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Part 1: A Slippery Bedknob

Chapter 1

Tracey

The lighting for a shot of the historic bridge was way better this morning. It was a little stone bridge over a river built in the late 19th century, about 150 years ago.

My boss had a blog and news channel about historic bridges, I was his photographer and videographer, sound technician and editor. Mr Henderson was the researcher and talent, I did everything else basically.

Mr Henderson was redoing his spiel about the history of the town and small rural highway we were on.

We had done the sequence this morning and wrapped up but there had been a problem with my mic. The sound recording was too hard to fix, better to just do it again.

We were supposed to be on the road home by now but it was too late. Mr Henderson didn’t like us driving in the dark coz the ‘roos tended to hop onto roads without notice.

We were going to stay the night somewhere. I wasn’t sure where yet. It was a four-hour drive home from here so probably about halfway I figured. My husband was not going to be happy.

Owen didn’t like cooking for himself. We were a traditional married couple/ My place was in the home keeping house and getting ready for babies. My work with our church elder Mr Henderson was supposed to be a hobby that didn’t interfere with my duties.

Although now that church was online I was busy enough keeping up with the videography and live streaming of services. I had no idea where I was going to find time to have kids.

“How was that love? We all good?” Mr Henderson asked, his bushy grey brows up and his smile flashing. He was an animated old guy who absolutely loved his bridges and historic little towns. He was asking with a thumbs up and I gave him one in return.

“You nailed it Mr H. That’s going to come out great editing in some of this morning’s footage when the sun was glistening off the sandstone.”

“Excellent! Shall we hit the road then, it’s going to get dark soon.”

I packed away my camera equipment and we headed off back through the small town. We had stayed here last night to do the filming this morning and spent all day here.

Mr Henderson researched the place thoroughly and identified half a dozen historic buildings and a few sights around town to feature.

It was basically a timber town. We were high up and the forest was all pine. It was a quiet picturesque little place and the people were really nice.

Leaving town behind we drove on through the forest on a tiny road they called a highway. It climbed then dipped and wound around and broke from the forest to meander through green fields of cows and sheep every now and then.

There were several wineries too, so perhaps I could drag my husband out here to explore one day.

We travelled two of the four hours and came upon another small town with a vacancy sign on a guest house. It was a quaint two-level timber building with a lovely manicured lawn. Beside it was a stunningly beautiful flower garden and rocky pond with a trickling spring.

I was admiring the spring when an old woman approached. Mr Henderson had already checked us in. We appeared to be the only customers for the night as the parking area was empty when we pulled in.

“It’s lovely, isn’t it dear. Can you feel the energy?” the old woman enthused, drawing a deep breath and welcoming the sweet aroma into her lungs.

“I can’t tell if it’s the flowers or the spring?” I said. “It’s so beautiful here.”

“It’s the wellspring dear. It’s what the town’s named after, our magic wellspring of eternal youth. Have you not heard of us?”

I grimaced. “Um no, I’m just the film crew. I’m sure Mr Henderson has read up. He was raving about your bridge coming into town.”

“Oh yes Lachlan’s Pass, all local timber built by convicts and older than me haha.”

“Oh I’m sure it’s a lot older than you ma’am.”

“Yes, you’d think but…” the lady wet her fingers in the drip from the spring and dabbed her face. “It does wonders for your complexion dear, try some.”

I wet my fingers and dabbed my cheeks too. I was sure I felt a tingle. I touched my tongue with a fingertip. “Oh that is a little sweet… Oh!” I said, definitely feeling a tingle that time.

The old lady chuckled. “Careful dear, it’s strongest at its source.”

“What is?” I couldn’t help myself and had another taste of my fingers.

The lady watched me and smiled knowingly. I wet my fingers with the water and tasted some more. She clutched my wrist and stopped me. “Now dear, you must be careful.”

“Oh but that’s so interesting. What is that flavour, what minerals are in this?”

“Yes well it’s been analysed but they say there’s nothing of note. Perhaps there’s something modern science doesn’t know of yet. As long as you’re careful and don’t overindulge. That man you’re here with, is he your father?”

“No Mr Henderson is one of our church elders, my father is the minister.”

“Ah I see, so the man’s not related to you, that’s good. I’ll check on him later, and you miss, should stay in your room tonight if you’re going to have a sip or two from the bottle of spring water we’ve left you. It’s a rather potent aphrodisiac as well as having general youth and wellbeing qualities.”

The lady continued enthusiastically. “It affects women and men in a similar way and works wonders on loving couples while making our single guests go a little wild too. Any young woman needs to be mindful of the boys across there at the pub at night, so best not to indulge in a drink of wellspring water until after dinner and you’re safely locked back in your room, okay?”

“Um okay, I think,” I giggled. “I’m not interested in the boys at the pub ma’am, I’m happily married and looking forward to getting home to my husband tomorrow.”

I was licking my fingers again. “Oh wow this tastes so interesting. I’ve got this funny…!” I motioned to my chest where the nicest tingles were fizzing away inside.

“Oh dear, it seems you may be particularly susceptible. It reacts differently with different body chemistries. You really must be careful being so slight. Are you eating at the pub this evening, I see the road crew are there already?”

There were trucks with road work signage parked in front of the pub. A half dozen men were standing at the window bars looking over.

“They watch for young ladies such as yourself dear. Pretty young ones like you in particular but no women are safe from them.”

“Oh my gosh, what do you mean safe from them! Are they dangerous? What kind of town is this?”

“Oh no, no, it’s nothing like that dear. Women are perfectly safe and well respected here in Wellspring. It’s just if you drink the spring water you’ll be over there throwing yourself at those boys and they’ll more than happily accommodate you. It’s why they’re there every night, watching and waiting in hope for the next lamb to the slaughter so to speak.”

The woman hooked her arm into mine and led back towards the guest house. “I’m going to be firm with you dear. I can see how innocent and vulnerable you are here, especially without your husband.”

She sounded like a school ma’am. I let her continue. “I’m going to warn you most assuredly to not leave your room after drinking the spring water, and preferably not to leave it at all since the minerals are already affecting you. You can feel it, can’t you dear?”

I drew a breath and nodded. “It’s so strange. It’s in my belly now. I just want to go and lick some more off my fingers. What is that?” I cried, looking back over my shoulder at the rock pool and spring.

The old lady opened a door to one of the three rooms on the lower level and ushered me in.

It was a quaint brown and orange room with a tasselled couch and matching bedspread. There was a small Queen Anne table and kitchenette. The lady opened the fridge and took out a blue glass bottle.

“Now the thing is, the potency wears off rather quickly. It’s extremely powerful directly from the spring and lasts about a week once bottled, with the effect diminishing day by day. My son Patrick refreshes these every Tuesday, so it’s around 48 hours old. It’ll still be quite strong.”

She appeared to remember more instructions. “Oh and don’t open your door to Patrick either. I’ll tell him you’re feeling the effects after the tiniest taste and to keep away from you.”

“Oh my gosh you’re frightening me now. Your son?”

“Oh no, don’t worry dear. Patrick’s fine too. He’s just like the road workers and can’t resist when a woman starts crawling all over him. You’ll see, you’ll be humping that bed post tonight if you drink any of this.”

The lady poured a little from the bottle and drank it. “Ooh that’s lovely. Yes that’s still plenty strong and more than enough for you dear. I know you won’t be able to resist another little drink, so let’s keep you safe for your husband, shall we?”

I picked up the bottle and had a sniff. It did smell sweet, a little different to normal tap water but only faintly.

“Have a look at the pub menu there. I’ll have the waitress bring your meal over to you. Off you go have a look and pick something out? I’ll get your church elder’s order too. What was his name again?”

“Um it’s Mr Henderson. Norman.” I was looking at the menu. “I’ll have the roast lamb please.”

The old woman smiled. “Good choice. Think I might order one for myself. Are you ready to eat?”

“Yes I’m starving.”


Chapter 2

“So it’s frozen dinner again tonight, is it? This is happening all too often lately,” Owen grumbled aloud to himself.

Tracey was being called upon to travel nearly every week to film these towns and bridges, often away for two nights at a time. This wasn’t Owen’s idea of a married life together.

He hated frozen meals. He needed his wife home to serve him dinner after a hard day’s work on the building site.

Owen stabbed the plastic cover with a fork and stuck the tub of lasagna in the microwave. The kitchen was a mess too. There were the remains of breakfast; his grubby bowl and juice glass, coffee mug and stains spattered on the counter.

He and Tracey had been married two years and at first it had been fantastic, until she got involved in filming for Mr Henderson. Owen became used to cooked breakfasts every morning and to be met with a cuddle and kiss as soon as he walked in the door in the evening.

He’d go straight to shower and come out and sit at the table to be served fresh food perfectly prepared. Then he’d go and watch the news with a glass of wine and next time he looked the kitchen would be sparkly clean.

Damn it, he had to use the washing machine and dryer last week when he found he had no clean work clothes left in the wardrobe.

What’s next? Would he have to do the shopping or learn to use the vacuum cleaner?

No, Tracey didn’t need to work for Mr Henderson, what she needed was a baby to keep her busy at home where she belonged as his wife, Owen thought.

He pulled the tub of lasagna out of the microwave and burnt his fingers. “Shit!” He peeled back the plastic and a burst of steam hit him in the face and tomato sauce splattered his white t-shirt. “Shit! Shit!”

There was a knock at the door. Owen wiped himself with a tea towel and went to answer it. “Oh hey Corey.” It was the apartment building super, an overweight guy of 40 who always had something spilt on his shirt.

“Hey Owen, is Tracey home?”

“Uh no, she’s away a few days. Is this about the exhaust fan in the bathroom?”

“Yeah I’ve got a new one on order. I had to match exactly and they didn’t have one in store. It looks like Monday, if she’s gonna be home I could do the install in the afternoon?”

“Okay, I’m sure that’ll be fine. Are you doing the install yourself?”

This worried Owen and confused him. Corey seemed to find any opportunity to knock on the door when Tracey was home alone. The worry made sense of course but confusion came from the fact Owen didn’t want it to stop.

“Yeah I’m all good to swap out the old one. It’s a plug in, no electrician needed.”

“Alright I’ll let Tracey know it’ll be Monday afternoon for the exhaust fan. And what about the leak under the sink, will you be getting a plumber in for that?”

“Yeah it’s such a slow leak and will take a week to fill the bucket I put under there. I have another job for a plumber next Thursday so I’ll get him to have a look then.”

It wasn’t only the building super’s eyes all over Owen’s wife that confused him. It was something he’d never been able to get his head around, especially now that Tracey had changed her fashion sense for short skirts and dresses this summer.

She had always worn shorts rather than skirts and pants and a top rather than a dress, other than for special occasions or to church. Of course her church attire was below the knee, so that was fine and she looked perfectly respectable.

After seeing the building super off Owen ate his TV dinner and went to the bathroom to have another look at something else he’d found to be confused about.

Last week when he was searching for the instruction booklet to operate the washing machine he’d found a long black box in the bathroom drawer with a sex device in it.

It was a purple dildo with a dial on the base you twisted to make it vibrate. He took it out and examined it again. It was way too long and thick to actually use.

Owen wasn’t a total square, he knew what a dildo was. He couldn’t imagine why Tracey would need one though. And again he stared stunned at the gift card from her big sister Serena.

I mean Serena! Really?

He couldn’t get his head around Serena even knowing there was such a thing as a dildo and where on earth she would have gotten the idea Tracey would want one.

It had to be a joke gift or something Owen had convinced himself, although the fact it felt slightly sticky concerned him. Unless that was just the rubber surface, probably coated with some kind of sterilising agent for packaging.

He put the damn thing back in the box but noticed a small sticky label that appeared to have been removed and was down the side of the packaging. It read ‘WATERPROOF’.

Owen frowned at the dildo and at the shower and bathtub then back at the dildo. “No, surely not!”


Chapter 3

Tracey

It was a lovely lamb roast and I was so incredibly hungry. I had eaten breakfast and lunch today. The ravenous hunger had begun when I’d experienced the weird chest and belly tingling after tasting the spring water.

I suddenly had a craving for more of the water and more of the weird tingles. It was like my body was demanding I charge up with energy for what my mind was conjuring.

The tingles had become a hot flush and light-headedness. It had all passed and I was back to normal but the blue bottle was still there on the sink where the strange old lady had left it. There was a fresh glass beside it like she was daring me to drink some more.

I gave in and poured a glass and had a big sip then another as the tingles in my chest started again immediately. I finished the glass of water and had a stretch then rubbed up my front and squeezed my nipples.

Oh wow that felt good. My nipples responded and firmed quickly. A wave of tingles flushed my face and filled my head. I rubbed down my body and raked my inner thighs touching my panty crotch under my dress with both thumbs.

Excitement was flushing all through me. I peeped out the window. It was dark now and I could see the men inside the pub across the road laughing and chatting and drinking large glasses of beer.

I rubbed my neck and imagined one of them grabbing me and kissing me.

I sometimes had strange thoughts about men other than my husband. Not so much big strong men, because Owen was that, but rougher ones who didn’t ask and just took what they wanted from a woman.

I thought of the lady’s ‘lamb to the slaughter’ analogy and imagined being passed around the pub and kissed by one man after another; sticking their tongues in my mouth and feeling me through my dress; passing me round laughing while I slumped in each of their arms like a ragdoll.

Oh gosh, I’d never been with any man other than my husband and I’d never had a penis in my mouth. I was so fascinated by the thought of that.

I stood peering out the window at the men in the pub and rubbing between my legs while sucking my fingers.

I moved my fingers in and out of my mouth. I was sucking two of them but it wasn’t enough and I rummaged in my bag for the small vibrator I’d brought. My sister had gifted me two of them at my bridal shower. I keep the larger one hidden in the bathroom at home and a smaller one in my toiletries bag when travelling.

It’s exciting to use one in bed at night. It’s not the same in the daytime when I can see how dirty I’m being and there’s never a chance at home at night of course.

These nights away from my husband are so exciting. I always use my vibrator but not like this. I was sucking it whilst spying out the window now. It was about the size of my husband’s penis, although too smooth and not particularly lifelike. It was something to suck though and more substantial than my fingers.

I imagined it was one of the pub men’s penises. He was holding my head down and making me suck it, sliding in and out and filling my mouth and probing my throat. Mmm he’s enjoying me and enjoying me and suddenly he thrusts and he’s still and it’s spurting in my mouth.

Oh gosh I was desperate to experience that. I had tasted Owen’s off my fingers of course but imagine if it was directly from a man’s balls and there were full heavy spurts of it!

Oh I’d swallow it for him and he’d be all satisfied and not laughing anymore. He’d silently move aside and the next man at the pub would take his place and I’d have to do it for him as well.

Oh my gosh I was desperate to know how it felt to have a man’s penis in my mouth, for him to be all excited and hard and thrusting and for him to cum in my mouth. I’d have to swallow it of course.

Mmm I was so wet right now. I could feel it and hear the squelching through my panties. I peeled the crotch aside and my fingertips slipped in. I was dripping hot and tingling like crazy.

I looked back at the bedpost the old lady had teased about. The bed was an old-fashioned waterbed, the base polished timber with a small round knob on each corner.

I could see what the lady meant with the knob exactly the right height to straddle and small enough to nearly fit inside you.

I bent one leg up on the bed, straddling the post and ground down on the knob and rubbed myself on it. I opened my pussy with it still rubbing my clit with my fingertips and nails. I wondered how many women had done this before after drinking the wellspring water. I could only hope it was clean.

I couldn’t think clearly enough to worry about it and peeled aside the crotch of my panties and sunk onto the bedknob. I still had one leg bent up and was resting that knee on the waterbed whilst standing on my other leg and going up and down.

The knob was big enough to stretch me and the feeling was exquisite as it went in and out.

The hot flush had consumed my body, every nerve ending was alive with tingles of pleasure.

I started rolling my pelvis and working the knob in and out as I rose and lowered onto it. I thought of the roadworker men sharing me now and I put my vibrator back in my mouth and moaned whilst sucking it and humping the bedknob.

“Mmm hmm, mmm,” I moaned as an orgasm hit and clenched my pussy around the bedknob. I braced with it inside me and continued vibrating my fingers against my clit. I’d taken the vibrator from my mouth and clutched it wet in my other hand whilst gripping the bedframe to hold myself up.

Oh my, I was completely wanton. Surely I’d be going to hell.

I’d felt twinges of this before but this was a tidal wave.

I carefully extracted myself from being impaled on the bedknob and slumped onto the bed on my side, tucking my legs up with both hands between.

I was such a whore for doing this but I still had the vibrator in my hand. I couldn’t help myself and inserted it into my pussy. I turned the dial and, “Ahh huh, huh!” I cried out as my orgasm immediately reignited and shot my eyes and mouth open.

I lay there in the foetal position sliding the vibrator in and squeezing it out. I was so slippery and the symbiosis between the buzz of my toy and the wild tingling all through my nether region was exquisite.

I remained in orgasm, dribbling on the pillow with my mouth open and empty. It was so empty of a man’s cock. One in my pussy and one in my mouth at the same time, was all I could think about as I lay there in a puddle of guilt fucking myself with my wedding shower gift.

I rolled onto my back and spread my legs. I’d left a gap in the curtains and anyone walking by could look in and see me but I didn’t care. I held the vibrator with two hands and pushed it in and pushed it out against my fingers. I kept doing that with one hand and grabbed a boob with my other, squeezing it and pinching the nipple until it hurt.

I needed it to hurt. I was so bad for doing this away from my husband with the roadworker men just across the road. Heaven help me if one of them looked in the window right now and a troop of them barged into the room.

I would be anyone’s for the taking. I’d seen the old lady’s son out the window when having dinner. He was a big strong man with a grey buzz cut; apparently ex-military. I would be his for the taking too if he looked in my window right now.

“Uh huh, huh… huh huh, huh,” I moaned and whimpered as my orgasm clenched next level and twisted me back onto my side with my filthy spread legs closed and tucked up to my chest.

I had to stop this but I couldn’t. I covered my pussy with my hand and it kept throbbing away sending tremors of bliss all through me. I rolled onto my front and gripped the back of my head with one hand, my face in the pillow and my other hand still covering my pussy.

My disobedient fingers were still rubbing my clit.

I bit the pillow and lay still for a few moments letting my orgasm hum on low ebb. I gradually stopped rubbing and managed to bring it under control, clenching the bursts of pleasure deep in my belly and bearing down to keep them there.

I got up holding my dress bunched against my belly and used my other hand to run water and dab my face, usual tap water that was, hopefully not more of the potion from the spring.

I kept the skirt of my dress bunched in my fist and pressed against my belly in an attempt to keep the madness clenched and imprisoned in there whilst I looked out the window.

I saw a shadow disappear into the room next door where Mr Henderson was staying.

Oh I hoped he hadn’t heard me moaning and whimpering and carrying on like a blue-eyed floozy.

I took some deep calming breaths and let go of my belly and tugged my dress down straight.  The crazy hot tingling had settled now and I watched the men across the road at the pub.

There were window bars facing the street and some were inside and others were at tables outside. There were only three roadworker trucks but there were farm vehicles too, so perhaps a mixture of locals and men from out of town.

They all seemed to be getting on and there was always one or two of them looking across at the guest house.


Chapter 4

Tracey

The first thing to do now that I had calmed and was thinking clearly was to embarrassingly clean and wipe over the bedknob. I’d made it all wet and sticky.

I shook my head disapprovingly at my actions as I wiped it over with a damp cloth.

I found my vibrator on the floor and gave that a good wash and dry in the bathroom and wrapped it back into its cloth and hid it in my toiletries bag.

I checked in the fridge and found a small bottle of chardonnay; perfect!

I poured it and had a big gulp but I swear I heard a male grunt from the other side of the wall. I put my ear to the wall and heard moaning, again it was male, deep chesty moans with a hint of protest in them.

The hot tingles I had imprisoned in my belly flared up and a stream of them burst free to shoot upward and heat my face again.

I left my chardonnay and crept out my door. I ducked low behind the half height fencing so as not to be visible to the men at the pub.

