me. He extracted a little and spread with them.

He grinned up. “Feels awfully tight, love.”

I stifled a giggle and rolled my eyes. “I would hope so!”

He turned me around and I slumped forward and grabbed the steering wheel, whimpering as he peeled me open from behind with his big thumbs.

“Ooh so wet and tight,” he groaned.

“Uh huh and you can have it. You can cum in me there or in my mouth, wherever you want to,” I told him and wriggled my butt back to demonstrate as he peeled me open wider with his thumbs and examined me.

He released me and ripped open his pants then pushed them down.

“Sit down love. Keep your legs together.”

He guided me down. I reached beneath and helped him. He was fully erect and so thick.

We got the head of his cock positioned against my slit and he sunk straight in.

I relaxed and wriggled down on him and he surged and lifted me, splitting me wide with the hairy base of his shaft.

I did as I was told and kept my legs together. I held the steering wheel of the header for balance and started lifting my butt, sucking his cock with my pussy then sliding back down his shaft.

I was lifting until I felt the broad head stretch my pussy lips and almost come out, then relaxed back down on him and wiggled my butt when I felt the hairy base of his shaft splitting me again.

“That’s it love, nice and slow. Fill my balls good now, yeah!”

I smiled back at him and continued rising and sinking back down. “Uh huh like that? Is that filling them?”

He was holding my hips but reached around and massaged a tit with one hand.

I kept measuring slow up and down slides on his cock whilst looking in the direction of my voyeur husband again, smiling as the parking lights on his tractor flashed.

Noah gripped the back of my neck so I squirmed down and wiggled harder and then stayed down and used my pelvis to wank him some. The base of his shaft was nice against my clit when I rolled my pelvis forward and I could feel the head of his cock pleasuring my cervix.

He kept me down with the force of his grip so I used my pelvis and rode and wanked him. I needed more pressure on my clit to reach orgasm like this but I denied it and clung to the steering wheel whilst keeping my thighs together and tried to crush the man’s cock with my vagina.

He was starting to thrust more and my mind stopped whooshing and cleared. I was about to be cummed in by a virtual stranger, my vagina split over his huge cock and the head nudging the opening to my womb.

I flushed all over as a chill of worry surged through me. I was struck with a powerfully negative second thought but right then the man thrusting beneath me crushed me to him and let out a roar.

He held me down with his arm of iron across my front and his gorilla hand gripped my shoulder.

He was spurting inside me.

I could feel how powerfully he was throbbing and I imagined I could feel the spurts of his cum gushing against my cervix.

I surrendered and relaxed on him. It was too late to stop this and it felt more natural to just allow it now.

“Oh love that was amazing. It has been years and that was so fucking amazing.”

I gulped. “Uh huh did you like that?” I breathed raggedly, my chest shuddering now that the bear hug was over and I could suck in a deep breath or two.

I pushed myself up and stood shakily. I picked up my nightie, pulled it in the right way and put it on.

A splotch of cum hit the inside of my knee and ran down my calf so I used the skirt of my nightie to cover my pussy.

I wiped at my calf.

“Sorry love, that was a load and a half. It had seriously been years and I’d forgotten how good it felt to be inside a woman.”

I received a little boost of positivity hearing that. I was still feeling a bit weird about what had just happened but Noah was a lovely man and I was pleased to have helped remind him how nice it felt to have sex.

I held the skirt of my nightie between my crossed legs and poured his coffee.

“I’d better go,” I said and made a quick exit.

I drove to where Elijah had parked in his tractor and climbed up into his cabin.

The young guy immediately started groping me and tried to kiss my neck.

I wiggled around and reached behind to free his erection.

I held it and as he moaned and snuffled into my hair, I positioned it against my pussy and gripped the steering wheel as he thrust urgently into me.

It was too late to worry about pregnancy now. I might as well let him and Jarrod fuck me as well.

I held the steering wheel and door rail and kept my butt lifted and my pussy presented for the guy going nuts on my back.

He was humping me wildly, slapping and slopping into me.

“Nyaah!” he cried and slammed me against the windshield, glued to my arse and with his small penis throbbing and gushing inside me.

I looked across at where my husband was watching from. I managed a smile for him and he flashed his parking lights.

“Uh, I fucking love you Kylie,” the young guy on my back declared.

I gripped the back of his head and held him there, keeping my hips flared and let him enjoy the feel of being inside me.

“I love you so much!”

I smiled to myself and tried not to giggle.

“You have to go back to work in a minute and I have to go,” I said to him.

“Yeah alright,” he conceded and stood back to fix his jeans.

I turned and stood up straight. I pushed my sweaty hair from my face.

I felt another trickle of hot cum run down my leg and I quickly covered my pussy with the wet skirt of my nightie and crossed my legs to hold it there.

I think I was over the shock of it now and was starting to feel positive again. It was exciting being fucked with my husband watching like this and I was flooded with sperm now. What was the point worrying?

I left the youngest member of the harvest crew and climbed up into the semi-trailer sleeping berth with the hottest of the three.