I made it to the window of the room next door and stood and peeped through the open edge of the curtain to see Mr Henderson sitting on the couch with the old lady on her knees bobbing her head in his lap.

I gulped and clapped a hand over my mouth. I absentmindedly bunched the skirt of my dress against my belly again and my soggy panties were exposed to the warm evening air. But no one could see.

I stared transfixed. The lady was stroking Mr Henderson’s erection and sucking on the head. The head was going in and out of her lips. It was big and almost purple. His penis was incredibly long.

I had a perfect view from the side. I felt like I should be taking notes.

The lady was stroking up and down and moving her head up as her hand went upward. Then she’d stop sucking and use her hand only for a while but stroked and rubbed over the head of Mr Hendeson’s penis making him thrust his butt up off the couch.

Then when he was arched upward and quivered taut she’d suddenly suck most of his erection into her mouth and bob her head again.

She was bobbing and sucking and clawing his thighs now. He was gripping the armrest of the lounge in one hand and the backrest over one shoulder with his other.

He was staring wide-eyed down at the woman, as if he’d surrendered to her and was keeping his hands off her whilst she had her way with him.

She bobbed and sucked and bobbed and sucked then stopped to use her hand for a minute. Then she took his penis back into her mouth and did the same again. She went through the process about four times whilst I watched.

Finally Mr Henderson lurched up, bucked and convulsed.

The old guest house lady kept still with her head in his lap and the head of his penis in her mouth. The shaft was flexing powerfully fascinating me again. The lady’s face was red and her eyes were closed.

She took the purple head of Mr Henderson’s penis from her mouth and did a big gulp. I could almost taste it, oh I wished I could!

She kept softly stroking Mr Henderson’s penis upright and cupped his huge old balls with her other hand and kissed and sucked on them.

I seriously needed to be writing this down.

Mr Henderson reached for a glass of water on the table beside the couch. He drank thirstily. There was an open blue glass bottle on the table.

The lady stood and reached under the skirt of her housedress as she straddled Mr Henderson. I couldn’t see but could tell she was holding his penis in place. She rolled her pelvis as she sunk onto it.

Mr Henderson gripped the couch arm and cushion again. The lady shrugged down the top of her dress and pulled down one side of her bra. She was grinding on my church elder’s lap shoving her breast into his mouth.

His mouth opened and I could see he was thirstily sucking her nipple.

I lowered to my hands and knees and crawled back to my room, crawled inside and closed the door slumping back against it. I grabbed the pub menu from the table beside the door and used it to fan my heated face.

I reached up and latched my door. I needed a latch on the outside keeping me in, not one on the inside keeping the men from the pub out.

I was fighting an incredibly strong compulsion to go over there and open my world to the kind of experience I barely dared dream about.

It seemed my two gulps of the wellspring water were wearing off though. It was as if you could burn off the effect by having an orgasm. Like once you drank the liquid it instantly converted to sexual energy and filtered down to your pussy.

There was only one way to expend it.

I crawled over and put my ear to the wall again. I heard moans and grunts and then Mr Henderson cried out and after that all was silent.

A minute later I heard his door open and close. I crawled to the window and watched the old lady waddle past to her residence.

Oh my gosh she had sucked Mr Henderson off! I could not believe it. And then she’d straddled him and had sex with him.

What about Mrs Henderson back home? How was I going to face her at church this weekend? What on earth was I going to say?

I gulped my chardonnay, ripped off my dress and crawled into bed pulling the covers up to my neck. Glee was swirling through my veins and I reached out of bed for my open suitcase and toiletries bag.

I stretched all the way out of the bed in just my bra and soggy panties and grabbed my vibrator. I pulled myself back under the covers, stretched and kicked off my panties, rubbed my wetness and inserted the vibrator.

“Uh huh, hmm,” I moaned and worked it in and out. I was still completely slick and the ball of tingles I had imprisoned in my belly were surging free and filling my chest and head.

I pulled down my bra on one side and imagined shoving my boob into my husband’s mouth.

I was going to straddle him and do that as soon as I got home. Oh was he in trouble!

I didn’t need to write any of this down. The image of that old lady sucking Mr Henderson’s cock was hardwired into my brain now.

I needed to make Owen let me do it to him. I didn’t care how filthy it was, I just needed to try it once. He had to let me!

I worked the vibrator in and out holding it in two hands with my bare boob thrust in the moonlight. I didn’t need to turn the vibration on. I was doing enough belly quivering to vibrate the damn thing myself.

Within a few minutes my pussy was clamped around it throbbing away again.

I held the pretend roadworker penis in deep and played with my bare nipple. The faithful image of my husband had morphed into a roadworker inside me and another was squeezing my boob and sucking my nipple.

There was no stopping evil thoughts sometimes, as long as they didn’t lead to evil deeds! Like the ones Mr Henderson had partaken of in the room next door.

I thought about him as my orgasm ebbed away again. I got up on an elbow and looked at the blue glass bottle on the sink. I remembered the lady saying the wellspring water was kept best refrigerated.

I jumped out of bed and pushed the cork in tight and put it away in the fridge.

I would have to ask the lady in the morning if I was allowed to take the rest of that bottle home with me. It looked like Mr Henderson had drank nearly all of his, so hopefully this was mine to drink or take with me and share with my husband.

The effect definitely seemed to work on men too. There was no way in the world Mr Henderson would have had sex with a woman other than his wife if he had any control of himself.

Although the lady was scary interesting. I could imagine her seducing all the unsuspecting single men who happened upon her quaint little guest house in the dead of night. Haha!

What chance would they have of resisting her warm soft mouth sliding up and down their erection?

“Oh my gosh just stop it!” I scolded myself under the covers. I found myself holding my tingling pussy again and could feel my sticky vibrator under my butt.

Oh I had to get home to my husband with this.

He was in so much trouble!

***


Part 2: One Little Look

Chapter 1

Tracey

My church elder Mr Henderson and I left the Wellspring guest house at eight in the morning and would be home by ten.

We had exchanged staid pleasantries but no real conversation at least half an hour. He drove with his eyes ahead and his drawn old man face cast in stone. I sat in the passenger seat blankly watching the fields and forest roll by.

I couldn’t reconcile Mr Henderson’s face this morning with the one I saw last night with his eyes and mouth wide open whilst the old lady guesthouse keeper was sucking his penis.

Here driving in his car in broad daylight; no surely that had been a dream or some kind of hallucination brought on by the magic mineral mix in the spring water.

It’s all I could come up with to wash away my own guilt at having frigged myself silly and ravaged myself with a vibrator half the night fantasising about the road worker men coming across from the pub to have their way with me.

Oh gosh. I was still hot flushing. I rubbed at my neck and bit down on a grimace. As I did that Mr Henderson’s eyes rolled sideways and down to my bare thighs like he could hear the tingling between them.

I had dared to shorten my dress and skirt style this summer and there wasn’t a lot of skirt length covering my panties right now. My thighs are still girlishly slender at 21 with a broad gap between them.

The white denim skirt I wore was straight and tight across my thighs. And as I thought about it I wondered if Mr Henderson might even be able to see my panties.

I’d felt him trying for a look when I sat in the car. When I’d chosen this skirt to wear this morning I’d thought about how short it was and knew I should have picked a different one.

I didn’t know why I defied my conscience and better judgement.

Yes it was my conscience I defied. I knew it was wrong after what had happened last night and the frame of mind I expected Mr Henderson would be in.

It was like I wanted him to direct some of his bad behaviour my way. Like I was envious of the old lady getting to suck him off.

Oh my gosh I just glanced at his crotch and thought about that for the tenth time this morning!

His erection had looked so much bigger than my husband’s. The guesthouse lady was able to hold it in her fist and still suck half of it into her mouth. Then when she had cupped his balls she had a handful.

Oh my gosh I just looked again!

Stop it you hussy. Think of mother and what she’d say!

My blush fired up even more and I inadvertently stretched at the hem of my skirt, drawing another glance at my thighs from my church elder.

Mr Henderson cleared his throat. “Tracey, I had the strangest experience last night. I’m afraid I’ve done something reprehensible.”

“Um..?” I met the man’s look with a guilty grimace.

He drew a big breath and expelled. “I think there was something in that water.”

I gulped. “Uh huh. Me too,” I squeaked.

“What, you drank some too? Did it have any adverse effect on you?” the man asked anxiously, hopefully.

“Yes I did drink some and it had a very strange effect, Mr Henderson. The lady said it would and she warned me but I think she was daring me too, and I was so curious and after a sip I had to have more,” I rambled quickly.

“Yes I know what you mean. It had the same effect on me and after drinking more I’m afraid I lost all sensibility and control. I became possessed and did something I can’t understand or explain. I’ve completely betrayed my wife and am still having such lewd and unhelpful thoughts.”

The man looked at my thighs as he confessed to the lewd thoughts. The tingling in my pussy went wild.

I breathed. “I saw the lady with you Mr Henderson. I know what you mean about being possessed and having lewd thoughts. I snuck to your window and watched and was wishing it was me doing that for you,” I confessed feeling weirdly daring. Why on earth would my thoughts come out my mouth?

I couldn’t help but look at my church elder’s crotch again.

Oh for goodness sakes woman get a grip and behave! I admonished myself again. But my mouth just went on ahead and defied my brain.

“It was interesting watching the lady do that Mr Henderson. My husband won’t let me do it for him.”

“Oh I see, haha, yes, well it’s not something Mrs Henderson enjoys so I haven’t asked her to do it very often throughout our marriage.”

“Oh? But you have asked her to? Or you’d allow her to if she wanted?”

“Golly gosh yes. I see no harm within a marriage, love. There’s nothing wrong with oral sex between a husband and wife,” Mr Henderson assured. “There’s plenty wrong with it between a husband and guest house proprietor though.”

“It was definitely the water though Mr Henderson. I would have done or allowed anything with those men across the road at the pub if they’d only known. I was out of my mind with lust and would have no resistance had any man gotten hold of me.”

Oh it felt so good talking about this. The relief rushing through me right now was tremendous.

Mr Henderson drew a big breath and nodded and again glanced at my legs. “I think I’m still under the effects love. I’m still having lewd thoughts.”

“I know, so am I,” I agreed and deliberately looked at his package that time. “It must feel so nice for the man when a woman sucks it?”

“Oh love, don’t even say that,” Mr Henderson implored and his pants moved.

I bit my smile. Of course I’d seen plenty of that with my husband watching TV in his pyjama pants and me touching it with a fingernail just for a fun reaction.

Mr Henderson looked at my chest. I had on a pretty blue top with a lacy neckline that showed a little bit of cleavage. My nipples were firm and obvious through my bra. I breathed a calming breath and let the older man look. I was still feeling the effects of the wellspring water for sure.

“It was a lot more intense last night. It’s only like a mild after-effect now,” I told him.

He nodded. “Yes exactly. I had no resistance last night love. Not one little bit. It’s like the physical effect is lingering but I’m not about to lose my mind again.”

I grimaced as I had another look at the older man’s package. “Oh wow, you’ve got such a big one Mr Henderson. I’ve only ever seen one other in real life of course and yours is twice the size.”

“Oh love, I’m sorry you saw that. It’s natural for a young woman to be curious and more than she should have to overcome being tempted so overtly.”

“Hmm maybe, but it’s interesting being able to talk like this with a mature man,” I pointed out. It really was interesting, fascinating in fact.

“Well as a mature man love, I can tell you that we’re all weak and easily tempted. That wasn’t the first time for me. I cheated on Mrs Henderson once before and she’s forgiven me, well, twice as a matter of fact. But she knows about the second time and forgave me that indiscretion.”

The older man looked up from my thighs again. “Not to mention the infinite number of times I’ve cheated in my mind, like I’m sure all men do.”

I grimaced. “Not just all men Mr Henderson. I’ve cheated in my mind plenty of times before last night. I’m counting on that being okay as long as I don’t act on it.”

Mr Henderson nodded. He glanced as I looked up from his package again. “So mine’s only the second penis you’ve seen?”

I nodded and drew a breath. “In real life it is. I’ve seen them on screen of course, but that’s not the same. It’s so exciting to imagine when you see one in real life.”

“Right, of course. Sorry it simply won’t go down at the moment, still the physical effects of that water I fear.”

I nodded and grimaced up from looking again. The man’s penis was tenting his trousers terribly. The peak was to one side and almost at his hip. I had my fingers of both hands intertwined and I arched my hands forward and scrunched my shoulders. “Do you think I could have another look? Please?”

Mr Henderson frowned down at his lap then across at me.

“Please?” I pleaded as sweetly as I could. “How could it matter after last night? I think we’re both already as guilty and in trouble with ourselves as much as if I was allowed to have one more little peep.”

Mr Henderson drew a big breath and expelled. “It seriously won’t go down though love. It’s fully erect and dry throbbing.”

“Uh huh,” I uttered and looked down and up again. My pussy was clearly getting excited with anticipation. “Please, just a little peep?”

The older man rolled his eyes away and drove with one hand whilst undoing his pants with the other. “No one can ever find out about this love.”

“Yes I know, of course not,” I agreed excitedly. “Oh my gosh!”

Mr Henderson had undone his pants and opened them. He had his erect penis out through the fly of his white boxer shorts. He lifted his butt and pushed his pants away properly and pulled his shorts down until he had his penis out over the waist band. He wiggled his pants and boxers down further and extracted his big old balls I’d seen last night too.

“There now, that’s with a jolly mind of its own love, I don’t know what’s in that water.”

“Oh it’s amazing Mr Henderson, I love it. It’s so huge and interesting. It makes my mouth water just looking at the big purple head. It must have been so exciting for the lady last night getting to suck it.”

“Oh love, you too? Lift up your top and bra and show me your breasts.”

“Um..!” my blush couldn’t be any deeper.

“Come on love, let me have a little look too. I’ve always wanted to and as you say, we’re already in such strife with ourselves.’

“Um okay,” I uttered and gathered the bottom of my top. I inched it upward whilst looking at Mr Henderson’s erection.

My brain had clearly turned to mush and didn’t tell my hands that I was going to expose my breasts to a man other than my husband.

Mr Henderson pulled off the road into a siding piled with gravel for the roadworks.

I gathered the bottom of my bra as well and lifted them both up over my breasts

“Oh yes love, so beautiful,” he groaned. “All the way up now, show me properly.”

I lifted my top and bra off over my head and extracted my arms. Mr Henderson was sitting back in his seat with his arms out of the way and his erect penis sticking straight up.

I rested back with my arms by my sides and let him look at me too.

His eyes were focused on my breasts, I breathed another calming breath.

He looked from them to his penis then at me. “Would you like to touch it love?”

I grimaced and nodded. I was seriously going to hell. Sorry mother.

He nodded too. “Go on then.”

I still had my seatbelt on but unbuckled it to reach over. I closed my hand around the shaft just below the head and squeezed. “Oh my gosh!” It was so hard and was throbbing. It was hot too of course and there was a drop of clear semen in the eyelet.

“Oh this is so bad,” I whimpered.

The older man gulped and sucked in a breath. He nodded too. “Careful leaning down too close like that love, I can feel your breath and it makes me want your mouth.”

I kept squeezing and instinctively moved my hand up and down, making the broad eyelet pucker and the drop of semen got bigger.  He moaned a little.

I needed to taste the cream so I squeezed it off and gathered it with the side of my thumb then sucked my thumb whilst still holding Mr Henderson’s erection.

I was bent right over now and he stroked up my bare side and squeezed my breast and held it.

I lifted my arm out of his way and still held his penis whilst watching what he was doing.

“Oh love!”

He was massaging my breast and pinching and plucking my nipple. He was sending bolts of electricity to my pussy as if it wasn’t tingling enough already.

“Love, this is so wrong. I want your mouth so much right now.”

I was still squeezing and moving my hand up and down. The head of Mr Henderson’s penis was right there beside my face. I could smell his man-scent so strongly. I thrust my chest forward as he felt my other breast and pinched that aching nipple.

A tow truck zoomed past and the bearded driver looked out his window. It continued on for a hundred metres then stopped and swung onto the side of the road and turned.

Mr Henderson pulled up his pants and urgently zipped and buttoned up. I sat there in a daze holding my top to my front with my bra on the floor at my feet.

The tow truck pulled up alongside with the driver smiling out his window. Mr Henderson had lowered his window and the driver tilted to look in at me. I met his smile with a guilty grimace.

“Ah I see! Sorry dude, I thought you might’ve been broken down. You okay miss?”

“Yes I’m fine,” I squeaked embarrassingly and looked down and up from my shirt over my breasts. I lowered my arm and uncovered my breasts for the man to see. I didn’t know why, it just seemed like I should.

Again mush-brain never even tried to stop me.

“Ooh yeah nice,” he groaned and made me bite my smile and thrust my chest a little.

“Uh… er… we’re fine thank you very much,” Mr Henderson stammered.

“Haha I can see that,” the driver said and did a little salute and tip of his greasy red cap then drove off.

Finally mush-brain decided to step in and I quickly pulled my top down over my head to cover my breasts.

Mr Henderson drove and I pulled my seatbelt on and buckled up.

“I’m taking that as an intervention from above. I don’t know what’s gotten into me love. I’m so sorry, I shouldn’t have done or allowed that.”

I was biting my lip. Glee tingled all through me.

Mr Henderson reached over and tugged my top down a little straighter as it was bunched on one of my breasts. I watched him do that and drew a big breath to thrust for more contact if he wanted.

He reached down and grabbed my bra from the floor. “Here love, put that away before someone else sees it.”

I gathered the straps and twirled them in my fingers whilst scrunching my arms together and looking at my nipples poking at my top. They were so obvious.

“It’s okay Mr Henderson, Owen will be at work when you drop me home. He won’t know about any of this.”

“Oh okay good, that’s good. And Mrs Henderson never needs to know either, okay love? Promise me you won’t say anything?”

“Not unless she asked me straight out, I wouldn’t. I won’t tell anyone but if she ever finds out and asks me a straight question, I won’t be able to lie.”

“Well no of course not love, we don’t need to lie, just avoid offering any information that will lead to hard questions,” my church elder said.

He reached across and felt one of my breasts again. He massaged firmly then pinched the nipple. “Who would you confide in regarding sex love, your mother?”

“No, my big sister. But I could embellish the truth and say you were a stranger in the next room who let me touch his beautiful big cock. She’ll be so thrilled to hear about that,” I said and kept my chest thrust forward as the older man had another feel of my other breast and little play with that nipple too.

“I’d appreciate that love, if you could make up a story to tell in case anything ever gets out, what with church and your father and all.”

“Oh yes Daddy doesn’t need to hear anything of this. Oh my gosh no, can you imagine?”


Chapter 2

Tracey

Mr Henderson tugged my top down straight again and stopped feeling me. We went on reassuring each other that we could put this behind us and it wasn’t going to affect us working together in the future.

I absolutely didn’t want to lose my job with Mr Henderson and up until this morning he’d never given me an unwelcome or discomforting glance.

It was that potent aphrodisiac water that made us both behave badly.

The effects still lingered all throughout the rest of the drive and kept Mr Henderson tenting his pants. His gaze often flashed to my nipples and kept them aroused too.

He helped me to my door with my bags but didn’t want to come in. I found the kitchen a mess and quickly cleaned up. I put a load of washing on and made the bed and did the vacuuming.

I placed an online order for groceries, had another tiny half glass of the magic wellspring water because I couldn’t resist any longer and took the washing downstairs to hang it up. It was a warm summer afternoon and would only need a couple of hours to dry.

The building super Corey approached smiling as I was hanging the washing. He wanted to chat about some repair jobs he had to do in our apartment.

His eyes kept moving to my breasts and that thrilled me. I was still braless beneath my skimpy top and that was most unusual for me.

“Well yes, you can come up and have another look at the leak under the sink now if you like, Owen won’t be home for a few hours yet.”

I didn’t know why I said my husband wouldn’t be home. I was blushing terribly at having said it though.

I reached up to peg the last item of clothing. My top lifted to expose my belly. My white denim skirt was low on my hips as well as short. Corey looked from my thighs to my belly and then at my boobs again.

“Damn you’re looking good today Trace. I was watching you from my window and couldn’t resist coming out to say hi.”

“Hmm well it’s flattering that you’d want to watch me Corey but I’ve told you I’m happily married,” I shot back over my shoulder as I led off swinging my empty washing basket.

The guy lunged and smacked my butt. I jumped and squealed and held one hand over the back of my thighs as I climbed the stairs. When I rounded the first level Corey tilted to have a look up my skirt. I glared at him making him smile even broader.

He caught up at my door and pressed close behind whilst I unlocked it. I pushed in with the wash basket in front and my hand occupied. The dirty-minded building super touched my butt again, giving one cheek a squeeze this time making me glare back at him.

I didn’t squeal or jump that time because I liked it too much. The guy had pinched my butt before though and I’d scolded him for it but always laughed it off.

“I told you you’d better not let my husband catch you manhandling me,” I warned again.

“Yeah I’m trying not to but can’t help myself sometimes Trace. It’s your fault for wearing these miniskirts lately to tease me.”

“Oh to tease you? Huh! Is that why I wear them, not because it’s the fashion this summer?’

“Aw I dunno, it’s fricken hot fashion if that’s what it is. Specially with you.”

The guy was in the laundry doorway when I turned from dropping off the washing basket. I had to edge past facing him and we looked down at my nipples together. His big gut almost touched them because he’s quite a bit taller.

He grabbed my butt again and I shrieked and jumped but he caught me around the waist and bear-hugged me tight. I was squealing with laughter and thrashing about.

“Corey! Oh my gosh let me go!” I cried and shrieked and laughed some more.

He released his arm of iron from around my waist and I squirmed from his grasp but his big strong hand grazed one boob and squeezed the other one, making my pussy tingle wildly and my knees go weak.

I’d gripped his arm and pushed it away. “Oh you’re so bad, I don’t know why I let you in the apartment when my husband’s not home!”

He chuckled. “You’re looking good braless too Trace. It’s a great look for you with your nipples showing through like that.”

“Hmm and I suppose you think this is for you too, do you?” I challenged defiantly. “I felt what you did just then you know!”

The guy was on his knees looking under my sink where there was a slow drip. “Can you turn the tap on and off for me please?” he asked.

I reached around and over him to do that.

“Yeah that’s good, it’s definitely the cold water fitting. Just go again?”

I turned the tap on and off again and that time felt him tilting back to look up my skirt.

“Yeah that’s it, there should be nothing to it, a new washer should do it.”

I turned the tap off tight and stood up straight wiping my hands together.

“Oh yeah that’s nice,” the guy grinned and deliberately had another look until I pushed his head away.

He pretended I pushed him over and laid on his back on the floor.

“You’re so dirty, I always knew it,” I challenged him but I hadn’t moved away. I stood raking back my hair whilst he stared up my skirt.

“Those are cute little pink panties Trace, you sure they’re not a bit damp?”

“Shut up you!” I scolded and pushed his chest with my foot. “Owen has warned me not to let you in when he’s not around. I can see why now.”

The guy sat up whilst gripping my calves and keeping me in front of him. He rubbed up the back of my knees and thighs. His big whiskery face was right there with his nose the level of my skirt hem.

I lost balance forward and grabbed the sink. I was standing with a foot either side of the guy still sitting on my kitchen floor. His hands were on my butt now; up my skirt and squeezing.

“Um Corey please!” I whimpered.

He nuzzled my crotch with his nose. “Please do or please don’t Trace? You seem different today, like you want this or something.”

“Mmm, but please Corey, I’m not allowed to want it. I’m happily married.”

“Yeah well what’s the harm in being even happier?” the man groaned and rubbed into me more with his nose. It was under my skirt and against my panties.

“Ooh you smell good Trace. I can nearly taste you just like this.”

“Uh huh well, just like that’s enough then. You can’t have sex with me. I can’t let you have me.”

He turned his head side to side rubbing my clit with his nose. He was holding my hips and keeping me off balance forward. He bit me through my panties and I whimpered.

He reached up with both hands and covered my boobs and squeezed and pinched my aching nipples. “Uh huh, huh, Corey!”

He kept hold of one boob and nipple and rubbed back down with his other hand. He tilted his head to see better and peeled aside the soggy crotch of my panties. “Uh huh, huh,” I whimpered as he kissed my pussy.

“Uh yeah,” he groaned and covered it with his mouth and licked through my opening.

The man licked and snuffled and groaned and sucked and bit on my clit. He was still massaging one of my breasts and I was almost squatting over him.

I used my pelvis to rub my tingling wild pussy against his whiskery mouth.

My legs gave way completely. My belly clenched and exploded with a kaleidoscope of tingles shooting to every extremity of my body. “Uh! Huh, huh,” I moaned and panted and convulsed in ecstasy.

I was impaled on a thumb right then. It was all the way up me and wiggling about, swishing in my hot taboo wife juices. The building super was still lashing back and forth against my clit with his rough tongue.

I drew a big breath and expelled. I was looking down at the guy and could see the bulge in his pants. I pushed his hand down and away from my boob and dismounted his thumb and mouth. 

“Um Corey? Can I see your penis please? Can I have a look at it.”

“Ah yeah, you wanna see my wiener?” the guy grinned and wiped his mouth on the back of his hand.

I rolled my eyes. “I don’t want to do any of this but it’s too late now!”

I took the guy by the hand and led him into my lounge room. I wanted to do this like I watched the old guest house lady doing it for Mr Henderson last night.

I wasn’t sure if I should go as far as to actually suck it but I wanted to feel what it was like to kneel into a man’s lap the way she did; to be so subservient like that.

“Can you take down your pants and sit for me please?” I asked as sweetly as I could. “I just want to look at it with you sitting down.”

“Haha you bet Trace, whatever you say,” Corey smiled and undid the tie around his waist. “Everything down?” he checked with me and I nodded, biting my lip. I was already on my knees on the carpet.


Chapter 3

Corey pushed down his pants and jocks and took them off, kicking his flip flops away with them. His legs were hairy and he had a thick bush of dark pubes.

His penis was poking straight out and the size and shape of it fascinated Tracey, judging by the animated look on her face.

Corey sat down holding his cock but released it to the young wife as she smoothed the pubes away and took hold of it. “Oh wow it’s so thick. This one’s nothing like the other two I’ve seen and squeezed like this now.”

“Oh yeah?” Corey gulped and gripped the lounge cushion either side of his spread thighs.

The young wife kept a firm grip and slowly stroked up and down, making the pink helmet pop out of the foreskin. She stopped with the helmet exposed and traced around the ridge with a fingernail.

“Aw fuck,” Corey groaned.

The wife glared. “Hey, language!”

“Aw hell, aw jeez then!”

“Hehe that’s even worse but I love that you can’t help it,” she smiled and kept squeezing and stroking and laid her head to one side on Corey’s groin.

She watched his cock closely and with such fascination. She held his penis against his stomach to stroke up and down the underside with her fingernail and push on the bulging veins like she’d never seen a man aroused before.

She parted the hair away and uncovered his balls. First she pressed her nose to them and sniffed, drawing a deep breath, then she hmm-ed as she expelled. “Hmm hmm, I love that musky scent, it drives me crazy.”

“Yeah go for it Trace, go crazy,” Corey encouraged. “You gonna suck it?”

“Hmm I don’t know. I want to but I’m not supposed to, am I?”

“Aw fuck, I mean aw yeah just um…” he gulped. “Aw that’s not even fair rubbing the head like that, you’re torturing me girlie!”

She stopped thumbing back and forth across the eyelet in Corey’s engorged cockhead and released to leave his cock standing bolt upright.

She caressed down the sides with a single finger from each hand then leant in to kiss the underside of the base.

“Mmm how much can I suck it before you cum? Can I just try it for a minute?”

Corey gulped and nodded urgently. “Yeah for a minute would be safe. I’ll tell you when to stop.”

The chick kept kissing up the underside, making Corey thrust his butt off the lounge.

“I do want to taste semen but I think it should be my husband’s not yours Correy, since we shouldn’t be doing this at all.”

“Uh yeah we shouldn’t be but um..!”

“Yes but I’m feeling so excited and I don’t even know what I’m thinking,” the young wife said and squeezed Corey’s shaft and pulled down to expose the pink head of his cock again.

He held his breath and remained braced up off the lounge cushion.

She stroked the head of his cock with her nose, first one side then the other. She then looked at it, almost going cross-eyed.

She kissed the tip and wiggled her tongue into the eyelet and Corey nearly lost it right then. “Uh yeah please!” he squeaked and she looked up and took a big breath and took the head of his cock into her mouth and sucked it.

She stroked down and had to open her mouth wide to suck in a few inches of shaft.

Corey remained taut and quivering. He couldn’t pull back and thrust, he was too close to cumming to do that safely.

The young church wife moaned as she stroked and sucked on his cock. She had a hand between her legs and under her skirt. Her fingers were squelching as she rubbed herself.

Corey measured his breaths and concentrated hard. The sensations shooting down his cock into his balls were filling them.

He snarled as he tried to hold back for as long as he could. He twisted the lounge cushions in his fists and arched up with his butt off the lounge again. His cock thrust and the chick’s hot little mouth was open wide. Her sweet innocent lips slid down when he lost it and came.

“Nyah!” he snarled out loud and his cock throbbed and spurted with such force.

The young wife’s eyes were already wide and peering submissively up at him. They shot open wider with shock and she stopped bobbing her head. She dug her fingernails into his hairy thighs.

“Aw fuck sorry,” he groaned.

She snuffled through her nose, still with the head of his cock in her mouth as she diligently accepted his ejaculate.

Corey throbbed and throbbed and delivered her quite a load. She glared up at him with her face red and her eyes watering a little.

When he finally finished blowing she took his cockhead from her mouth and did a big swallow. She grimaced and sucked in a quick breath before taking the head of his cock back in and sucking some more.

“Uh jeez sorry Trace, couldn’t help that.”

She took him from her mouth and swallowed hard again. “It’s okay, it was so interesting and really exciting to feel. I was so curious and now I know,” she uttered and sucked his cock back into her mouth.

She bobbed and sucked for another little bit then stopped and released Corey’s spent cock to him.

She backed away and stood. “Thank you Corey, but can you go now please, before anything else happens?”

Corey grabbed his pants and jocks and pulled them on. “You okay Trace? I didn’t force you or anything, right?”

“No of course you didn’t. This was my own fault, not yours. I think I knew it was going to happen as soon as I said you could come up. I’m just glad you didn’t have full sex with me. Are you going to tell everyone I sucked you?”

“Uh no, hell no I won’t say nuthin.” Corey assured as he backed towards the door. “Are you gonna tell Owen? He’ll probably kill me!”

“Um I don’t know. I don’t want to get you in trouble so I probably can’t tell Owen it was you, but I think I need to tell him something.”

“Oh right, like what?” Corey was out the door. He was seriously worried about Owen finding out he’d gotten a blowjob off his wife. Owen was more physically fit than a blubbery building super so Corey was more than a little worried.

“Don’t worry. I already came up with a story to tell Owen that started with something that happened at a guest house we stayed at last night. I can just add to the story and say I sucked another man’s penis there. I can fib and say it was a stranger if I have to. Either that or I won’t say anything at all. Don’t worry,” the wife said and closed the door.

Corey slumped back against the wall and smiled to himself. He had a feel of his balls, which were very nicely drained thank you very much. He hadn’t cum with that much volume and power in years.


Chapter 4

Tracey

Oh I’d really done it now! There was no question in my mind that I was going to have to confess my infidelity to my husband when he got home tonight.

I was slumped back against our apartment door and could taste another man’s semen in my mouth. The gooeyness was coating my teeth. The strong manly smell of it filled my senses.

I was still all a-tingle from the effects of my drink of wellspring water an hour ago and although I’d had an orgasm, was still simmering and in need of more.

Oh my gosh, I’d let Corey lick my pussy and finger me with his thumb. That felt so nice. I clasped my hands to my face and giggled a surge of tension.

A man had been on his knees and was looking up my skirt then he’d peeled aside the crotch of my panties and I’d just let him.

Oh I was so going to hell for this. But it was so exciting too.

I rushed to the bathroom and ran the shower warm and took my big vibrator in with me. I worked the head in then held the base and sunk down onto it, impaling myself the way I imagined doing with Mr Henderson’s cock.

His was way longer than Corey’s. It would be so interesting to experience the difference but it was Mr Henderson’s extra-long penis I imagined going in and out of me as I fucked myself against the shower wall.

I didn’t have a name for the make-believe stranger I was going to confess to sucking off but he was here in the shower with us in my fantasy right now; him and Corey and Mr Henderson all soaped up and slippery and passing me around to fuck now that I was a filthy church girl slut.

“Uh huh, aah,” I moaned as my orgasm hit and had me sliding down the wall. I landed on my bare butt on the shower floor still impaled squeezing a tit like two men other than my husband had done today.

Oh I was going to need such an imaginative story to tell my husband tonight but I knew what to do first. I giggled to myself at the thought.

Let’s see how Owen goes after I give him a big drink of wellspring water, shall we?

***


Part 3: Oral Pleasure

Chapter 1

It was so wonderful for Owen to come home from work and find his wife cooking dinner again. But she was in the strangest of moods.

“Tracey!” he scolded as she pressed close again.

He was sitting at the dining table after having showered ready for dinner. She was messing his hair with her hands then suddenly straddled his lap facing him with her skirt hiking up around her hips and her panties showing.

“I think you’re right about Corey, Owen. I let him in to check on the water leak under the sink and he had eyes all over me and up my skirt.”

“Yes well, it’s hard not to see up that skirt darling. I can hardly blame the man.”

Owen’s wife giggled into a kiss and put his hand on one of her breasts. She had no bra on beneath her top and her nipple was firm. That and her panties showing affected Owen of course. He wore track pants and his penis firmed and tented them.

His wife continued kissing quite demandingly and pressed her panty crotch over the underside of his erection. She felt hot and ready for sex. She was rolling her pelvis and grinding on him.

“Mr Henderson was looking up my skirt on the drive home this morning too Owen. It’s not like Corey is the only one.”

“Well yes I’m sure. Being a church elder doesn’t stop Mr Henderson from being a typical male too darling, and no man could resist peeping if you wear your skirts as short as this.”

“Mmm, but you like my skirt this short too don’t you husband? It sure feels like you do.”

“Yes darling, I do like it and I’m not saying you shouldn’t. I’m just pointing out that we can’t blame other men for noticing and taking advantage of any chance to peep.”

“Mmm you’re so hard Owen, do you feel anything different?”

It was true he was fully erect. “Yes I do feel a little strange darling. I’m having some kind of hot flush but it’s not just my face.”

Tracey giggled into their kiss again. “See, I told you so.”

She had poured Owen a glass of cool spring water she’d got from her trip away and warned it was magic or something. “That’s really affecting me down there darling. I feel I can’t wait until after dinner, I need to be inside you right now,” he said and pushed at the waistband of his track pants.

He stretched them and his jocks down at one hip. Tracey lifted a little and helped him by pulling them down from his other hip until his erection sprung free. She took hold of it and put it in through the side of her panties and sunk onto it whilst resuming their kissing.

Ooh that was much better. Owen’s erection was so hard it was aching and her wet heat soothed the ache immediately.

“Oh darling you’re so hot inside, so wet and slippery already and I didn’t even need to touch you.”

“I know Owen, I’ve been like this for 24 hours. I’ve not been able to control myself.”

Owen crushed his beautiful wife in his arms and held her down hard as she continued rolling her pelvis and grinding open over his thrusts. Oh he loved this about being married, how you have a woman to be inside and thrust and ejaculate into.

It didn’t take long tonight and he was doing just that, ejaculating his pleasure into his wife’s warm and willing belly.

Oh wow, the ejaculations were so strong too. They were erupting from the base of his testicles and spurting in what felt like remarkably heavy streams.

“Oh darling this is different, this is so intense tonight.”

“Uh huh, I can feel you Owen. You feel so hard in me and I can feel you throbbing.”

Owen eventually stopped throbbing and spurting but was still hard and remained thrust upward whilst his wife continued to throb around his penis.

“Oh this is very different. It’s wonderful,” he enthused. “This is because of that spring water?”

“Uh huh, I told you it’s magic,” Tracey smiled and extracted herself from him. “I need to finish serving dinner before it spoils though. I’ll take some more of that from you later. I think you filled me up for now.”

She stretched the crotch of her underwear back into place and smoothed it over her vagina. When she bent to take Owen’s plate from the oven, he saw how wet her crotch was and how her underwear was stuck to her and almost transparent.

She had been away with another man and no doubt meeting others these past few days. Owen wondered if any of them enjoyed such a view of her in her rather short skirt. He wondered if any of them imagined having sex with her.

“Darling, I’ve been thinking quite a lot lately about something and wonder if we should talk.”

Tracey set their plates and sat down. “Oh yes?”

“Yes it’s about your new fashion this summer and how revealing your dresses and skirts are. Do you feel as if you’re getting more attention from other men?”

“Um yes, I usually get quite a lot but probably a bit more,” Tracey confessed with a grimace.

“Yes I was sure I’d noticed that too darling, and what I’ve been thinking is there’s really nothing wrong with it. I like how excited it seems to make you and I think it enhances our sex lives. It doesn’t detract from our relationship as husband and wife I feel.”

“Hmm I agree Owen, but I’ve been thinking too and worrying that it’s not what we’ve been brought up to think, is it? I haven’t been game to dress like this round my parents yet.”

Owen smiled as he chewed. “No I’m not suggesting we try to reverse-educate our parents.” He refilled his fork. “Although you said Mr Henderson was appreciative of how nice you look in that outfit and he’s from their generation.”

“Well yes, him and another man who looked a lot like him only with way less self-control and quite a dirty mind.”

“Oh! A dirty mind, what do you mean?”

“I mean I was under the effects of the spring water and he was too, and he showed me his erect penis and let me touch it,” Owen’s wife grimaced guiltily. “Which I did. I touched it Owen. It was amazing how different it looked to yours and I was so curious. I’m sorry!”

A full body flush surged through Owen again. “Okay, so you touched it. How different was it, what do you mean?” he asked concerned more about the inadequacy of his own penis if it were being compared.

“It was really big Owen. I couldn’t help myself and had to have a little feel of it and to play with it some.”

Owen’s penis lifted and flexed in his pants again. His wife rolled her eyes down over the edge of the table and they looked up together.

“But it didn’t mean anything, right darling? You were just curious and this other man allowed you to touch him?”

Tracey nodded, swallowed hard and started talking fast. “Except after I’d squeezed it and stroked it too much, he was going to ejaculate everywhere so I took it into my mouth and swallowed the semen. But you know how desperate I’ve been to try that. I couldn’t help it Owen. I’m really sorry!”

Owen pushed his plate forward and folded his arms on the table. “Okay. So you put the man’s penis in your mouth and he ejaculated? You swear it didn’t mean anything though. You were just curious and had to try it?”

“Uh huh,” Tracey squeaked. “It meant nothing at all Owen! Nothing!”

Owen nodded. “Okay. And it was a complete stranger, and with the way you’ve been dressing… I’ve thought about something like this happening darling and I’m not too upset about it. It’s curiously exciting to me that you get looks from other men and now that something’s happened as a result of it, I have to admit to being quite intrigued.”

“Oh! Intrigued?” Tracey asked and bit her lip, stunned by his reaction. She had visions of being a scorned divorced woman that everyone looks sideways at.

“Yes. I don’t know why but as long as it means nothing emotionally and it’s purely a physical thing. Although I’m a little concerned you found that this other man having a bigger penis to be so exciting. I must admit that makes me feel rather inadequate.”

“Oh no, please don’t Owen. You’re my husband and I love your penis… I mean your cock,” Tracey grimaced and squeezed Owen’s wrist. “You have a lovely cock my husband and if you’d let me I could show you how much I love it?”

“Oh! Yes indeed,” Owen blushed. “So what was it like then. Was it as enjoyable as you hoped, having one in your mouth?”