Jarrod lifted my nightie off over my head and lay me back against the pillow. He took me in a deep passionate kiss then got back up and took his pants down. I took a good look at the delicious cock.

I wanted it in my mouth but he positioned himself and entered me.

His cock was a nice size, about the same as Mason’s and a bit bigger than the average I’d experienced.

Jarrod was a powerfully-built man and fucked me with control. The movement of his hips was smooth and deliberate. He was lifting me with the strength of his erection and ground hard against my clit.

I bit on his shoulder and gave myself to him.

He took me slowly and easily but gradually built pace.

I planted my work boots and lifted my butt off the bed. He was slamming into me now and I orgasmed.

“Ah! Huh huh,” I moaned against his shoulder and he lost it and fucked me harder and faster.

The man thumped me deeper into orgasm and kept me crushed to him. I maintained my orgasm with peak after peak until he finally slammed home and exploded inside me.

I was a complete ragdoll by then. I was a quivering mass of female flesh impaled on the man’s cock.

He was filling me with more stranger sperm, the thought occurred to me. But the negativity was gone and I remained melted over the shaft throbbing inside me.

I got kissed again but immediately broke off and turned my head away. I was still confused enough to feel guilty about allowing that whilst my husband was probably going nuts out there not knowing what was happening.

Jarrod tried to kiss me again but I turned my head the other way.

He chuckled and thrust into me again.

I looked at him and glared defiantly.

He held my hands relaxed above my head and lifted his upper body.

He continued fucking me with slow thrusts. He was still firm inside me. He looked at my bare tits, sweaty in the light from the harvest moon.

The guy smirked. “You stop putting out, we stop work baby.”

Saying that thrilled me. It brought this back to the reality of the transaction.

He sat up more and came out of me. He looked at my pussy and I kept my legs spread, not even attempting to close them.

He slapped my mons with his cock and wiped the head down and up through me. He shifted slightly to align then entered me again.

I touched his chest and he claimed my hands and held them by my sides. He settled into rhythm bouncing me on his cock having a second fuck of me, the way he’d taken my mouth twice last night.


Mason

My wife climbed from the semi-trailer and walked with her hand between her legs to the Landcruiser. She drove over to me and I helped her up into the cabin of my tractor.

I took her hand from between her thighs and lifted the wet skirt of her nightie.

Her cunt was red and pasted open. There was cum running down her inner thighs and a glob dripped from her opening and splotched on the floor between her boots.

I looked up at her. “Are you okay, love?”

She nodded and bit her lip.

“They made a mess of you.”

“Uh huh. Little bit,” she grinned and pushed my hands away and her nightie down.

She dropped the fluffy towel she had under her arm and knelt on it between my feet.

“Oh yeah?” I asked with a big smile.

“Yes and you don’t have to worry this time, I won’t stop,” she said and pulled down my pants.

“Ooh baby!”

She giggled and took hold of me, smiled up and licked the head of my cock. “Mmm I can’t wait to taste you now Mase, after doing this for those three.”

She took me into her mouth and I just about leapt through the roof of the tractor.

My wife of five years sucked my cock.

She planted her hands on my thighs and bobbed her pretty head.

She stroked with her lips and lashed with her tongue.

She moaned and the vibrations in her throat tickled my fast-filling balls.

She sucked me with the heat and wetness of her mouth and I crushed her hands in mine, arched up off the seat of the tractor and pumped my load into her.

I flooded her mouth that night after watching my three employees get visits from her in the cabins of their vehicles too.

I watched them fuck her again that next night but from then on she cut back to hand and blow jobs only.

We worked nonstop for three weeks of hot sweaty days then nights under that harvest moon, being waited on by my lovely wife and filling her mouth with our cum on the final coffee and cake run.

Then a few weeks later I watched from my workshop whilst that old friend of Kylie’s father’s was visiting.

After he’d left I went home to find Kylie flushed and sweaty again and slumped back against her kitchen worktop.

A splotch of cum hit the floor between her work boots and she grimaced up from it.

I gulped. “Oh shit.”

“I know right? He said it had been over a year since his last time too!”

She took a big breath and expelled then pushed back her hair with a hand.

She reached for a tissue box and another splotch of cum hit her knee and ran down her calf.

She tore off a few tissues and started sopping up.

“It’s okay, we know how accurate my calendar is,” she said and smiled cheekily.

I smoothed her hair and kissed her then took her hand and led her to the dining table.

“Oh no!” she cried giggling. “Wait till I get my towel.”

I dropped my pants and sat waiting with my cock in my hand.

My wife returned from the laundry with her fluffy towel and neatly folded it on the floor between my feet.

She knelt and took my cock in her hand. “Does it even count with him? I thought it was only with..?”

I nodded, stroked her hair again and encouraged her forward. “Oh yeah it counts baby, get to it.”

My wife rolled her eyes and giggled. “It was your idea to keep Elijah on full time and tell him he can keep fucking me. I don’t see why I should have to pay for it after every time doing this!”

**  The End  **
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