“Um yes it was. It was so exciting and so amazing when he ejaculated.” Tracey blushed. “I mean when he came.”

“Uh yes, when he came… and you swallowed his cum and enjoyed that?”

“Uh huh, very much. I only wished it was yours instead of his. I’d love it if you’d let me, Owen. Mr Henderson said he lets his wife suck him and swallow his cum. I asked him straight out and he said there’s nothing wrong with it. He said it’s perfectly normal for couples to have oral sex and that he’d be surprised if our parents never did it.”

“Oh! Er… no that’s too much to think of darling. Oh my! I’m trying very hard to think of my favourite ice cream right now.”

Tracey giggled. “It’s not that bad Owen. Apparently it feels great for the guy and it’s so exciting when he gets all demanding and forceful and loses it and starts throbbing in the girl’s mouth. It’s so exciting as the girl to feel that, I absolutely loved it.”

Owen ogled down at where his wife was squeezing his erection through his pants. She refilled his glass with the last of the spring water with her other hand and moved the glass in front of him.

He took a big breath and tipped up the glass and drank thirstily, gulping the contents down.

Tracey slipped from her chair and crawled under the table. Owen sat back and when she took hold of his pants at his hips, he lifted for her to pull them down.

His erection bounded free. She hmmm-ed as she sniffed up the length of it and smiled as she bit the underside of the head.

“Uhh,” he groaned and went cross-eyed as she enveloped the head with her lips and sucked it into her hot mouth.

“Mmm hmm,” she hmm-ed some more and bobbed her head up and down like he’d seen in film clips and wondered about so filthily.

It was like it had started with her fashion this summer and now having strayed from the sanctity of their marriage she had tasted the sweetness of forbidden fruit and brought some home for him to taste too.

Owen often wondered what it’d be like to taste his wife the way he’d seen other men doing in videos online. He wondered how her pussy would taste… if he even dared to call it that out loud.

He imagined how it must have felt for this other man to have his cock inside his wife’s mouth and still felt quite positive about that.

There was a disconnect between how he felt about his wife emotionally and the fact she was a physical female and you could thrust your hard cock into her and she’d let you and accept your ejaculate.

The idea of her accepting another man’s ejaculate in a purely physical sense made him lose it and throb and spurt into her mouth. He came quite hard again, feeling how the spurts must have been hitting the back of his wife’s throat and thrilling at how dirty this was.

She peered up at him and took his cock from her mouth and gulped.

“Oh darling!”

She took a big breath and expelled then swallowed again. “Mmm thank you husband, your semen tastes nice.”

Owen nodded and expelled a big breath too. “Did it taste any different to that other man’s?”

“Um maybe, a little bit. But I love you and it was different because of that I think. It was definitely sweeter.”

Tracey squeezed and kissed the head of Owen’s cock. She touched the open eyelet with the pointed tip of her tongue whilst he watched fascinated.

“Do you think you’d want to do that for another man again darling? Would you be willing to if I allowed it? It’s exciting to think of how good that feels and allowing another man to experience it with you if you enjoy swallowing semen like that.”

Tracey bit her smile. “It’s not just the swallowing part, it’s how excited and how hard you got in my mouth, and the feel of you throbbing. Mmm I loved the feel of that with the other man too and I could feel how much he enjoyed it. It felt like he came so hard and there was an awful lot to swallow.

“Mmm I’ve been treated to two big mouthfuls now and I definitely want more if I’m allowed, my husband, and I won’t mind whose it is.”

“What about our building super darling? Corey obviously thinks about you in that way and there’s a perfect opportunity with him coming into the apartment when you’re here alone. How would you feel about sucking him and allowing him to ejaculate in your mouth like that?”

Tracey was blushing wildly. She grimaced. “Would you like it if it was him?”

“Well yes, he’s the first other man I thought of here at home. I mean unless it happened with another stranger while you were away sometime.”

“Mmm okay, I’d be willing to suck Corey off sometimes Owen. I’d love to do that for him if you allow me to.”

“Yes well, he’s the first one I thought of, but I wouldn’t mind if there were others too darling.” Owen stroked his wife’s hair and touched her lips with his thumb. “Now that we’ve tried this, it’s quite exciting to think of you pleasuring some other men as well. It doesn’t feel wrong at all to me at the moment. I don’t know where my head is at but it just seems so natural and right if it’s good for them and good for you too darling.”

“Mmm I don’t know where my head is at either husband. I think the spring water affects your mind as well as your body but it feels so nice and exciting, doesn’t it? It can’t be a bad thing surely!”


Chapter 2

Tracey

I cleared away dinner and did the dishes. I’d only had a few small drinks of the aphrodisiac spring water and my brain was starting to emerge from thick fog to patches of clear air and thinking.

I’d given my husband half a bottle of the water in two big drinks and his eyes were constantly glazed. He definitely wasn’t thinking clearly and I was worried what was going to happen when the effects wore off.

That might not be for another 24 hours though. There was definitely an initial surge of lust which was too strong to deny or fight against, but even this morning I’d felt it there under the surface and had been susceptible to the lust flaring up again quite easily.

And that’s what it was, I had decided. It was pure lust. After drinking that water it didn’t matter who the man was, I was wet and ready to be taken and would have allowed whomever the man was to have me or have my mouth.

I was lucky Mr Henderson didn’t take advantage when he could have so easily and that our building super only took my mouth.

I very much liked the idea of other men enjoying my mouth too but it remained to be seen how my husband felt about that idea once the magic water wore off.

That would probably be about this time tomorrow night but for tonight the effect of two big glasses of the wellspring water had Owen sporting an erection that just wouldn’t be satisfied.

He entered me from behind in bed. This too was unusual although I’d managed to get him to do me like this a few times in the past.

He screwed me into orgasm without knowing it. I was throbbing on his cock for ages with my orgasm ebbing and flowing.

“Oh darling this is amazing, I’m so hard but not too close. It seems I can stay on edge like this for as long as I want now.”

“Uh huh, stay on edge then Owen, keep having me for as long as you want.”

“Oh yeah, feels so good,” my husband groaned and continued screwing me.

He was spooned behind and going all the way out then surging back in and grinding against my butt. I was keeping my pelvis flared for him and otherwise nearly drifting off to sleep once my orgasm had fully expended itself.

I’m sure I did go to sleep at one point then awoke to the feel of Owen increasing the pace of his thrusts. “Nyah yeah!” he growled against the back of my neck and held firmly up me with his cock throbbing powerfully again.

I remained relaxed back against him. I noticed the clock stated it was nearly one in the morning. He must have been screwing me for hours.

“Uh huh, fill me up again,” I breathed back over my shoulder. “Oh that’s so nice, husband.”

“Nyah yes darling you’re so hot and welcoming inside. Are you going to invite Corey tomorrow and take him in your mouth? I’m sure that’s what he’s always hoping for when he comes knocking when I’m at work.”

“Uh huh, I’ll invite him in and suck him,” I uttered and ground back still split over the base of my husband’s cock.

He eventually softened and slipped out of me. I went right to sleep but awoke again to the feel of being penetrated. My husband was on top of me and between my legs. It was after five in the morning.

He was fully erect and took a few thrusts to get me slick then he crushed me to him and fucked me without the measure and control of last time. He pumped me forcefully, thrusting and squirming and quickly reaching a peak.

He slammed into me as his cock throbbed powerfully again.

I lay there taking it and stroking up and down his sides with my nails.

“Oh darling sorry, I just really needed that again. It’s like the two full glasses of that water filtered through and turned into semen to be ejaculated back out.”

“Hehe,” I giggled. “It certainly feels that way husband. And now I’m going to be dripping from you all day, that’s all I know.”

Owen pulled back and thrust again. “It’s like this is what a wife is for,” he groaned. “Oh my, I don’t mean only this.”

“Mmm hmm, I know husband. This is what I’m for as a wife. This is something I love about being married, that you want to be inside me all the time and fill me with your cum, especially if you’re going to start doing it in my mouth sometimes.”

“Oh yes in your belly and in your mouth. Anywhere warm and wet inside your beautiful body. As much semen as I can produce and pump into you,” my husband groaned into our kiss.

I blushed as a surge of tingles filled me. I dared to whisper. “And just your cum or from other men too, like you said?”

Owen breathed. He had shrunk inside me and slipped out with a gush of warmth dripping between my butt cheeks and wetting beneath me.

“I’ll text Corey and ask him to come have a look at the latch on the balcony door. Maybe wear something revealing to encourage him to try something?” Owen suggested.

I grimaced guiltily. “He liked that I wasn’t wearing a bra yesterday, as well as seeing my panties up my skirt.”

My husband swallowed and nodded a little, looking at my nipples visible through my sheer nightie.

“Or I could just be wearing this if he came round this morning. Just in this and panties that will probably be soggy and stuck to me.” I squeezed my husband’s hand. “I don’t think he’ll try and have full sex with me if I ask to suck him off.”

Owen drew another big breath and expelled. “Okay and you’ll just ask him straight out? What will you say, darling?”

“Mmm I’ll just let him look at me for a little bit first, then I’ll invite him to sit on the lounge and I’ll kneel in front and look right at him and say ‘can I suck you off please Corey?’”

“What do you think he’ll say to that, husband?” I cooed.


Chapter 3

Tracey

I saw Owen off to work at six-thirty as always. He said he’d ask Corey to call in at ten, so I had a few hours to get some video editing done for the website.

Mr Henderson called and we went through the rough draft I sent him, which was just a story board to get the video sequence right at this stage.

I was still in my pink willing-wife nightie with my breasts visible through it. Coming up to ten o’clock I changed for fresh panties because the ones I had on were completely soaked.

I checked myself and found I was slick inside but thought I’d stopped dripping at least. I considered a quick shower to wash my pussy in case Corey wanted to lick me again but it was too late because there was a knock on the door at twenty to ten.

I opened it to his big round smiling face. “Oh hi Corey, you’re early, I’m not even dressed yet,” I cooed with the pretence of innocence.

Oh, I was anything but innocent right now. My only defence at the gates of hell could be that my husband told me to do it.

The building super had one look at me and knew. I closed the door and kept my hands behind my back and my chest thrust forward as he crowded me back against it. “Oh yeah looking good Trace.”

“Mmm do you think so? Does this make you want something again?”

“Oh it makes me want something alright.” He cupped one of my breasts and squeezed it and thumbed the nipple. “Are we doing oral again, are you thirsty for more cum?”

“Uh huh I’m thirsty for it. Owen said I can suck you off but no one’s ever allowed to find out or I won’t be able to anymore. It has to be a secret from the neighbours, okay?”

“Oh yeah definitely Trace, I won’t say a word.”

“Mmm hmm, because I’m a wife and not supposed to be letting you, and it can only be in my mouth,” I uttered as the man felt between my legs with a big strong hand. “Uh huh, huh we can only use our mouths on each other or your fingers inside me. We can’t risk you getting me pregnant, please?”

“Oh yeah fingers too. Oh that’s so wet,” the man groaned and bit my nipple then dropped to the floor and pulled aside the crotch of my panties and licked my pussy.

I whimpered and nearly lost control of my legs. He growled into me down there. He pulled my panties from my hips and down my thighs and took them off and gave them to me to hold.

He slung one of my legs over his big fat shoulder and tilted in under me to lick and suck around his thumb that was going in and out.

“Oh yeah you’re so wet Trace. You’re fucking drippin’,” he groaned and licked and sucked and slurped noisily whilst I quivered on the verge of orgasm.

“Come here!” he said and stood picking me up in his arms.

He carried me to my freshly made bed and dumped me on it. He pushed down his shorts and jocks and stepped out of them. I was lying there on my back with my legs bent up and a fingertip in my empty mouth.

Corey lay on his back on the bed with his feet at my pillows and he pulled me over to straddle him on my hands and knees the opposite way around.

His fat cock was there poking upright and in my face. He grabbed my hips and pulled me down to resume growling into my pussy and licking and sucking and slurping noisily.

I instinctively took hold of his cock and squeezed and stroked. I just held it. I couldn’t do anything coz right then I orgasmed again. The pleasure tingles swarmed in my pussy and thumped through my body.

The building super had a thumb up me again and I was throbbing around it and couldn’t help squirming to get it deeper.

Corey pulled his thumb out and stuck his tongue up me. “Uh yeah so fucking juicy,” he groaned and I looked down to see cream all over his whiskery face, which was probably my husband’s semen more so than my juices I imagined. I blushed guiltily.

I was still holding his cock. It was stiff and so thick and I just wanted to crawl forward and sit on it but I couldn’t do that. Instead I started stroking it and lowered and took the pink exposed head into my mouth and sucked it as I stroked.

“Uh yeah go for it Trace, suck that cock,” Corey groaned into my pussy.

I stopped sucking to catch a breath. “Mmm I want to taste you again Corey. Please?”  I begged and resumed sucking as I stroked.

I went up and down with my hand and mouth together, pulling on the loose skin and making the ridge of the man’s cockhead pop in and out of my lips, the way I saw the old lady doing for Mr Henderson.

I was going down until the head probed the back of my throat then lifted and lowered and lifted and lowered, keeping my lips covering my teeth so as to not scrape with them when they were going over the head at least. It was hard to keep my teeth covered when his cock was fully in my mouth because it was so thick and I had to open my mouth really wide to take it in.

“Yeah like that Trace, that’s getting there now,” Corey groaned with his hand on the back of my head guiding me up and down and holding me in place now. He had stopped licking me and had his thumb up me and swirling it in my squelchy juices.

I bobbed my head and sucked and bobbed and sucked. I could see his big hairy balls clenching up tight now and he was wiggling and jerking his hips. I knew this bit and knew what was coming.

I was absolutely thrilled I was going to get it again.

“Nya fuck yes!” the man snarled and twisted a handful of my hair to keep me still and in place. He jerked with his hips and surged in and out of my mouth a few more times, measuring his thrusts for the ultimate amount of pleasure now.

“Uh yeah Trace, here it is,” he growled and stopped moving too. I held my breath and waited brimming with excitement.

His cock flexed harder then throbbed in my hand.

A spurt of cum hit the back of my mouth so I clenched my throat closed defensively.

His cock throbbed again and again and more powerful spurts of cum hit the back of my mouth and the throbs and spurts then came in a rush one after another after another and flooded my mouth with hot semen.

I breathed through my nose and swirled my tongue around in it, playing with the gooey feel with the cockhead still in my mouth.

I swallowed the building super’s semen down with a big gulp then kissed my way down the underside of his cock to his balls and smooched them.

“Mmm thank you Corey. That was so exciting to taste you again.”

“Uh yeah you drained ‘em good Trace. Nothing better than having your nuts emptied for you.”

I smoothed hair away and kissed and softly sucked from one ball to the other, pleased to have soothed him in that way and swallowing more at the powerful taste of his cum.

He licked my inner thigh and then my vulva. He licked and sucked on my other inner thigh and I tipped off him and sat up. He rolled over and continued to lick my pussy.

“Um Corey!” I squeaked. He was keeping my legs spread wide and I rested back on my hands and blushed embarrassingly feeling so lewd.

The man continued licking me clean and I bit down on my smile and let him. He finished with my pussy and kissed his way up to nuzzle under my nightie and suck one of my nipples.

I thrust my chest forward and he sucked most of my boob into his big mouth and lashed the nipple so nice with his tongue. He had shuffled close and his stubby penis was touching my pussy. I could feel it was still a little bit firm and the head was poking me.

The man kissed his way up to my neck and sought my face and my mouth. I lay back and he covered me and kissed my lips. He was squashing me with his fat belly and heavy chest.

My legs were completely spread and he was trying to have me. His cock was firming but my phone rang loudly on the bedside table. It was my husband.

I squirmed and wriggled from beneath the building super and answered the call. “Hello Owen, I’m here.”

“Sorry darling I couldn’t wait any longer, it’s after ten. Has Corey been?”

“Um yes, he’s still here, he’s just getting dressed to leave now,” I said glaring at the guy smiling at me.

“Oh he is? Right, so..?” I heard my husband gulp.

“Yeah I’m just leavin’ man, thanks for this!” Corey called out.

I put the call to speaker and held the phone so Corey could talk too.

“Oh hey Corey,” Owen said thickly. “I’m trusting you there with my wife. Please don’t force her beyond what she’s willing to do. You haven’t, have you?”

“Na man it’s all good. I nearly lost it there for a minute, but I’m done now, I’m getting dressed. I’ll take blow jobs anytime I can get them from Trace and I won’t push her for more if you don’t want me to. I promise.”

We heard Owen expel a breath and draw in another. “Okay that’s good. Thank you Corey. If I’m going to allow this it has to be oral sex only. And purely physical.”

“Yeah sure,” Corey said and stroked my face. He thumbed over my lips. “That’s fair man. Trace drained my nuts good anyway. She’s got a pretty mouth for it.” He put his thumb in my mouth and touched my tongue. I instinctively sucked it.

“Are you still there Tracey, are you okay?”

I turned my head away a little. “Yes I’m here husband, I’m fine. I did what we said and he tasted really strong and it was a lot to swallow but I liked it.”

“Alright, that’s good then,” Owen said and drew another big breath. “Tell him this has to remain between us. Corey can you hear me? You can’t tell anyone about this please! No one can know.”

Corey was pulling up his pants. “Yeah man it’s all good. I get it. There’s no way I’d ever say anything, wouldn’t wanna ruin my chances for next time,” he grinned at me.

I rolled my eyes at him.

“Yes that’s right. There can’t be a next time if anyone finds out,” Owen went on. “There can be if you do right by us in return though,” he added evenly. “I’d be agreeable to this on a regular basis if we could keep it strictly between us?”

“Oh yeah, how regular a basis?” Corey asked and grinned at me making my blush fire up more. “You know what it’s like man, it’s hard to wait too long between releases yeah?”

“Yes I know. I’ve been thinking about this all morning after having facilitated this and being too far down this path now,” my husband went on evenly again. “I think regularly and quite often, without it being every day. What if it was every other day as long as you’re home darling? Would that be too often?”

“Um no, it wouldn’t be too often. It’d be fine, I think.” I was arching my chest to thrust against the building super’s hands. He was cuddling me from behind and feeling me and kissing my neck. “Uh huh, huh,” I panted and squeezed his cock in his pants behind my back.

“Yeah, every other day sounds good to me too buddy,” Corey answered as well.

I was flaring my hips and wiggling back against him. “Mmm he’s touching me again Owen. I can’t help wanting this.”

“Uh yeah darling. What do you mean ‘touching you’, touching you where?”

“It’s alright man, just having another little feel of her before I go. Uh yeah her cunt’s so hot and slick. You need to get home and see to your wife properly man.”

“Uh huh, huh,” I panted and clung to an arm of iron across my front whilst my pussy was rubbed and felt into behind my thighs.

The fat man holding me had his thumb up my vagina and was going in and out with short firm thrusts and bumping my clit with the edge of his hand. He sat on the bed and pulled me over his lap like he was going to spank me but he spread my pussy from behind with one hand and kept banging me with the thumb of his other.

“Uh huh, huh… huh huh,” I moaned as my orgasm reignited and thumped through my belly again.

“Oh no, what’s happening? Please?” my husband whimpered through the phone.

“S’alright man,” Corey assured him and he switched to the camera and took a picture of me from behind with his thumb still inside me. “Can you send Owen that?” he asked me.

I attached it to a text and sent it to my husband. A moment later he groaned, “Uhh. Oh my gosh… darling!”

The building super had tipped me off his lap onto the floor. I slumped to my knees sitting on my bare throbbing abandoned pussy.

He picked up my panties and sniffed them and put them in his pocket. Then he winked at me on his way out the door.

“Darling?” my husband whimpered again.

“Yes husband, I’m still here. I’m fine, Corey’s gone now. Can you come home for lunch and we’ll talk?”

My husband gulped. “On my way!”

***


Part 4: Live Video Feed

Chapter 1

Tracey

I thought the building super had gone but when I came from my bedroom he was still there checking the worn-out latch on our balcony door.

“Yeah this is one of the older styles. Most of these have been replaced throughout the building. I’ll bring a new one with me next visit and swap it out.”

“Oh okay, thank you Corey.” I grimaced. “Um can you go now though please? Owen’s on his way home and we need to talk about what just happened.”

“Yeah sure,” Corey smiled and nodded.

He tilted for a look at me down below. My nightie didn’t cover me and of course he had my panties in his pocket. My pussy was still tingling from him licking and fingering me.

It felt interesting being so exposed. I wondered if he liked my bush. I know a lot of women shave or trim theirs to nearly nothing but mine’s quite natural and covers me well. It’s dark in colour too but thin enough to see my pussy lips through.

“What?” I scolded embarrassingly.

“No nothing, you just look so cute in your nightie and nothing under it Trace. It’s hot how short it is.”

“Hmm well, I’d normally have panties on wouldn’t I, had you not taken them!”

The guy pulled me to him on his way past and kissed me. “Your mouth tastes like my cum Trace, that’s hot.” He kissed me again and stuck his tongue in deep.

My husband would be home in about ten minutes but I relaxed and let the building super have my mouth with his tongue again. He had me bent back and was feeling my breasts under my nightie. “Um Corey!” I moaned in protest between kisses as he was getting carried away again.

“Okay, but if it’s gonna be another two days till next time,” he muttered and sat me on the lounge.

He was getting his cock out. It was stiff again and he pushed my hair back and edged close to my face with it as he stroked.

I’d never seen a man masturbating before and was fascinated. I sat staring at his cockhead and his hand vibrating around it.

He held my chin and put his thumb in my mouth. I instinctively kept my mouth open although I’d never done anything like this before.

“Nya fuck!” the man grunted and thrust right to my mouth, opening it wider with his thumb.

“Uh huh,” I moaned excitedly as spurts of cum lashed my tongue and lips.

“Uh yeah that’s it Trace, take it!”

I swallowed and caught a breath, opening my mouth again. The building super squeezed off the last ooze of his semen against my cheek.

He wiped more of his cum from my lips and over my face whilst I tried to capture the head of his cock and suck it. He snarled down at me and vibrated his hand over the head of his cock for another little bit then held it to my face.

Another spurt of semen lashed over my nose. Then he squeezed off against my cheek higher up before putting his cock away and bending to tenderly kiss my neck.

“So day about then yeah, like Owen said? Not tomorrow but I’ll build up for the next day, same time, ten o’clock?”

I nodded, smiling through my blush and biting my gooey lower lip. My face was all wet with cum and I was so shocked and intrigued to have had that done to me by a man.

When Corey had gone I went and checked in the bathroom mirror. His cum was all over my face and dripping from the side of my chin.

The front door opened. “Darling!” my husband called out urgently.

I waited and he was soon behind me clutching my shoulders. “Oh my gosh, is that...?”

“Uh huh. He came over my face a minute ago and left. The first time he came in my mouth and that time he must have needed to finish off more. It was interesting and exciting Owen. I love it,” I said turning my face side to side and thrilling at being covered in semen.

My husband freed his cock. I bent over pointing my butt at him.

He wiped his cock head through my opening then surged into me. I held the wash basin and flared my pelvis. He held my hips and humped me forcefully, thumping against my butt and making my tits surge and wobble violently.

“Uh huh, huh,” I moaned as my recent orgasm reignited and clenched my body, pulsing through my pussy too as my husband slammed hard and groaned his pleasure and release.

“Oh my gosh, I’ve got nothing left. It’s like I’m completely drained and throbbing dry inside you darling but it’s still so intense and amazing.”

“Uh huh, for me too Owen. It’s like I’ve been on the verge of orgasm for two days now and any little tickle reignites it.”

I rubbed the building super’s semen all over my face and licked it off my fingers. Oh my gosh I could feel it and taste it and smell it all over me now. I was such a filthy girl.

“So at least he didn’t try and have full sex with you darling? He just took your mouth and came all over you afterwards?”

“Uh huh, he could have had sex with me but he knew he wasn’t allowed to and didn’t penetrate me with his erection, just with his thumb and he licked me down there, which was so exciting and interesting too.”

“Oh. Corey licked your pussy? I wanted to try that next time when you give me oral again too. I’ve seen it online and been thinking about it. I’m curious to know what you taste like down there.”

“Mmm hmmm I can’t wait for you to find out husband. But let’s make it when I’m fresh from a bath and not right after sex. Corey’s face was covered in the goo dripping out of me and that would’ve been all the cum you spurted in me last night, so not really tasting me!”

“Ugh!” Owen scowled. “Yes, no thank you. I’d rather it be after your bath one night and before sex.”

“Yes but this is all so exciting now isn’t it husband?” I led into the lounge and sat down. “Are you thinking clearly now Owen? Are you still under the influence of the aphrodisiac spring water, do you think?”

“No darling, I’m thinking clearly. I think that erection just now was perfectly natural too. Last night they were different; much harder and like there was no way they were going down even after I ejaculated each time.

“I felt I had an almost constant erection for twelve hours and if that was a part of the effect just now, I can assure you it’s over. I feel spent and quite numb right now and my testicles are completely drained.”

“Hmm okay, so now you’re thinking clearly are you regretting this at all? Letting Corey have me like that?”

My husband stroked my sticky face and smoothed my hair over an ear. “No darling, I’m not regretting this at all. It was hard to listen over the phone when I knew Corey was here with you but I feel nothing but positive that he’s been in your mouth and cum all over your face.

“And not that it was Corey in particular, but that this has happened and opened our eyes and minds to such exciting possibilities.

“I know that in theory, as a husband, I’m not supposed to want other men to enjoy my wife but there’s something wrong with that theory. You’re so beautiful and feel amazing to be inside and cum inside of.

“Allowing another man to enjoy you as well feels like sharing to me darling. And it’s a gift to you too as long as you enjoy it.”

“Oh I enjoy it alright husband. I’ve so been missing out!”


Chapter 2

Tracey

Owen had to rush back to work so I was left alone for the day to recover and try to come down from the crazy sexual high I’d been on for 36 hours.

I had plenty to do to keep me busy. I had two hours of video and audio to edit and arrange and cut back to a 20-minute film. The audio engineering alone was going to be a day’s work.

I had a shower and washed my sticky dirty-girl face then put in a solid three hours work and sent Mr Henderson the second edit for final approval before I did any unnecessary engineering.

He called shortly after. “That’s very good love. I like the sequencing to feature the bridge in the dappled afternoon sun. Perhaps we could trim the old post office by a minute and expand on the row of timber worker cottages? Maybe a little more of the interview with old Mrs Wilkes?”

“Yes I thought you might say that. I have an earlier cut that includes more of Mrs Wilkes. I can work that in.”

“Ah very good dear. I’ll pop round in the morning to have another look with you if that suits? I also need to drop off a picture frame Owen’s going to refurbish for the church.”

“Oh of course, I’m home all day, you’re welcome to drop by anytime Mr Henderson.”

“Oh good, it’ll probably be around eleven, I have a few errands to run first thing.”

“Hmm okay, I’ll bake some lemon tarts, shall I?” I smiled.

“Ooh dear that shall be another secret to keep from Mrs Henderson watching my sugar these days,” the older man chuckled.

I grimaced. “Yes we do have secrets now, don’t we!”

“Yes indeed. And how are things with you in that regard love? I think I’m finally getting over the effects of that lovely spring water. I was still so worked up last night and ended up giving Mrs Henderson a right royal if you don’t mind me confiding. I can’t really tell anyone else.”

“No, me either. I told Owen what I did but said it was with a stranger. With the way I’ve been so insatiable yesterday and this morning I think we’re very lucky that tow truck driver pulled up and disturbed us or there’d be a lot more to confess, I fear.”

“Oh yes indeed. The way you were bent over in my lap and the proximity of your mouth to my erect penis...! Well suffice it to say a different outcome has been playing over and over in my mind ever since and it includes considerably more to confess. Even the thoughts are inappropriate love, especially from a man with my position in the church community.”

I was blushing wildly right now and had a hand wedged between my thighs.

“Are you still there love? Have I said too much?”

“Um no, you haven’t said too much Mr Henderson. I can confess to having the same thought over and over myself.”

“Oh I see! Well knowing that will only enhance my fantasy now, given it’s something that appealed to you in spite of my old age.”

“Hmm I don’t see what age has to do with it Mr Henderson. If it’s stiff and you suck it as a girl, you’re going to get a mouthful either way,” I giggled. “And since we’re sharing, I can report that Owen let me do it for him last night and it was as interesting and exciting as I imagined it would be.”

“Oh he did, did he love? That’s wonderful.”

“Mmm thank you. It’s so nice and so interesting that we can talk like this now Mr Henderson. What a surprising benefit of that experience we shared.”

“Indeed. You know you can confide anything you want to me now love. With what we have in secret together already there’s a wonderful opportunity for further trust. It’s a huge relief for me to be able to talk openly like this too.”

“Hmm well, as you said you couldn’t help yourself and gave Mrs Henderson a right royal seeing to, I can confess that Owen wasn’t the first man I gave oral sex to yesterday. I couldn’t help myself and did it for our building super.”

“Ahm ah I see. The man you mentioned you’d have to be careful of while still under the effect of the spring water no less?”

“Uh huh. That man. And worse still, I drank more of the spring water when I got home and went outside where I knew he’d see me.”

“Ooh that is rather naughty, young lady. And you haven’t confessed that to your husband?”

“Well actually I have in a manner of speaking. I told him I gave oral sex to the fictitious stranger whose big penis I was allowed to hold, so I confessed to the deed but not the accurate details.”

“Hmm. And Owen was okay with that? How did he react love?”

“Um he encouraged me and I did it again this morning. Owen has suddenly realised he likes the idea of sharing me with other men. He’s jumped from extremely conservative to highly progressive after one night and two big glasses of the Wellspring water. Haha, plus it sounds like he already had some interesting ideas hidden away in secret.”

I suddenly realised what I was saying and added quickly, “And here I am breaching a confidence with my husband. Oh my gosh Mr Henderson, you have to forget I said any of that.”

“I see,” Mr Henderson acknowledged. “Or perhaps you could invite Owen into confidence with everything that happened the other night and on our trip home love. I know I asked you not to tell anyone what you witnessed with the guesthouse lady in my room, but I wouldn’t mind if Owen was a part of our shared experience. Since, as you say, he partook of the spring water too.”

“Oh really? You wouldn’t mind if I told him what really happened and explained? I know he’d understand now, and I’d love to be honest with him and tell the truth about touching you and having oral sex with our building super before he said I could.”

“Then by all means tell your husband love. Perhaps even ask if he’d be agreeable to us going through with the misstep we almost made before the tow truck man came along and saved us? I feel I’m so far over the line already having been sucked by the guesthouse keeper and I know why I can’t stop fantasising about a beautiful young wife like you performing oral sex on me.

“Is that something you still think you’d like to do love?”

I smiled through a deep blush. My whole body was tingling. I wasn’t sure how a church elder could be talking like this and thought if it was okay for him it must be okay for me.

“Yes I’m so curious about trying it with a long penis like yours Mr Henderson. And Owen has already said he’d be fine with me doing it for some other men on our travels. I’d love to be allowed to do it for you,” I told my church elder.

“Golly gosh. It could be something we add to our filming trips love, to do oral for each other. I’m quite experienced you know. You might be surprised what an older man can do for you with his mouth, and fingers. Do you think fingers would be allowed for the man, as with the lady using her hand and mouth?”

“Um yes, the building super used his thumb, which was exciting. It’s fine for the man to use his fingers with me as part of oral sex. And to look at me and touch my breasts of course.

“Owen has already said it’s fine for me to wear short skirts and revealing tops for our filming trips so you can enjoy looking at me. You’ll see tomorrow when you stop by.

“You can enjoy me as much as you want to look at, Mr Henderson, and I’ll ask Owen about us doing oral for each other tonight. I’m so desperate to do that for some other men now that I’ve tried it. I’d love to taste cum from an older man like you.”

“Oh love, you’re making me hard just talking like this and I have a meeting with your father. I’m parked in front of his office right now.”

“Oh haha, really? I was imagining sucking you but I don’t know about doing it at church,” I giggled. “Imagine if Daddy found out!”

“Oh we’ve all imagined plenty with the minister’s daughter love. I guarantee every man in church has fantasised about getting a hand under your pretty church dresses or having you suck them in your father’s office. You must feel the looks sometimes?”

I drew a breath. “Uh huh.”

“Have any boys ever gotten to you at church love?”

“Um no but I’ve felt them looking and wanted them to. I’d love for one of you men to take me into Daddy’s office and make me suck you off. I’d do it anywhere; I wanted to do it for you in the car when we were driving home.

“I couldn’t stop thinking about it all the way after you let me look at your cock and touch it. I was leaning right down close like that because I wanted to put it in my mouth Mr Henderson.”

I heard the man gulp through the phone. “Okay love I have to go but talk to your husband. I’ll treat you to what an experienced older man knows with fingers and tongue tomorrow then you can return the favour and suck my cock like a good young minister’s daughter. Let me empty my big old balls in your mouth like I wanted to in the car the other day.”

I was rubbing my pussy, frigging myself through my panties.

“Uh huh, huh. I want it Mr Henderson. I want to suck all the cum out of your big balls. Uh huh, huh, when you’re in Daddy’s office you can look at my picture on his wall and think about it, imagine me doing it for you in that blue dress. Oh I’d love hands up that in church when Daddy’s not looking. I’ve dreamt about that so much!”


Chapter 3

Owen was a carpenter by trade, installing kitchens in new builds as a specialty. He was working on a townhouse complex not far from home. He had lied to his boss about needing to get to a bank appointment this morning when he rushed off to tend to his wife.

He was working back now to make up the time. It was his first-year post apprenticeship, and he was on a strict 7am to 4pm weekday roster.

He opened a text from his wife: Hurry home husband we need to talk xo

Owen checked the time again. His boss had gone home and it was only another ten minutes until he was due to finish. Who would know if he took off early, right?

He quickly packed the tools he was using into the container lock-up and pushed the speed limit home. Tracey was waiting and flung her arms around him as soon as he was in the door.

His arms went all the way around her slender form and he ended up with a hand on a breast that was obviously bare beneath her dress.

She broke off the cuddle and led him to the lounge and pushed him back to sit. There was a beer waiting and she used a bottle opener to remove the cap and gave it to him. He had a swig and she sat beside him with her legs tucked up and the crotch of pretty lace panties showing.

“Are you still excited for this Owen?”

Owen knew exactly what she was referring to. The effects of the aphrodisiac water had worn off throughout the day and his brain had been churning the new information over and over.

There was no explanation for it but he liked it out here on the other side of the fenced enclosure he’d been born and raised within. It was crazy but the sense of freedom and adventure was exhilarating.

“I’m still excited for it darling. Corey didn’t come knocking on the door again today though, did he? It’s supposed to be every other day, so not until Sunday.”

“Um no, Corey knows that. I saw him this afternoon when I was coming home from the shop and we talked and agreed to first thing in the morning, before church. I told him 8 o’clock so I can do it for him still in my nightie again. He really liked me in my nightie.”

“Oh okay, Sunday, that’s good. I have to work for half a day tomorrow and I’d like to watch you sucking him one time at least, so Sunday morning works.”

“Uh huh but I need to confess a few things first Owen. Some details about what really happened yesterday with Mr Henderson and Corey too when I got home.”

“Oh yeah?” Owen asked. He flushed with nervous excitement at the sound of this and the look on his wife’s face.

She grimaced guiltily. “There was no stranger at the guesthouse, it was Mr Henderson who showed me his penis and let me touch it. And the person I actually sucked and let cum in my mouth yesterday was Corey, before we even talked about him.”

Owen’s brain was still in churn mode. Here was some more new information to process.

He frowned as he tried to imagine the context here. “So Mr Henderson showed you his penis at the guesthouse?”

“Um no, I spied on him in his room with the guesthouse lady sucking him off but I hid in my room under the effects of the spring water all night. Then in the car on the way home I asked if I could see his penis and he showed me and let me touch it, but then a tow truck pulled up and we had to get back on the road and nothing else happened until I got home.

“Then I had another little drink of the water and hung out washing and Corey came back upstairs with me and I couldn’t help myself and sucked him off and swallowed his cum.”

Tracey had said all of that without taking a breath. Now she drew a big one and expelled. “And that’s the whole truth now. I’m really sorry for not telling you everything before. I know I’m a dirty girl now.”

Owen nodded. The churn of his brain had ground to a halt on one particular point. “The guesthouse lady sucked Mr Henderson off?”

Tracey nodded. “Uh huh, and you think we’re being bad!”

“And you spied on them and watched?” Owen checked. He was stunned with this snippet of news.

His wife nodded some more, biting her smile now. Her pretty eyes were wide and sparkling.

“Right,” Owen said and gulped. “So if he’s into doing this outside of marriage too and he already let you see his cock and touch it, do you think you’d want to try sucking him off some time? I mean, he’s really old though, right?”

“Um, I don’t mind how old he is. His cock is really long and it was so hard when I squeezed it. I’d love to try sucking it for him. Maybe I could let him finger me and lick me the way Corey did this morning, only better because he’s older and knows what he’s doing.”

“Oh yeah, he said that did he? That he knows what he’s doing.”

“Uh huh, with oral sex apparently. I’d love to find out,” Tracey enthused. “He’s stopping by in the morning to drop off the picture frame you’re restoring for church. It’d be a good opportunity to do something with him here at home rather than by the side of the road somewhere like it nearly happened unplanned.”

“Yes darling, it’s definitely better to plan this and know exactly what’s going to happen. That’s the main thing I’ve been thinking about with concern today, that things don’t get out of hand and go further than we want them to.”

“Exactly! And that’s why I think it would be a great idea to do it with Mr Henderson rather than some stranger, and here at home would be perfect!” Tracey went on excitedly.

Owen rubbed his mouth. “Yes, this is good. This can work. I was thinking about using a camera to watch Corey in the bedroom with you. I don’t know whether it’d be a live feed or a recording. We could do that with Mr Henderson as well this weekend. Mr Henderson tomorrow and Corey on Sunday!”

“Uh huh. I have so many cameras for filming little old towns and bridges. I can do an excellent bedroom live feed and record as well if we want.” Tracey said into a kiss.

She had straddled Owen’s lap; the crotch of her pretty lace panties pressed against his dirty work trousers.

“Should we set up a camera right now and try it, I could suck you off and we could watch the film afterwards?”

“Aw darling, I don’t think I can. Now that the aphrodisiac water has worn off my penis is completely numb and isn’t responding to anything. I’m completely drained and worn out and need time to recover.”

“Hehe, my poor sex ravaged husband. Though you men have to do all the work I suppose. You have to get hard and produce semen and there’d have to be a limit to that. I’m feeling a bit dry but I was thinking I could use some of my toy lube if you wanted to have me fully, or there’s no limit to how many hard cocks a girl can stroke and suck.

“I watched a film of a girl with six men this afternoon. They were completely ravaging her and she left them all sprawled on their backs on the floor and went and had a shower to clean up.”

Owen’s mouth was hanging open. He blinked.

His wife glared defiantly. “Yes, I followed a link from your browsing history and found that fun little movie. It was a Japanese girl, and all the men were quite a bit older. I’m sure you’ve watched it.”

Owen swallowed hard. “I saved the link to watch it later.” He drew a big breath and expelled. This all made so much sense now.

“It’s true though darling, we men only need the woman to lie there and take it, and once we’ve ejaculated we’re done. That’s why it seems so right to allow you to pleasure other men as well. I mean, one woman could easily take care of the needs of two or three men, even just allowing one each night or day, the men taking their turn.

“I say yes, let’s set up a camera in the bedroom and a live feed to where, my phone?”

“Uh huh, to your phone and saving the file to your hard drive so we can watch together and not have to look at filthy porn online like everyone else from church probably does.”


Chapter 4

Tracey

It was a simple task. I set up a camera on a tripod at the end of the bed. We figured that in return for starring in our home movies we could offer the files to Corey and Mr Henderson after pixelating our faces.

I showed my suddenly adventurous husband my big shower-time vibrator and demonstrated how I could get the full length of it inside me. I got him to take over fucking me with it for the camera and we made our first home sex tape.

Sorry mum!

The next morning I was waiting for Mr Henderson in a short dress with nothing on under it. I had already text him and said that Owen had agreed to us having oral sex.

The older church man got the idea right away when hugging me hello and massaging up and down my body through my breezy little dress.

“Show me your vibrator love?”

I blushed excitedly. I’d told him about that too and about filming everything. I led to the bedroom with him holding my hand. We were keeping my vibrator in the bedside drawer from now on so that’s where it was, all washed cleaned and dried ready for use.

I lay on my bed and Mr Henderson knelt beside me. He had the vibrator in one hand and rubbed up and down my body with his other. He felt my breasts through my dress but rubbed up under it down below and exposed my bush.

“I’m going to bring her to orgasm first Owen, then she can suck me and I’ll take her back into orgasm with the taste of my cum filling her senses,” the man said to the camera whilst rubbing between my legs.

“Then I want you to bring your wife to church tomorrow with no panties on under her dress so I can put my hand up it and feel into her like this again,” he groaned looking at me and feeling inside me with his middle and ring fingers.

“Oh yes, she’s so tight son. So small inside for something this size,” he said about the vibrator he was turning this way and that and inspecting.

He laid it down on my belly and bent to sniff deeply then start licking around his fingers going in and out of me. He guided me to bend up one leg and spread it away from the other.

Then he nuzzled in more demandingly and attacked my clit with his tongue and teeth, still whilst moving his fingers in and out of me and rubbing back against my pubic bone until I orgasmed.

I was feeling exposed and like I’d been a naughty girl allowing this to happen. But the taboo nature just added to my excitement.

My pussy was clenched tight around the man’s fingers and my belly was doing little spasms and convulsions. I kept hold of the vibrator lying on my belly.

“Oh yes that’s nice love, that’s your little pussy activated, now let’s see about this rather large toy penis, shall we?”

I couldn’t talk but it was like the filming I did with Mr Henderson all the time. He did all the talking and narrated everything that was happening. He got so passionate about his historic bridges but you never saw this look in his eyes. He was so in control of my body and he was clearly enjoying it.

I suddenly understood why Mrs Henderson is always so glassy-eyed and smiling at church.

Mr Henderson undid his belt and pants and pushed everything down to his knees. He had on a smart business shirt and his cock was poking through the tails of it. He was kneeling beside my hips and I could just reach, so I took hold and squeezed and made his huge penis flex and expand in my hand.

He split my pussy with his fingers and probed with the head of my vibrator. It slipped in and stretched me.

“Uh huh, huh,” I moaned and squeezed his cock harder as he pushed the control end of my toy and kept pressure on whilst I sucked it inside with my pussy.

“Oh that’s nice love. A man can well imagine the feel of you with this.”

“Uh huh, it’s so big but so are you Mr Henderson. It’s easy for me to imagine too like this.”

The older man turned the dial and made my toy buzz. My mouth and eyes shot open. I tried to keep stroking the hard cock in my hand but couldn’t concentrate.

Then Mr Henderson scooted back a little and bent to suck and lash my clit with his tongue whilst continuing to have me with the huge vibrating dong.

My orgasm went next level and had me gripping the bed cover and convulsing.

Mr Henderson kept fucking me with my toy and sucking hard on my clit and lashing and scraping it, chiming it like a bell to ring powerful waves of hot tingles all through me until I couldn’t take it anymore.

I curled up and pushed his head away giggling.

He relented and let me settle and stop whimpering. Then he edged close on his knees again and put my hand back on his cock.

I stroked it for him. It was dry of course so I did it softly with fingers tickling then flaying over the swollen head.

I got up on my elbow and concentrated on what I was doing, stroking fast and soft and making him squirm and snarl and begin to thrust spasmodically. It was so thrilling to have such power and control of my church elder, reducing him to a base male in desperate need of sexual release.

He had hold of the back of my head and was gradually pulling me forward.

“Uh suck it love, go on now, take it into your pretty little mouth,” he groaned and thrust as I took the head into my mouth.

He kept jiggling and trying to thrust so I bobbed my head back and forth and let his cockhead poke through my wet fist into my mouth. I let him dominate me and take control, and he kept snarling and grunting.

Then he let out a sigh and held my head in place with two hands.

“Uh yeah love, there’s a good girl,” he groaned as his cock throbbed and spurts of hot semen hit the back of my throat.

I peered up with this much older man’s cock spurting in my mouth.

I hmm-ed my acquiescence and softly sucked out the contents of his huge balls cupped in my hand.


Chapter 5

Tracey

“Even watching with you like this it still seems jolly surreal,” Owen commented that night when we were sitting up in bed playing my first home sex tape. “Like I know it’s real but I think I need to be on the other side of a screen at a distance.”

“Hmm well you’ll certainly be a distance away if I go with him tomorrow. I can set up the camera in the guesthouse room and you’ll be able to watch everything as it happens.”

Mr Henderson had booked the same two rooms at the Wellspring Guesthouse for tomorrow night. He asked me to go with him after church and we’d spend the night then film a documentary of the town and historic bridge we’d seen passing through the other day.

Owen kissed the top of my head. “So you want to go, don’t you darling? It would be wonderful if you could buy a few bottles of that spring water. You said it wasn’t for sale though!”

“No, the guesthouse lady said it’s free to visitors and you can take your one bottle home but it’s not for sale. There’s not enough of it to sell with the demand for it from the locals, and it’s the slowest drip out of the rocks.”

“Okay, but if you tried the pub for dinner and see if they serve it there, then you could bring the full bottle home and we could share it over a few nights next week?”

I smiled and kissed my naughty husband. “And what if the men at the pub grab me and I’m under the influence and can’t resist?”

My husband gulped. His cock was tenting his sleep shorts but he said it was still numb. I needed a rest from having orgasms for the night too.

He met my lips and kissed me softly, breathing into my mouth, “How safe would you be from falling pregnant if we let one of them have sex with you tomorrow night darling? I was thinking about it when Mr Henderson was using the vibrator inside you, wondering what it’d be like if that was another man’s cock.”

“Heavens, husband.” I drew a big calming breath and expelled. A rush of hot tingles had filled me.

“Mmm I think I might be safe enough. I so wanted to go across to that pub when I was there frigging myself silly in my room the other night. I’d love to be followed to my room by some of those roadworkers or local men and for it to be like in that porn video I watched with the Japanese girl.”

“Uhm I know darling. That’s what I’m thinking too. To make a sex tape of you being taken by a group of men in a guesthouse room, being ravaged and filled with cock after cock,” my husband groaned excitedly.

“Would you like that darling?”

***


Part 5: Under Her Dress

Chapter 1

Tracey

As I awoke Sunday morning I lay there staring at the ceiling wondering if any of this was real. Church commenced at 9:30am. It was 7:30am.

Forty-year-old Corey, our building super, was due to knock on the door before 8:00am, ready for me to give him oral sex.

Oh I wanted to do this, but how could I possibly face everyone at church this morning as I sat amongst the congregation still tasting cum from a man other than my husband?

I was holding my husband’s head under the bed clothes with my fingers in his hair. He was busy licking my pussy, having his first ever taste of me!

He was tonguing me curiously, licking inside rather than concentrating on my clit to give me an orgasm. It was nice, and was sending warm tingles through my body preparing me for the building super.

Owen suddenly slid a finger up me and my eyes rolled. He must have felt me squirm because he started going in and out and making me moan. “Uh huh, like that Owen.”

He was licking my pussy lips around his finger and lashing back and forth across my clit now. I pulled his hair harder and squirmed and ground against his mouth.

My thoughts wandered back again to the fact I was getting another taste of the building super’s cum this morning. My orgasm hit and clenched my pussy around my husband’s finger.

“Uh huh, huh, Owen, Corey’s going to be here any minute!”

“Yeah I know, you’re going to tell him I’m out, right?”

“Yes I’ll say you’ll be back soon and he has to hurry. As long as you stay quiet and try not to come barging in when he’s about to cum or anything!”

“No darling, I won’t come barging in. I’ll be silently listening through the door and watching on my phone.”

“Hmm good,” I cooed, pulling my husband up my body and thrilling at how wet his face was. “So was it nice? Did you like the way I taste?”

“Oh darling I loved it. You taste the way you smell and I don’t even understand how excited I get when I smell your arousal. It drives me wild.”

“Mmm okay that’s good then. You keep my scent all over your face and go hide in the walk-in. I’ll tell Corey you’ll be home any minute and that I have to suck him quickly so I can get ready for church. I don’t even know about doing this on a Sunday. I think we should make it two or three set days through the week unless I’m away with Mr Henderson.

“Yeah I agree darling, are you sure you still want to do this now? I could tell him to come back tomorrow?”

“No, I said I would and he’s probably all worked up. I’ll just do it quickly for him.”

I was in a pyjama shirt with nothing on below the waist. Owen had removed my pyjama pants when he scooted down under the covers. He was watching me straighten my hair in the mirror.

“You can see your pussy wet and open from behind darling, are you going to put your pants back on?”

“Um no, Corey likes me like this.” I undid my buttons and modelled in the mirror with my pyjama shirt open. “Maybe just like this so he can enjoy looking at my breasts as well? I love the way he squeezes them and rubs my nipples with his thumbs.”

“Oh darling!” my husband groaned, squeezing his erection through his pyjama shorts.

I giggled. “Do you want me to suck you before he gets here, or would you rather wait and I’ll do you after he’s gone?”

“Um yes I think after him and before church. And I want to try cumming all over your face like Corey did last time.”

“Mmm perfect,” I moaned into a kiss as there was a loud knock at the door.

Owen scooted into the walk-in wardrobe and I turned on the camera and quickly checked the angle and zoom. I needed to get Corey to sit on the side of the bed and play to the camera whilst sucking him off.

I hurried to the door and opened it with a smile, hiding my virtual nudity behind it. Corey came in with his eyes all over me. He had his toolbox and the new latch for our balcony door and took them straight to the balcony.

I saw the feet of someone coming down the stairwell and recognised our neighbour from above, who was another older single man. I waited till he saw me. His eyes focused on my bush then lifted and met mine whilst I blushed and bit down on my dirty-girl grimace.

He had stopped and was staring with his mouth hanging open. I opened my pyjama top and showed him my breasts as well.

Oh my gosh what was I even thinking! I had turned into a wanton hussy my mother had warned about.

“Hi Baz.”

He gulped. “Hi Tracey.”

He approached. I stood with my hands behind my back and my chest thrust forward. My door closes on its own and was against my shoulder.

“You can touch me if you want but don’t tell anyone please?”

Corey was behind me now. He squeezed my shoulders and smiled at his good friend. “Yeah man she lets you play with her but it’s gotta stay in-house yeah? Just us single guys in the building, eh Trace?”

“Uh huh, you have to be single,” I uttered. I had previously thought about Barry. He and Corey are always hanging around together and are nice to me when I walk past Corey’s outdoor deck on the ground floor.

Barry squeezed one of my boobs. Corey squeezed the other one. “Do you want her to blow you man, she’s gonna do me.”

“Ah fuck yeah, right now?”

“Yeah man, but cut the language. She doesn’t like it.”

“Yeah sure,” Barry groaned and felt down my body and cupped my pussy.

“Is this alright Trace?” Corey checked with me.

I nodded and sucked in my breath. “But just quickly please. You can both have my mouth but quickly and it has to be in my bedroom so I can film you.”

“Uh yeah,” Corey groaned and pulled me along by the hand whilst I grimaced back at his friend following.

Corey stood me facing him and pushed down on my shoulders. “I’m going first man,” he told his friend.

We were right in front of the camera and even closer than I’d planned. I looked at it, imagining my husband nearby watching and listening from behind the wardrobe door.

Corey had his pants down to his ankles and his fat cock in his hand. His friend stood in the doorway massaging his cock through his pants. He wouldn’t have been in the camera frame but they were grunting at each other about my breasts and pussy.

Corey held the back of my head and forced his cock into my mouth. I opened as wide as I could and sucked a few inches of it in but that’s all I could fit in my mouth.

I knew how to make this quick now and stroked with my hand, getting it wet and squeezing firmly as the head of his cock popped back and forth through my grip.

Barry approached with his cock out of his pants. He moved into the camera frame and I looked at the camera hoping this was alright and that my husband would enjoy watching two men share me like this.

I held both cocks but continued stroking and sucking on Corey’s. He was starting to thrust harder through my fist and surge deeper into my mouth.

“Uh yeah that’s it Trace.” He did his first little spasm that told me he was on the verge. “Uh yeah girl just like that,” he groaned and gave another little half thrust and bucked with his pelvis.

“Uh god, uh jeez, uh yeah here it is Trace!” he groaned.

“Mmm… mmm… mmm…” I moaned with each spurt of his semen flooding my mouth.

“Uh yeah that’s it girl, suck it all out.”

“Mmm hmm,” I frowned up at the two of them and swallowed that big mouthful of cum then held Corey’s cock upright and nuzzled and smooched his balls.

“Uh yeah she loves your nuts, eh man. Wait till you feel her sucking yours shaved bald like that.”

I immediately stopped pleasuring Corey and tilted to kiss and suck on his friend’s balls. It was true they were completely shaved and his bush was trimmed too. He had a nice sized penis, about the same as my husband’s. I was slow stroking it upright whilst I continued loving his balls and imagining how full they were getting for me.

Corey was masturbating himself, vibrating his hand over the head of his cock. He took my pyjama top off my shoulder and turned me back towards him and crouched and spurted more cum against my bare boob. I had his friend’s cock in my mouth now and was staring down at what he was doing.

He slapped his cock against my boob and wiped the last drips of his cum against my skin. I kept my body thrust towards him whilst stroking and sucking his friend.

Corey’s cum dripped down my belly and into my bush. I rubbed it into myself moaning as I sucked and allowed his friend to thrust through my fist and deeper into my dirty mouth.

“Nya fuck!” the man I was sucking grunted and he arched forward with his pelvis and held still whilst his cock throbbed and gushed.

I squealed under my breath, shocked by the force of this other man’s ejaculation. The spurts were strong and each one seemed to last for so long. My mouth so full of semen after half a dozen of them.

I pulled back and did a big swallow. It was like a huge gulp from a cup only the drink was hot and gooey and so man-smelly that was filling my senses.

Oh I loved it! I moaned excitedly as I lifted his cock and resumed kissing and sucking on his balls. “Oh my gosh that was a lot from you Baz. You must’ve really needed that.”

“Hell yeah I needed it Trace. It’s been ten years since my wife um… Like since she left and um..!”

“Mmm really?” I cooed and thrilled at the thought of doing this for my other neighbour on a regular basis too.

“Mmm, I’d love it if the two of you visited and I got that much to drink each time,” I said to the camera. “Three times a week on Monday, Wednesday and Friday with extra big loads when you both save up for me all weekend, is what I’m thinking.”

“Uh yeah, there’s our new little cock sucker wife,” Corey grinned. He was still standing with his cock out.

I took hold of it again and the two men thrust as I held their cocks together and rubbed across the heads with my pursed lips.

I peered up at them grinning and as they snarled down at me, I sucked Corey’s cockhead back into my mouth and moaned on it then switched and sucked Barry’s in and moaned on that too.

I popped Barry’s from my mouth and kissed his eyelet then Corey’s.

“You men have to go now. I need to get ready for church.”

They chuckled together and helped me up. They pulled up their pants on the way out of my bedroom and I pushed them to the apartment door.

“Tell Owen I’ll drop by later to finish the balcony door latch. We can talk then if he wants.”

“Okay thank you Corey, I’m sure he’d like to talk to you about this. I’ll be away so it’s a good chance for you men.”

“Tell him I’ll bring some beers sometime soon,” Barry added as I was closing the door and smiled through my tingly blush. I still couldn’t believe I’d flashed him and invited him in too.

As soon as I turned from closing the door my dirty husband was there with his cock out.

He pushed me to my knees the way the other men had and snarled down at me as I stroked him and sucked him off.

He held my head in two hands and used his hips.

I stroked and sucked and stroked and sucked until he suddenly pulled back and stood over me.

I opened my pyjama top and thrust my bare boobs.

“Nya gosh yes!” he grunted and spurted ropes of hot semen all over them. Then he grabbed me by the hair and held me close whilst spurting the last of it and wiping his cock against my face.


Chapter 2

Owen showered and dressed and had a quick breakfast whilst his wife showered and got ready for church.

They had no formal responsibilities as the daughter and son-in-law of the minister but were always there to help set up morning tea and greet the parishioners upon arrival.

As a church elder Mr Henderson did have formal responsibilities and was there in Tracey’s dad’s office with the other elders and their partners. They usually had their own little pre-sermon chat and helped the minister get everything ready.

Tracey was in her blue dress today. It was the one she wore for her photo portrait on her father’s office wall. Today she had no panties on beneath it though. Owen had insisted because Mr Henderson instructed him to bring her to church without any on.

The old guy had eyes all over her as soon as he was free of the others. Owen noticed he took a seat at the end of the second pew with no one else seated in front or behind. Mrs Henderson was sitting across the other side of the church with friends.

Tracey clung tight to Owen’s arm as he led her along the front row smiling and greeting those she’d missed at the door. Owen exchanged a smile and nod with her dad who was standing at the pulpit going over his notes and jotting last-minute things down.

Owen led his wife around the end of the first pew and stood her beside Mr Henderson, who had exchanged a knowing glance with him.

Owen stood behind and a little to the side of his wife so no one would be able to see. Mr Henderson kept looking straight ahead and surreptitiously stroked up her inner thigh from her knee and under the skirt of her blue church dress.

The dirty old man stroked up and down and felt the young wife, the daughter of the minister, who trembled beneath his touch.

He had his arm behind her legs and his hand going up between them from behind.

He touched her pussy for the first time and was thrilled to find it bare and furry and hot with moisture.

He stroked back down then up again and felt into the heat and moisture to find she was slick within her tender pussy.

He kept his hand up her dress and sliced his fingertips back and forth through the slickness and parted her labia. He switched from his fingertips to his thumb and inserted it up inside of her, making her buckle over a little and crush his shoulder in her grip.

He wiggled his thumb inside of her, rubbing her pubic bone whilst swishing back and forth across her firm little button with the edge of his index finger. He could feel the girl responding with slight spasms when he rubbed just right.

The congregation were still chatting amongst their groups whilst the minister was in conversation with a couple of parishioners.

“Oh that’s nice, she’s so hot and slick inside son. We’ve all dreamt about doing this. Every man here would relish any chance he got to have a feel up this dress.” Mr Henderson had spoken low and quietly, sending man-vibrations through Tracey’s receptive body.

“Yeah I guess. You alright darling?” Owen checked, whispering close to his wife’s ear. She was crushing his hand as well as the older man’s shoulder.

“Uh huh, I’m fine. It’s so exciting having a hand up my dress. I don’t know if it’s a dream come true but it’s something I’ve feared the way all the men here look at me sometimes.

“Uh huh, huh, you’re going to make me orgasm again if you keep doing that Mr Henderson. I wish Daddy would start talking and save me.”

“Uh yeah, not yet love. I can feel your vagina clenching my thumb now. Just let it go.”

“Mmm but my legs are going to give way, you dirty men. Uh huh, huh,” Tracey panted and Owen had to take hold around her waist and hold her up.

“Oh that’s it now. She’s so tight when she orgasms, eh son? I can only imagine what it’s like to be inside her.”

“Yeah it’s amazing to be inside her Mr Henderson,” Owen shared with the older man. “You could have sex with her tonight at the guesthouse if you want. We were thinking of some of the local men but you could too if you wanted, couldn’t he darling?”

“Uh huh I’d like that,” Tracey uttered still panting from her quiet church orgasm.

Mr Henderson was rubbing her petals closed now. He wiggled his thumb in again and inserted it up her once more. She clenched on it, gripping and squeezing tight with her pelvic floor muscles in mild protest now that her father was about to begin speaking and was smiling over at her, motioning for them to take a seat.

“Good morning ladies and gentlemen… children,” he started. “Please take your seats, I have some wonderful news to share.”

Mr Henderson extracted his thumb and smoothed Tracey’s throbbing pussy closed again. He scooted along the pew and made room for the young couple to sit with him.

There was a sparce gathering this morning and there was still no one close in front or behind. Mr Henderson knew today’s sermon by heart and Tracey and Owen were too distracted to listen.

“So we’ll need to leave around three to be there by evening, can you be ready love? We’ll keep the filming simple and try and get enough to produce another twenty-minute film. Just the historic main street if we could catch a few shopkeepers opening in the morning then some footage of the timber bridge. I’ll do some research online after church.”

Owen nodded his acquiescence. He had thrilled to watch his wife with the two men from their building this morning and wanted more. He was shocked at first when he heard Barry from upstairs. His heart leapt to his throat when the man appeared on his phone screen with his erect penis in his hand.

On the way to church Tracey had told Owen of how much semen Barry had produced and ejaculated into her mouth. It was apparently so much more than the other three men she’d given oral satisfaction to so far, himself included.

Owen was dazed as he sat listening to the minister ramble on, and the minister’s daughter there beside him with the scent of her sex filling his nostrils and mushy-brain.

Owen hadn’t been able to nail down a clear thought in days, ever since he drank half a bottle of Wellspring water. He was functioning on some kind of impulse; a weird yet powerful urge to fill his wife with semen.

It didn’t seem to matter if it was his own juice or anyone else’s he could arrange for her to service with her mouth.

But now he wanted to see her serviced by some of these men in full. He wanted to have her filled with more than a rubber toy penis whilst fantasising about it being some random stranger.

He wanted his beautiful and very willing wife to be filled with some other men’s cocks and for her pussy to be serviced with their cum.

Sitting here in church he pictured all the men along the row having turns lifting her blue dress and fucking her.

Owen blushed embarrassingly to himself for even thinking that word, let alone being here in church with such filthy thoughts.

It was the right word though. He wanted to see Tracey manhandled and covered and thrust into or mounted and humped from behind like she insists he do to her sometimes.

He could picture her on her hands and knees in the aisle with her blue dress up her back and every man old, young and married, having turns mounting her and taking their pleasure.

Thoughts of that, and worse, churned through Owens mind for the duration of the service and had him partially erect against his wife’s butt when holding her from behind and being pressed back against.

They were waiting in line for morning tea. Mr Henderson had left them to mingle and talk and laugh like he wasn’t a dirty old man at all.

Or were all the men here like that, Owen wondered? Was he just awakening to normalcy?

Was it only natural for men to have lustful thoughts about women in church dresses and to imagine their wives in porn films being shared by multiple men?


Chapter 3

Tracey

My daddy the church minister approached from behind when I was sipping my cup of tea. He kissed the back of my head whilst squeezing my hip.

“Hi Daddy,” I squeaked, worried he would feel I had no panties on under my dress.

“You’re looking pretty today pumpkin. I haven’t seen this dress for ages.”

“I know, I dug it out again for fun since it’s the one I wore for my portrait.”

“Yes I know, I see it every day, it’s why I noticed. But you seem to be glowing in it today, I don’t know what it is,” my dad said and kissed my hair again.

He left me blushing guiltily and all a-tremble trying to balance my teacup on its saucer. Mr Henderson was looking over and had a knowing glint in his eye.

I avoided him for a while mingling with the other ladies but he caught me again when I was replacing candles for the evening sermon. We were alone in the church; most having gone home. The few remaining parishioners were gathered in groups outside.

I noticed Daddy was tied up in conversation with a few people. I could see them through the open doors.

“Um Mr Henderson!” I scolded as he rubbed up my leg like he’d done before. He had sat on the end of a pew and drawn me to stand close in front of him. I was facing the open doors so could see anyone coming or if Daddy happened to turn around and look in.

Mr Henderson held me by the waist with one hand and felt right up under the front of my dress with his other. He tickled softly through my bush and wiggled a fingertip between my petals. “It’s okay love, let’s just have another little feel yeah?”

“Um but Mr Henderson, must you do that here, can’t you wait for tonight?”

He rubbed back and forth through my pussy lips. I held my breath and braced as he wiggled his fingertip in enough to draw moisture. I felt him making me wet and slippery again. He had a knee between mine and moved it aside, opening my thighs a little.

“Oh that’s so nice love,” he groaned and inserted his middle finger up me.

I sucked in a big breath and held it.

“That’s good love, keep watch while I do this.”

“Uh huh, huh, but just quickly please, anyone could walk in and Daddy’s right there!”

Oh my gosh the dirty old church elder got me wet quickly. He had two fingers inside me now and was going in and out and rubbing my clit with his thumb. I was leaning forward and holding the back of the pew for support.

I was watching the open front doors of the church intently, the ones on the side were all closed and the little one behind the alter was always locked.

Mr Henderson reached up my back under my dress and expertly twisted and released my bra clasp. Then he felt up my front and under my bra to squeeze one breast whilst continuing to finger me.

He rubbed and squeezed from one boob to the other, pinching my nipples and sending bolts of electric pleasure to my belly and brain.

He was doing me faster with his fingers now and made me orgasm. He squeezed my leg between his knees and help me remain standing.

I had my thighs wide apart for him and he continued fingering in and out of me and soothing my pulsing pussy with warm wet rubs.

Mr Henderson eventually relented stimulating me and felt up under my bra with both hands, one wet and one dry. “You’re so responsive love, it’s amazing, so beautiful.”

“Uh huh, I can’t help it at the moment. I can’t stop thinking and my clitoris and nipples are so sensitive.”

The older man gulped. “I want a full glass or two of that spring water and to put my big old cock in your belly. I can wait till tonight. This is just foreplay so you’ll be ready.”

“Uh huh, I’ll be ready Mr Henderson. I want your big cock in my belly. I can just imagine how deep it’s going to be when you’re all the way in. I want to experience that. I’m going to be so ready!”

“Can you take this off love? Can you do it through your arm holes?”

I grimaced feeling worried. My dress was sleeveless so I could take my bra off through the armholes easily enough.

Mr Henderson stood so I could hide behind him and I pulled one shoulder strap through then the other and removed my bra from the top of my dress and gave it to him to stuff in his pocket. It was a pretty little lace bra and nothing much to it.

Fortunately my dress was loose fitting and with enough form that my nipples didn’t show through it and the armholes weren’t big enough to show much from the side either.

“That’s better, now go and get some hugs goodbye and the men will notice you’re braless,” Mr Henderson grinned whilst touching my back to usher me forth.

I rolled my eyes embarrassingly and did as I was told. I usually hung around and saw people off anyway, just with cheek presses and half hugs from the women and bigger hugs from the men. There were still half a dozen men and everyone was leaving.

I stood next to my minister daddy and smiled and blushed as I got squeezed, with at least three of the men rubbing my back with their thumbs where my bra strap was missing.

The last of them, Mr Wadell, hugged me for longer than usual and his eyes lowered to my boobs when he was done. My nipples at that point were firm and sensitive against the heavy fabric of my pretty blue church dress.

Then when Daddy was hugging me goodbye his hand was firmly against my upper back and his thumb moved to stroke and feel me, I was sure. I broke off and grimaced guiltily and managed to get past Mum and my Aunty June with cheek presses and the smallest hugs I could get away with.

Once in the car on our way home I looked down my dress at my bare boobs. Owen was craning for a look too.

“Mr Henderson fingered me again and took my bra off me,” I told my husband. He’d gone missing the past hour and failed to protect me.

“Looks good with your boobs bare down your dress like that darling. Undo a button?”

I giggled and rolled my eyes. “Oh my gosh you’re getting so bad now husband,” I scolded but did as I was told and undid a button then adjusted the top of my dress open a little to show cleavage.

Owen gawked over. “Maybe another one?” he suggested.

I blushed and took a breath, undid another button and adjusted my dress open more.

“Is that what you’re going to wear on the drive today with Mr Henderson?”

“Hmm I might as well. He can’t seem to keep his hands off me anyway.”

Owen gulped and nodded. “So he fingered you again?”

“Uh huh, I was doing the candles and he came in and knew exactly what he wanted. He put his hand straight up my dress and I can’t believe how easily I’m getting wet now. He fingered me standing up again but from in front this time and with two fingers instead of his thumb.

“I liked it with his thumb Owen. I liked it when Corey used his thumb too but especially from behind when they swirl their thumb inside me and rub against my pubic bone while splitting me with the edge of their index finger and squishing against my clit. It’s so interesting to feel and it makes me orgasm just with how dirty it is.”

My husband reached over and felt my breasts. He squeezed from one to the other inside my dress whilst I undid another button for him. He pushed my dress off my shoulders and pulled it down to expose me.

We were in his work truck, so we sat up high enough that it wasn’t easy to see me.

I pulled my dress down to my waist for him. He lifted the skirt and I gathered it until my bush was showing too. He checked behind on my side and in the rearview as well.

He slowed and wound down my window and I grimaced excitedly shrugging my boobs together as two cars overtook then a truck in the next lane moved forward alongside us.

The bearded man driving glanced down at me and did a double take. We were on a three-lane highway with a light flow of traffic. I peered up at the man with my mouth open and I could feel my eyes glazed with the submission I was experiencing.

My husband reached over and felt one of my tits again. I had my hands between my thighs gripping inside them. I spread one to the door and bent my other leg up and swayed it open the other way.

Then I raked upward with my hands and spread my pussy lips for the truck driver keeping pace with us whilst other cars zoomed past in the fast lane, some honking their impatience.

Owen gripped my bent-up leg and squeezed below my knee, encouraging me to spread my legs now. The truck driver blasted his horn as he veered off an exit. He was smiling his head off and waving.

My husband took me home and kept kissing my neck and feeling me up from behind in my blue church dress with the buttons undone whilst I prepared our Sunday lunch.

We ate silently looking across the table at each other.

I was sure Owen was as stunned and excited as I was with what was happening.

“Let’s have a look at the sex tape from this morning on the big screen darling, I couldn’t see enough detail on my phone.”

We plugged the USB into the television and clicked play.

“That looks so amazing when the guy’s cock is in your mouth like that darling, your lips round it and the shaft sliding through them back and forth.”

“Mmm it’s hard with Corey’s because of how thick it is. Can you see how wide I have to open my mouth for him?”

“Yeah I can see that. And the detail blown up like this, the way there’s moisture sealing your lips with the skin of his penis, the way it slides through now that it’s wetter.”

“Uh huh, I try to get it wet so it slides easier, um, like when he stops thrusting right there and I can use my tongue more and swirl it round the head. Mmm I was already tasting his cum by now. He seems to leak a lot while I’m sucking him, more than you did when I was sucking you husband.”

“Yeah, and what about right there. He’s getting ready to cum at that point, right?”

“Uh huh, this is the best bit. The way he’s holding my head and thrusting and jiggling and squirming because it must feel so good. And then mmm, like that. Mmm he’s cumming in my mouth now, can you see?”

Owen expelled a big breath. “Yeah I can see. It looks like he’s throbbing the way I remember when you did that for me darling. It was so intense when I could see my cock in your mouth and you were looking up at me so sweet and red in the face like you are with Corey right there.”

“Mmm hmm, I’m just being the female and accepting the man’s cum.” I grimaced excitedly. “Yours or Corey’s or Barry’s, or any other man who wants me to suck out their cum and swallow it for them.”

“Oh darling, this is crazy but it feels so right somehow.”

I had swallowed our building super’s cum on screen and was kissing his balls. I loved having soothed them for him and remembered feeling at the time I needed to nurture them and try to make them mine to sooth again next time.

I wanted to be the housewife in the building that the single men knew they could come and get their cocks sucked by. My mouth would be available to them when my husband was at work on weekdays.

I cuddled to my husband’s chest watching in full HD larger than life-size on screen, me giving oral pleasure to the other single man in the building.

We watched me quietly. Owen cuddled my head and kissed my hair. My mouth was watering the way it was on screen when I could already taste my first mouth-lover’s cum so strongly.

I was cupping and softly squeezing my second mouth-lover’s balls whilst they filled with more semen for me.

“Mmm yummy,” I couldn’t help moaning when Barry had stopped thrusting on screen and we could see the veins on his shaft pulsing.

“Oh my gosh his jets of cum were so heavy Owen. Each one seemed to last for ages and it was like he was really squirting against the back of my mouth. Yours and Corey’s and Mr Henderson’s before that had been kind of squirty and interesting but Barry’s were so much stronger. Look, my mouth is so full of his semen right there.”

My husband swallowed in solidarity as I swallowed on screen and did so remembering how big a gulp that had been.

Owen stroked my face with his thumb and kissed the top of my head. “Darling I can’t wait to watch you being made love to by some other men tonight. As thrilling as that is watching you sucking cocks and swallowing cum from those two, I can’t wait to see another man between your legs and thrust deep inside of you!”

“Mmm hmm,” I moaned, nuzzling up for a kiss. “Well I guess, I’d better go and pack, my dirty-minded husband.”

***


Part 6: Dirty, Dirty Girl

Chapter 1

Church elder Henderson had no excuse for himself. He’d cheated on his wife twice before and was doing it again. Oh he had jolly good reason. But it was no excuse.

The reason was sitting there in the passenger seat of his Ford Fairlane, just next to him in her pretty blue church dress. Two buttons were undone and a peek-a-boo view offered him a tasty tit every time she moved the wrong way. Or the right way!

Henderson had read up on the little town of Wellspring; that’s where they were headed to now. And along with identifying a handful of historic buildings to film in town, he’d followed forum comments to stories about the effect the spring water had on other travellers.

It seemed once you partook of the sweet elixir dripping from the rocks, you were at the mercy of your most carnal desires. Loyalty to your spouse was absolutely no defence.

It was four full days since Henderson had been incited by the guesthouse manager to drink the water and was subsequently ravaged by her. The effect had numbed his mind at first but that had worn off and his thought processes were entirely rational now.

The effect the potion had four days ago on his 58-year-old penis was still raging. Literally.

They had been driving an hour and were halfway to their destination. He’d been semi erect the whole way. The head of his penis was bulging at his hip and attracting glances and shy smirks from the minister’s daughter sitting there with her tits half out of her dress for him.

She leant forward to her handbag on the floor and searched for a stick of gum. Her dress gaped and he saw her whole tit again, her nipple like a ripe raspberry in need of sucking.

“Oh love, what chance has a man got with you showing yourself like that?”

The girl raised her brows defiantly. “You weren’t complaining about chances when you fingered me in church this morning Mr Henderson.”

Henderson looked at the girl’s thighs. Her pretty blue dress covered them when straightened down properly but she had it gathered up and was sunning her legs. The hem barely covered her little pink panties he’d been checking out all the while too.


Chapter 2

“Just overtake, we’re never gonna get there tonight,” Ellis said to his cousin Jimbo. They’d been stuck behind a slow-moving Ford Fairlane for quite some time now.

There was finally a break in the double yellow lines coming up. They were in their farm truck loaded up with bales of hay. Jimbo veered across the double lines well before the bottom of the hill. He needed to get a run up so he could overtake before the hill forced him to drop back a few gears.

They got around the Fairlane and ended up with it on their tail by the top of the hill, but they drew away and were done with it before long.

Cousins Ellis and Jimbo were local farm boys, both a little podgy with scruffy hair that ran in the family along with ginger beards. Their fathers were brothers and farmed dairy cattle and goats.

The boys had taken a load of calves to market and were returning home loaded up with hay. They’d be stopping in town for the night, grabbing a meal at the pub as a treat after their two days on the road.

They looked forward to a big steak dinner and some beers to wash it down, then sleep it off in a room for the night without having to worry about driving home drunk and getting nabbed again by the local cop.

Prick, thought Ellis. Bloody do-gooder knows to watch out for us.

“Could stand a bit of luck at the guesthouse tonight cuz, how ‘bout you?” Ellis grinned.

“We’re about due for a root-n-scoot,” his cousin drawled and sniffed. “Whose up first, was you last time wan’ it?”

“Uh… can’t ‘member. Was it that old bird with them tatts, you went first didn’t ya?”

“Yeah, naa, that was the time before. ‘Member the one with the wedding thing on her ‘ead… the one what said she was marryin’ another chick and wan’ed to get fuckin’ nailed one last time?”

“Oh yeah fuck, forgot about her. Su..su..su..suzy!” Ellis chuckled, remembering well now. “Yeah that was my turn. You’re up first if there’s any more sweet meat from the city passing by tonight. Did ya see that little piece in the Ford back there?”

“Yeah I know, saw her. Looked like her dad with her. Might get lucky they’re stopping at the guesthouse. She’s prolly worth at least double points though, just by the looks.”

“Fuck yeah cuz, she was under twenty-five for sure. That was def’s her old man though so no double ups again for her being married as well, right?”

Jimbo chuckled. He’d come up with the points system where he and his cousin went turn for turn. They went first with any women they scored with at the pub, but it cost you a turn if they were under 25 and another turn if they were married too.

Under 25 and married was the ultimate score by their standards. And before any of that you had to be lucky enough for the girl to have her panties full of Wellspring water tingles to choose you over the other ugly fucks at the bar that night; or so the boys joked together whenever they got a chance to head to town. Which wasn’t often.

Their fathers flogged them to work seven days a week and booted them up the arse for whinging about it, since ‘back in their day..’!


Chapter 3

Owen watched the building super replacing the latch on their balcony door with a new one. Corey glanced at him for the fifth time. “You sure you’re ‘right with us getting onto your wife man? It’s fricken awesome you’re lettin’ us.”

“Uh yeah, I’m sure. I’m happy it’s you and Barry, that you get to enjoy Tracey. She’s very giving in every other way and she’s happy that it’s both you and Barry too.”

Owen twisted the latch packaging in his hands and drew a breath.

“I need to ask you guys not to try and go further with my wife though. You can use your fingers and enjoy licking her down below but please only put your penises in her mouth.”

“Uh yeah sure, haha, no probs man. You can cum just as hard in a woman’s mouth as you can in her pussy and Trace seems to like it.”

“Oh yes she does. It’s new to her and she’s enjoying the feel of you both in her mouth and the taste of your semen too. She mentioned that you’d be welcome to call in three times a week!”

“Yeah she said Monday, Wednesday, Friday. That’s brilliant man. I’ll be saving up between times to give her nice big loads. Baz said the same.”

“Yes well, she won’t be home tomorrow morning but when that happens you could probably come round the next day instead or skip once and save up more for the next time, which would probably work better for Tracey, knowing when to expect you so she can dress to please you as well.”

“Yeah I get it. So sometimes she’ll be away doing her bridge filming thing. I’ll tell Baz we have to hold back on those days and only get it twice that week. That sounds fair, we could do that.”

“Ah very good then, I’ll tell Tracey,” Owen smiled. “And perhaps if you both chipped in for something special for her birthday coming up?” he went on, motioning to a jewellery catalogue on the outdoor table.

Corey picked it up and flicked through. He smiled. “Gold or silver?”

“She prefers gold.”

“Favourite stone?”

Owen shrugged. “Probably rubies.”

Corey nodded and stuck the catalogue in his pocket. “Text me her birthday yeah? We’ll make it something worthy of her giving us regular blowjobs, if that’s possible. Might have to make it monthly anniversary gifts if she’s gonna be taking care of us long term. Do you think she will, like long term?”

Owen drew a breath and nodded some more. “I don’t see why not, as long as you respect the boundaries and keep it a secret. I’d be concerned about one of you getting her pregnant if it went further than oral sex, and if it got round the neighbourhood we’d simply have to move and that’d be that.”

Corey saluted with his screwdriver. “No one’s gonna hear a word of this from us man. I’ve already told Baz and he’s on board not wanting to risk upsetting you guys and blowing a good thing going, haha, so to speak.”

Corey packed his toolbox and Owen saw him to the door. Then he slumped on the lounge and gripped his head. He was pleased with how that went but he was worried about his wife having proper sex with complete strangers tonight, if that was going to happen.

He knew she’d definitely be having sex with Mr Henderson.

Owen knew full well when Tracey was near ovulating and in danger of falling pregnant. They used the rhythm method for contraception and avoided sex completely during her fertile time.

That wasn’t until next week but it was already Sunday, and Tuesday was marked on the calendar in the kitchen as the beginning of no-sex week. It was cutting it a bit fine!

Of course there was the fact this new-found method of pleasuring each other included no risk of pregnancy at all. So no-sex week was going to be a lot more fun from now on, albeit shared with the two single men in the building.

Owen thought about the arrangement with Corey and Barry again and assured himself it would be safe to continue allowing them to have oral sex with his wife, as long as it was in their home. He should have stipulated that and decided he’d do that before Wednesday morning’s visit from them.

He also thought of how worked up he always gets during no-sex week and could only imagine how hard they were going to cum in his wife’s mouth waiting till Wednesday.

His cock firmed and required a little squeeze as he clicked his TV screen back on. The image of Tracey appeared with Barry’s cock in her mouth at the point he was obviously ejaculating.

Owen clicked play and watched the rest of the video with Corey thrusting close and cumming on Tracey’s tits. Then she squeezed their cockheads together and smooched them for the camera.

Perhaps he needed to have a talk with Mr Henderson too. If the older man wanted to continue having sex with Tracey during their nights away filming they’d have to restrict him to oral and digital sex as well; to be sure he didn’t get Tracey pregnant during one of the weeks she can’t be ejaculated in.

“Oh wow. This is crazy even allowing it this once,” Owen groaned and thrust his head back with his hands in his hair. His phone beeped with a text and he opened the live feed to the camera Tracey had set up. It was in a quaint room with a big leather couch and what looked like a plush velvet eighties-style waterbed.

She had flopped on the bed and was rising and falling on the waves, smiling at the camera. “Can you hear me Owen, how’s the sound?”

“It’s perfect darling, can you hear me?”

Tracey showed that she had an earpiece in and pointed to it. “Perfectly. But I won’t be wearing this later and I’ve got to go meet Mr Henderson. We just got here and we’re starving!”


Chapter 4

Tracey

I got Owen to check my camera angle and made sure the whole bed would be in frame for him. We adjusted a little so he was looking more from the end and to one side, as he wanted to see my pussy being penetrated.

I left him with excited kisses into the camera and answered the door to Mr Henderson. He had changed and freshened up whilst I’d spent all the while setting up my camera. I was still in my blue church dress with nothing on beneath it.

I dared to leave one button undone to show cleavage but I wouldn’t be flashing my boobs till I’d had some of the aphrodisiac water.

“It looks a bit quiet,” Mr Henderson commented.

“I know, there were all those road worker men last time.”

“Yes, well it is Sunday. I suppose they don’t work weekends.”

“Uh huh, but there’s that old hay truck that passed us. It had two rough looking men in it,” I said hopefully.

We entered the bar and all heads turned our way. There were about a dozen gruff looking farmer men and not a single woman. They all smiled and I blushed my head off.

I was sure it was the two men from the hay truck who turned to lean back on the bar looking at us whilst the others all returned to their beers and conversation.

I wasn’t sure what my criteria was for some men to be fucked by. This was as far as my plan went. I guess I’d just assumed the road workers would be here.

We sat up at a table by the window that already had the menu. I really was starving so I quickly picked something and Mr Henderson went to the bar to order and get us drinks.

All the men were glancing over at me. The two at the bar were pretty much staring and making me smile nervously, trying to avoid looking back at them. Mr Henderson returned with two glasses and a bottle of the mineral water.

“They only allow you one bottle and they keep the cork so you can’t take it with you,” he explained.

We were getting even more looks now. “I think they all know what’s going to happen with me drinking the water,” I suggested nervously.

“I’m sure they do love. Are you going to have some?”

Mr Henderson had poured me a tall glass. I had a tiny sip and the tingles rushed through me immediately.

“Mmm that’s all till I have something to eat. I know I’m going to need energy for tonight and I don’t want to be dragged off till after I’ve eaten thank you very much.”

We chuckled together. Mr Henderson had a big couple of gulps of his water. “Ooh that’s nice. That’s filtering straight through to my testicles already love.”

“Hmm I know, it goes straight to me down there too,” I agreed and had another little sip.

The barmaid brought bread rolls so we started on those whilst we waited for our meals. The two red-bearded hay truck men moved closer and set up at a table facing us. They kept watching me as they drank and chatted together.

Our meals were served and we ate hungrily and drank more water. I was returning the looks of the two men and had forgotten about the others in the bar.

“I think they’re probably the youngest of the bunch,” Mr Henderson suggested reading my mind.

“I know, I already want it to be them. I like how rough they look, like real farmers without being too old and wrinkly!”

“Oh I see, haha,” Mr Henderson leant back and chuckled.

“Oh no, I don’t mean you’re too old. I still want you to have me as well but I’m liking the idea of some guys closer to my age too. I don’t think they’re much over thirty, do you?”

“No, if that love. I’d be surprised if they’re much over twenty-five under the long beards and scruffy clothing.

“They’re big strong looking lads too so you’ll like that won’t you love? And Maud told me to just call out if we need any help. Her son’s upstairs and is ready to step in if any female guests are ever in trouble with the local men. They all know and respect him apparently.”

“Oh well, that’s good to know,” I said and rubbed my neck as a hot flush swept through me. I’d finished my meal and was on my second tall glass of spring water.

I plucked at the top of my dress. I had to open another button.

My mind was suddenly swirling, and I stared at the two bearded hay truck men.

They approached together smiling and introduced themselves as Ellis and Jimbo. They were cousins and lived on a farm nearby. I didn’t care. I was absolutely swooning. Mr Henderson had glazed eyes too and was squeezing my thigh under the table.

Oh my gosh this was really happening, and so fast. One of the cousins got the jukebox playing and the other took hold and danced with me but the first one soon grabbed my hand and pulled me to him instead.

The rest of the men in the bar were watching with lust-filled eyes. The barmaid was trying to get me to come over and talk.

Mr Henderson grabbed my hand and led me from the bar stumbling along behind with the two bearded farm boys following and smiling their heads off.

Mr Henderson took me into my room and poured me another tall glass of spring water from the bottle he’d brought from the pub.

The two farm boys were in the room too. All three men were encouraging me to drink up.

The three of them discussed who was going first with me.


Chapter 5

Tracey

I watched the first bearded farm boy’s face and saw the excitement in his eyes as I lay back on the waterbed. He knelt between my bent-up legs and opened them wider.

“Mmm I can’t believe I’m allowing this when I don’t even know you!”

He smiled and felt my tits, massaging them in through my open dress whilst his look-alike cousin and Mr Henderson watched on.

Farm boy’s cock was completely engorged and sticking straight up between us. Oh my gosh it was huge!

He pulled right back so he could position the head against my pussy.

“Ah huh, huh,” I moaned as he entered me. He pulled back and surged deep.

“Ahh!” I squealed and glanced at his face. “Ahh huh!” I cried out as he thrust hard and impaled me with the full length of his cock.

“Ouch! Careful,” I scolded but he remained balls deep grinding against me.

“Sorry, that’s so fucking amazing though girl. You’re so tight and feel so fucking good.”

My wrists were claimed and pinned above my head. I looked over at the camera and grimaced excitedly, feeling how deeply I was blushing at putting on a show like this for my husband. Two other men were watching and waiting their turn to fuck me.

“Uh yeah that’s it girl, just relax and let the magic water work on ya. It’s like it’s on the boil and swirling inside your little belly there.”

“Mmm, is it really?” I arched up off the bed, bracing as this grubby looking farmer continued to thrust hard into me and spear me deeper than I was used to with my husband.

It still hurt a little but the man was snarling so focused and was measuring his thrusts, in his own little world.

He must have been really enjoying how much he was stretching me, the way he was grinding hard against me when he was all the way in.

He gripped my thighs tight, pulling me to him whilst I clutched the pillow with both hands and watched my tits surge and wobble. He was building up the pace of his thrusts till he was humping me hard and fast.

I clung to the pillow and looked at Mr Henderson and the other fat local man watching. They were both massaging their erections getting ready for me.

“Uh huh, huh,” I moaned out loud as I went into orgasm. My pussy clamped around this complete stranger’s shaft and sucked on it whilst he continued pumping me and making my tits bounce wildly.

He fucked me through my orgasm and was surging towards his climax now. I relaxed and let him enjoy me. He still had hold of my thighs and was pulling me onto his thrusts.

I pulled the top of my dress open so they could all see my tits better. I looked to Mr Henderson and bit my lip then focused on the camera and imagined Owen watching me being taken from him like this.

I was waiting to be filled with this complete stranger’s cum but he stopped thrusting and slowed to measure his strokes in and out of me, pacing himself.

“Mmm hmm, are you getting close yet?” I uttered.

“Uh yeah girl, real close.” The guy pulled back and we both looked down between our bodies. He kept his cock head in me. His shaft was flexing. It felt like he was ejaculating so I wiggled on it and got him to thrust deep into me again.

He ground against me but pulled back again right away. “Uh yeah, so fucking close now.”

“Oh, I thought you just came in me?”

“Na, nearly did but I held it back, I want to build up more yet, make the most of my turn with ya.”

I blushed. “Mmm okay, this is so dirty.”

The man chuckled and pulled back with his cock in his fist. He examined my pussy, spreading me with his rough farmer fingers and looking inside.

I felt so open and must have been gaping from the thickness of his penis. He positioned the head and thrust into me again.

He pulled back and slammed into me again making my tits surge wildly.

He pulled back and gripped my thighs and slammed into me again. “Ah fuck!” he grunted. “Fuck you feel good baby.”

“Uh huh, cum in me… please!”

“Aw fuck yeah,” the man groaned as he measured a few more deep slow strokes then held firmly up me again. His cock flexed so powerfully I could feel it.

“Mmm is that um...?”

“Urggh,” he snarled. “Yeah there it is girl, take it!”

I twisted the bed cover in my fingers. “Mmm hmm that’s so nice, so dirty and sexy. Stay in me please.”

“Nya fuck yeah, that’s a fucking load!” he snarled some more. His filthy language was thrilling me and making me want to spread my legs wider for him.

The man’s eyes were focused on where he was inside me. He pulled back a little until his shaft was exposed all wet and creamy as it continued to slowly flex.

I looked down with him and watched him spread my pussy lips either side of his shaft and resume moving in and out of me.

“Come on Jimbo, that’s it man. My turn,” his cousin whined.

The one called Jimbo gave another deep thrust and enjoyed me for another moment then got up and left me for his friend.

His friend knelt on the bed beside me. He felt into my wet open pussy. “Do you know what froggy style is?”

I shook my head and bit my lip.

He smiled. “It’s where you lie on your front with your legs straight and together and I straddle you and stick it in from behind.”

“Oh..!” I grimaced. “You mean in my..?”

“Naa, in here,” he said whilst fingering me. “You just roll over and lift up your butt a bit and I’ll mount you like that and see if I can’t give ya another couple of orgasms hey?”

“Um okay, I like being mounted,” I said and allowed the guy to turn me over. He pushed my dress up my back and I lay there with my legs straight and together. The second bearded farm boy straddled the back of my thighs and worked his cockhead into my pussy.

I naturally flared my pelvis and made it easy for him.

He thrust and entered me. His cock was nice and long and it speared deep into my pussy. I wiggled my butt up more and he spread his legs and squatted over me, like a frog, I thought and giggled to myself.

He started rolling his hips and fucking me.

His cockhead was rubbing me so nice inside, pressuring my pubic bone from the inside the way I like it with my big dong.

I lay there being rocked on the waves of the waterbed and bouncing on the thrusts of this next complete stranger’s cock.

He grabbed a pillow and shoved it easily under my hips. He rode me with short jolts and sometimes paused humping to squirm hard against my butt and probe my belly with the head of his cock.

He was grunting and snarling and completely dominating me, taking me. That sent me back into orgasm before he thumped hard against my butt, ploughing deeper than ever and holding firmly against me.

My pussy had contracted and was throbbing on his shaft, which was flexing powerfully. The head of his cock was wedged deep in my belly and his cum was gushing in and filling me.

He was pressing hard against the back of my neck but released me then massaged my shoulders whilst continuing to fuck me. I kept my butt up and enjoyed the feel of his balls slapping my pussy.

He got off me and I kept my butt up whilst another man mounted me in the same way and slammed his cock in.

I recognised him as the gardener and handyman I’d seen working here last visit; the ex-military son of the old lady who ran the place and tricked you into drinking the aphrodisiac spring water.

This man’s cock was nice and thick too and was stretching me so nice as he rode me, holding my hips and rolling his to ream my gooey pussy and bounce me on it.

The heavily-built gardener man rode me through the peak of another orgasm, working up his pace and driving hard to slam against my butt and hold firmly up me as he throbbed his release.

“Nya fuck yeah,” the man groaned, snarling down at me and spasming. “Oh yeah that’s it, take it girlie,” he groaned some more, still squirming and slow thrusting against my butt with his cock all the way up my pussy. He took his pleasure emptying his balls and filling me with more stranger cum.

When he got up off me I turned over and sat up for a drink. There was semen leaking out of my pussy, which was pink and split open. My pubic hair was soaked and matted either side.

I held my poor pussy closed. It was so hot and continued throbbing gently whilst the men discussed between themselves if I’d had enough or should they each have another turn with me.

“I think that might be enough for my little girl,” Mr Henderson told them with some authority. He was used to bossing people around, so that was a good thing. He’d let the two farm boys think he was my father.

I wouldn’t have been able to resist if the three strangers decided to have me again, but I was already worried about my husband on the other side of the camera.

I tried smiling at it. I was facing it and opened my legs and examined my leaking pussy. I peeled my swollen tender folds open and showed my husband inside, thinking of how excited he was to see close-ups of the apartment building men’s penises in my mouth.

Mr Henderson had the three strangers out the door and closed then latched it. I bit my smile as he approached and moved over me, kissing me back onto the bed.

He kissed my mouth then my neck and I held open the top of my dress for him to kiss my breasts. He sucked half of one into his mouth and swirled his tongue around my nipple.

Then he let my tit pop from his mouth and I pulled the other side of my dress away and thrust that tit into his mouth as well.

Mr Henderson kissed between my breasts then nuzzled under my bunched-up dress to kiss my belly and do soft little sucks on it as he worked his way down to my bush and kissed me there too.

“Um Mr Henderson?” I moaned questioningly as he nuzzled lower and kissed my clit. “Um, but I’m all wet and gooey from those other men?”

“That’s fine love, I don’t mind.” He licked through me and sucked on my labia. “I told you I was guilty of cheating on Mrs Henderson and I certainly wouldn’t want this to get round at church. But my punishment has been to allow her to entertain our lawnmower boy ever since.”

My church elder went on explaining whilst licking into me and audibly swallowing the goo dripping out of my vagina. “So I’ve become accustomed to licking Mrs Henderson clean after the young man has left his creamy deposit.”

He did another big gulp. “She likes to hold me down and make me do it, love, but there’s never anywhere near this much I must say.”

“Mmm, but this is so dirty isn’t it? I’m a dirty filthy girl and you’re even dirtier for doing that,” I whimpered. I couldn’t help twisting a fistful of my church elder’s hair and starting to squirm and grind on his mouth.

I watched intently as the older man peeled my pussy open with his thumbs and lapped and sucked up the creamy goo oozing out of me. He licked my vulva and down to my anus, tickling with his tongue and making my eyes pop out of my head in surprise.

He licked and sucked on my inner thighs, cleaning them of their stickiness and then kissed his way back up my body and took my mouth again.

His kiss tasted strongly of cum this time of course, and that was thrilling.

He soon broke off though and lay right down on top of me kissing my neck again.

I was looking at the camera at this point and bit my lip grimacing excitedly about the fact I was going to be fucked by a fourth man whilst my husband watched.


Chapter 6

The minister’s daughter was cuddling Mr Henderson close with her head to one side. He felt inside her with his middle finger then added his ring finger. She moaned and thrust with her hips.

He jiggled his hand, slapping against her until he felt her little pussy tighten and begin to throb. Then he held it and sought her mouth.

She responded to his kiss so he extended his tongue and sought hers. Oh this was so wrong but the girl was moaning and Henderson couldn’t stop himself taking advantage of the effect the aphrodisiac water was having on her.

He stopped fingering her and felt her tits. She covered his hand with hers and kept it there. He squeezed and massaged her nipples and she moaned into his mouth some more.

His cock was raging hard against her chaste young belly. He rubbed down her back with his free hand and gripped her little butt, lifting her and grinding his erection against her bushy mons.

“Uh, take me Mr Henderson,” the girl panted into their kiss. And with both hands on her butt Henderson reached in deep with his fingers and spread her pussy. He was positioning himself to enter her but his cockhead only probed a little and slipped up through her gash.

When he thrust he felt how hot and slick she was. Her bush was quite coarse as he speared all the way through her opening and pressed his balls against it.

The girl ground against him whilst he remained thrust forward, stroking the underside of his cock with her freshly serviced cunt. Her pretty blue church dress was bunched around her waist and her legs were spread wide.

“I need your cock in me,” she breathed desperately. “Please Mr Henderson, I need it so bad.”

Henderson pulled back and reached between them to guide the head of his cock this time. And once he felt it enter her slick heat, he surged into the girl and made her moan out loud. He was fully covering her and crushed her slight young body in one arm, using the other to keep her relatively still on the wavy bed. 

“Uh huh, huh,” she moaned and panted and bit on his shoulder. She dug her nails into his back and wrapped her legs around him as he pounded into her.

The minister’s daughter kept her head turned. Henderson kept her body crushed to his with her tits squashed against his chest.

He used his pelvis and forgot his age, probably tearing muscles in his lower back and thighs as he humped and squirmed and jiggled with his hips, rubbing and grinding into the intense sensations that were filling his old balls like never before.

Oh, he could feel how much he was building for this as he speared up the girl and into the heat of her little cunt.

“Aw hell yes!” Henderson suddenly cried out and thumped hard into the girl one last time and held firmly against her as she was still squirming. “Oh gosh,” the older man gasped and humped into her again.

The minister’s young daughter clung to her church elder as his cock leapt and throbbed in her.

Henderson felt her relax like it was such a natural thing for her to accept his load.

“Uh huh, fill me,” she breathed into his ear. “Fill me with your cum Mr Henderson, oh I love this.”

“Ah hell. I’m going to hell,” Henderson groaned some more and pulled back then thumped into her again. Then he resumed moving inside her.

“Ooh you’re so slick and tight inside Tracey. How can a man possibly resist?”

“Mmm hmm, do you like the feel of me?” the girl teased a little, and ground herself against his imbedded cock. “Do you have any more cum for me?” she asked oh so sweetly.

Henderson took a breath and gulped hard. He gripped the top of the young church wife’s head and ground into her. “Oh yes this is so dirty, so filthy, but so good,” he snarled and resumed thrusting and pumping into her again.

The girl planted her feet on the waterbed and lifted her butt, arching her lower body up for him to thrust into. Her legs were spread completely and her hot little cunt was on offer and seeping cum.

Henderson tore more muscles in his arms and shoulders holding himself up to watch her tits bounce out of her pretty blue church dress. He settled into rhythm slam-fucking her like he’d not done to a woman in thirty years.

Oh, he was going to pay for this tomorrow. But he just couldn’t stop himself.

He jackhammered the dirty little bitch without letting up until his heart was about to explode, then he powered into her and held still against her throbbing cunt.

The full length of his cock was pulsing and his old balls clenched, ejaculating what felt like another half a cup of semen into her quivering little belly.

“Oh you’re such a dirty girl now, aren’t you?” Henderson groaned into a kiss.

“Uh huh,” the girl moaned and broke off the kiss to whisper into his ear, “And you can keep fucking me as much as you want as long as no one at church ever finds out and you don’t get me pregnant.”

**  The end  **
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